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sintzov Good bye ( Enter Tatyana ) Don t bother Tatyana Pav- 
lovna I vc arranged everything Good bye 
tatyana Ira awfully sorry 
sivrzov Good night 

{Exit TATYANA walks quietly up and down studying the toes 
of her shoes Enter Yakov ) 

\akov Why don’t you go to bed 9 

TATYANA I don t want to lm thinking of going away from here 
YAKOV H m ra m As for me there s nowhere for me to go I ve 


pawed all the continents and islands 


passed an me continents ana isianus 

TATYANA It s depressing here Everything keeps swaying until my 
head gets dizzy I in forced to he and I can’t stand lying 

yakov H m You can t stand lying Unfortunately for me Unfor 
tunately 

TATYANA (to herself) But just now— I bed Naturally Nadya 
would have agreed to hide those thtng9 But I have no right to start 
her along that road 

VAKOV What are you speaking about 9 

TATYANA l 9 Nothing in particular How strange it all is Only 
recently life was clear, I knew what 1 wanted 

YAKOV ( quietly ) Alas' Talented drunkard I and ome loafers, 
wd other members of the jolly professions have ceased to attract 
attention As long as wc stood beyond the humdrum of life peopl 
found us amusing But the humdrum is becoming more and more 
dramatic Someone shouts Hey you clowns and comedians Off the 
*tage' But tile stage is your field Tanva 

(tmJd ,) Mr field’ v« i, I , X 

Snnly on the stage and that there I could attain to „re 8 

fo'C'lully, and papally) I M ™‘*PPT “» d „ ,o tv 

' , , y , „i, rn |J silent eyes which seem to say 

people who watch me with cold - J Jnd dl>armeJ 

we know all that It’s old and bonn D I fee T Want 

re them I can . capture then, and ™» TT” o ’ V ” 
tremble with joy and fear I wan. to -pealc w.nh M "" 
on hate Led. sharp - a knife f.erv * 

to pour them famhfy before peo^e U • ^ 310p ^ 

run away But there are no such n( j 

' again toa them beautiful words lfc ■»«*> ° ! hop ' 
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MAKAR CHUDRA 


A cold wet Wind blew from the «ea. wafting over th“ steppes the 
pensive melody of the splashing <urf and the rustle of shrubbery 
nn the beach Now and then its gu=ts brought «hn'elled yel 
low leaves and whirled them into the flickering flames of the 
campfire The gloom of autumnal night around us qimered and 
receded apprehensively disclosing for a brief moment the endless 
'teppe on the left, the boundless sea on the right and opposite 
me the figure of Makar Chudra, the old Gypsy, who was looking 
after the horses of Ins Gypsy camp pitched within fifty paces of 
where we sat 

Heedless of the cold blasts that blew open his Caucasian coat 
and mercilessly buffeted his bared hairy chest, he reclined in a 
graceful vigorous po«e with his face towards me, drawing method 
tcally at his huge pipe, emitting thick puffs of smoke through his 
mouth and no«e, staring out over my head into the deathly hushed 
darkness of the 'teppe^ talking incessantly and making not a sin 
gle movement to slueld himself from the cruel gu«fs of wind 

“So you’re on the tramp 7 That’s fine* You’ve made a «plen 
did choice, my lad That’s the wav trot around and *ce things, 
and when you’ve «een all you want, Iie ^ down and. die — that’s 

all* ~~ / 

“Life 7 Other people 7 ’ he went on, haring lent a sceptical car 
to my protest about his “that’s all ** “lFm Why should that wor 
iy you 7 Aren’t you Life 7 Other people live without you and 11 
live their lives without you Do you imagine anyhody needs you 7 
You’re neither bread nor a stick, and nobody wants you 

“To learn and teach, you «ay 7 But can you learn how to 
make people happy 7 No, you cannot. You get grey hairs fir«t be 
fore talking about teaching Teach what 7 Every one knows what 
he wants Tho^e that are cleverer take what there is to take, the 
wilier ones get nothing, but every man leanu, himself 
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“They’re a curious lot, thcee people of your*. All herded to- 
gether end treading on each other’s toes when there’s so much 
room m the world,” he waved a sleeping hand towards the steppes. 
“And toiling away all the time What for 9 Whom for 9 No- 
body knows. N ou see a fellow ploughing and think — there he ts 
sweating out his strength drop by drop on that land, then he'll 
lie down in it and rot away He leaves nothing after him, he sees 
nothing from that field of hts and dies as he was bom — a fool 

“D’you mean to say he was bom to dig the earth and die with- 
out haring managed to dig a grave for himself 9 Does he know 
what freedom is 9 Has he any idea of the vast and glorious steppe 9 
Does the music of the steppe gladden his heart 9 He’s a slave, 
from the moment he ts bom a slave all hts life long, and that’s 
iH 1 What can he do for himself 9 All he can do is to hang himself, 
if he learned a little sense 

“Now look at me, at fifty-eight I’ve seen so much that if 
you’d wnte tt down on paper it would fill a thousand bags like 
the one youNe got there. Non jurt ask me what places I haven’t 
been to 9 There aren’t such places You\ e got no idea of the places 
I\e been to That’s the way to live — gad about the world, and 
that's all 1 Dont stay long in one place — it’s not worth it* 
Like day and night that chase each other around the world, you 
keep cha*mg yourself away from thoughts of life, so as not to 
grow sick of it. Once you stop to think you'll get sick of life — 
that’s how it always happens It happened to me too Humph* So 
it did, my lad. 

“I was in prison, in Gabcia. What «m I living on this earth 
for 9 — I started to mope, feeling sort of dreary — it's dreary in 
prison, my lad, ever so dreary 1 And I felt sick at heart when I 
looked out of die window at the fields, so sick as though *ome 
one were gripping and wrenching my heart. Who can say what 
he lives for' No one can say it, my lad* And it’s no use asking 
yourself about it. Live, and that’s all. Go about and look around, 
and you’ll never be bored. I very nearly hung myself by my belt 
that time, that’s a fact* 

Huh 1 I spoke^ to a mm once. He was a serious man, one of 
yours, a Russian. Nou must live he says, not the way you want, hut 
accotdmg to the word of Cod Obey the Lord and he will g, re 
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you ever} thing you ask for He himself was all m rags and hole; 
I told him to ask God for a new suit of clothes- He fell into i 
rage and drove me away cursing And he’d just been telling m 
that one should forgive and love his fellow creatures He m gh 
have forgiven me if what I «aid offended his lordship There s . 
teacher for } ou ’ They teach you to eat less while they UkS 
selves eat ten times a day ^ 

He spat into the fire and {ell silent, while refilling his pipe 
The wind moaned plaintively and softly the horses whinnied n 
the darkness, and the tender passionate strains of the d imka mel 
odv floated up from the Gjpsy camp The beautiful Pvonka Ms 
bars daughter was singing I knei that deep throaty toned voici 
of hers that always sounded so strange discontented and itnpe 
nous, whether she sang a song or said “good day The warn 
pallor of her dark-skinned face was fired m a look of queenij 
hauteur and the deep pools of her dark bro vn eyes shone with i 
realization of her own irresistible loveliness and disdain foi 
everything that was not she. 

Makar held out his pipe. 

Take a smoke’ She sings well that lass, eh’ J should say so' 
Would you like a girl like that to love you 9 No 9 That* right 1 
iVeier bel eve girls, and keep away from them Girls find kiss in; 
belter and more pleasant than I do smoking a pipe, but ona 
jouve kissed her saj goodbye to jour liberty Shell bind you tt 
her b} invisible strings wh ch you 11 never he able to break, ant 
you 11 lay your soul at her feet. Thats a fad* Beware of the girls 1 
They re all Jars’ Ishell say she loves you more n anything in 
the world, hut you just pnek her with a pin and she ll break yoni 
heart ll know a lot about their kind I do’ Well, my lad, d you 
want me to tell you a story a true story 9 Try to remember it if 
you can and it s a free bud you ll be all your 1 fe 

Once upon a time there was a young Gypsy a young Gypsy 
named Loiko Zohar All Hungary and Bohemia and Slavonia and 
all around the sea everybody knew him — he waa a fine lad’ 
There wasn t a village in those parts, but where a half-dozen or 
so of the inhabitants didnt swear to God theyd kill him. But 
Loiko went on 1 vjng and if he took a fan-y to a horse Zohar d 
he curvetting about on that horse even if you was to put a regl 
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meat of soldiers lo guard n' Ah' lie wi'n’t afraid of anybody, 
pot likely' \Tby jf the prince of devils with all hit pact came to 
him, he d as likely as not stick a knife in him. and he’ d cerUinle 
cur*e him roundly and fend t' e whole pack off w ith a flea tn it-* 
ear — you can take that from roe’ 

“And all the Gypsy camps knew him or had beard of him- 
All he loved was hor*cs. and nothin- more, and men then not 
for long— he d nde ’em a bit then fell ’em, and the money >a* 
anvbodis for the a'hirg. He had nothin- that he chenslied if 
yon wanted t» heart bed tear it out of his hrea** and g^e U 10 
yon, as long as it made you happv Tha a the kind he was. a 7 

ua» 

“Our caravan was wandering at the time through Bukowina 
that was about ten years ago Once on a night in spring wo 
were fitting around— oy«£lf the old soldier Danilo who fought 
under Kossuth and old Noor and all the others and Badda H* 
mlo s daughter 

*^ou know m> girl \onka, dont sou 9 A beautiful maid »he 
is' \TeIl sou couldn I compare her to Radda — too great an 1'°° 
our There arm t am words to describe that girl Radda VMavbe 
her beauty could be plased on the violin and even then only by 8 
per*on who knew that siol n os well as he d d bis own soul 

“She 'eared the hearts of manv of fine lad she did. aye many 
a fine lad’ In Morava a magnate an old shock -headed roan fa w 
her and was struck all of a heap Sat on his hor«e and stared, 
ihivenng as with the ague. He was pranked out like the devil on 
a holiday in a nch Ukrainian coat embroidered with gold, and 
the sword at hi* tide »U set in precious nones flashed like light 
mng whenever ha hone stamped its foot, and the blue velvet of 
ha cap was like a bit of thy — he was a big lord, that old genii 
He stared and «tared, then he *avs to Radda ‘Hi give me a hi** 

1 11 give you my purse' She ju«t turned away without a word' 
Forgive roe if 1 ve offended you can t you look at me more kind 
ly 9 said the old ma-nate immediately coming dow-n a peg 
and he threw a pur*e at her feet — a fat pur«e brother' And she f 
spurned it in the dnsf, casual like, with her foot, and that’* all 

‘Ah, what a maid” he groaned, and flicked his horse with his 
nding crop and was gone in a cloud of du*t. 
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“The next day he tame again ‘Who’s her father” he went 
thundering about the camp Danilo 4 tepped out ‘Sell me your 
daughter, take whatever you want 1 * And Damlo, he e3ys ‘Only 
the nobility sell everything from their pigs to their conscience, 
but I fought under Kossuth, and don’t traffic m anything’’ The 
other became furious, made a 'natch for his sword, but one of the 
hoys stuck a lighted tinder in the horses ear and he made off 
With his rider in a flash We struck tents and moved off We 
hadn’t been travelling two days when up he da hcs a^ain’ ‘Hi 
you’ he says ‘before God and you my conscience is clear, give 
that maid to roe in marriage. Ill Share all I have with you I’m 
mighty rich!’ He was all on fite and swaying in the saddle like 
feather grass in the wind That set us all thinking 

“‘Well, daughter, what do you «ay / ’ Danilo muttered under his 
moustache 

“‘What would the eagle be if she went into the crow’s nest of 
her own free will 9 ’ Radda asked us 
‘ Danilo laughed, and so did we all 

“‘Well said daughter’ Hear that Sir 9 Nothing doing! Look 
among the doves — they’re more docile * And we moved on 

That gentleman seized his cap threw it to the ground and 
galloped away so furiously that the very earth «hook That's the 
kind of girl Radda was my lad! 

“Yes’ Ylell one night as we sat around we heard music float 
ing over the steppe Tine music’ It set your blood on fire and 
lured you into the unknown That music, we all felt made one 
yearn for something after which if you got it, life would no longer 
be worth living, unless it was, as kings over alt the earth, ’ 
my ladj l 

‘Well, a horse loomed out of the darkness, and on the horse 
a man «at and played as he approached us He drew up at the 
campfire cea s ed playing and smiled down at us 

“‘Ah why, that’s you Zobar’* Damlo cried out to him yoyful 
ly Yes that was Loiko Zobar’ 

* His moustaches lay on his shoulders and mingled with his 
locks his eyes were as bright as star® and his 'mile was like the 
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firelight, his teeth Bashing in a emfle' Damned if I didn’t love 
him then more than I loved myself eiem before he had spoken 
a word to me or had as much as noticed my existence* 

“kes, my lad, that* the kind of man he was* He’d look into 
your eyes and captnate your soul and yon wouldn’t be the least 
bit ashamed of it, only feel proud about it. With a man like that 
you feel nobler yourself Such men are rare, my fnend* Perhaps 
that 9 better *o If there d be too much of a good thing in this 
world it wouldnt be looked on as a good thing Aye! Well, Id's 
get on with the story 

“Kadda she says *kou play well Loiko* Who made you «uch 
a sweet toned delicate fiddle 7 He laughed — ‘1 made it mj«elf* And 
I made it not of wood, bnt from the breast of a young girl whom 
I loved dearly and the strings I play on are her heartstrings. The 
fiddle plays a little false, but I know how to handle the bow 1 ’ 

“Our breed, you know tries straight away to befog a girls 
eyes, so they be dimmed with sad yearning for a fellow without 
kindling his own heart. That was Loiko* s way too But Radda was 
not to be caught that war She turned away with a yawn and said 
‘\nd people said Zobar was clever and adroit — wbat liars’’ With 
that she walked away 

“‘Oho, pretty maid, you’ve got sharp teeth’’ said Loiko with 
a Bashing eye, getting off Jus horse. ‘How do you do brothers’ 
Well, here I am come to you’’ 

“‘Welcome, guest* said Damlo in reply We kissed had a 
talk and went to bed. We slept soundly In the morning we 
saw that Zobar’s head was lied up with a rag What’s that 7 Ob 
his horee accidentally hart him with its hoof while he was asleep 

Ha a’ We guessed who that horse was and smiled into oar 
moustaches, and Danilo smiled too Well waant Loiko worthy o( 
Radda 7 I should think so* However fair a maid may be, she has 
a narrow petty soul and though you d hang a pood of gold round 
her neck she d never he any better than she was. ell anyway’ 

'*■ ^* e * P rc *ty long tune on that spot, things were going 

well with ns and , Zobar was wiih us. That was a comrade for you’ 
Wise like an old man, informed on everything and knew bow to 
resd and write Russian and Magyar When he’d start speaking 
yoa forget about sleep and could listen to him for ages’ As 
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for playing — well salt my hide if there s another man m the world 
could play like thatl Hed draw his how across the strings and 
jqur heart’d begin to flutter then he’d draw it again and ltd stop 
beating while you listened and he just played and smiled "ion 
felt like crying and laughing one end the same lime when listening 
to him. Now you’d hear some one moaning bitterly pleading /or 
help and lacerating your heart as with a knife now the steppe 
telling the heavens a fairy tale, a sad tale, now a maid weeping 
bidding farewell to her beloved’ And now a valiant youth calling 
his beloved to the steppe Then suddenly — heigh ho* A brave mer 
ry tune fills the air anti the very «un it «eems bids fair to start 
a jig up m the sky’ Yes, my lad, thats how it was’ 

‘Every fibre in your body understood that song and you be 
came its slave body and soul If Loiko had then cried out To 
kmves, cotnrades 1 * wed have snatched up our knives as one man 
and followed bun blindly He could do anything he wanted with 
a man and everybody loved him loved him mightily — only Radda 
had no eyes for the lad That wouldnt have been so bad, worse 
was she mocked bun She smote that lads heart «orelv aye sorely’ 
He’d gnash h» teeth Loiko would, pulling at his moustache Eyes 
darker than an abyss and sometimes with a gleam of something 
fit to haiTOw up the soul At night he’d go far out into the steppe 
would Loiko and his fiddle would weep till morning weep over 
the death of Loiko s liberty And we lay listening and thinking 
wbat’s to be done 9 We knew that if two stones are rolling down 
on each other its no use getting between them — they’d crush you 
Thats how things were 

“Well we all sat assembled discussing affairs. Then things got 
dull So Damlo ask» Loiko ‘Sing a song Loiko something to 
cheer ihe soul 1 * The tad glanced at Radda who was lying at a 
little distance with her face looking up into the sky, and drew 
his how across the strings The fiddle spoke as though it were 
really a maiden’s heart, and Loiko sang 

Hey ho 1 A flame the heart doth feed 
Fast the steppe and wide* 

Fleet as the land my gallant steed 
Strong-armed nder astride r 
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“Radda turned her head, and rising on her elbow, smiled mock- 
ingly into the «inger’a eyes He reddened like the dawn 
Heyho-hey 1 Up comrade arise ' 

Onward let us race 1 

Where steppe in deepest darkness lies. 

To trailing dawn’s embrace 1 
Hey-ho* We fly to meet the day. 

Soaring abate the plair 1 
Touch not thee in passing pray 
The beauteous moon Kith thy mane r 
“Did he sing’ Nobody -mg's like that any more* And Radda 
eay* letlmg the words drop 

“*\ou shouldn t fly so high, Loiko kou might fall and come 
down on your co-e in a puddle and wet \our moustache be care- 
fnl * Loiko glared fiercely at her and said nothing— he swallowed 
it and went on singing 

Hey ho hey' Lest daybreak’s flush 
Overtake us m idle slumber 
AKay away ere for shame we blush 
And men begin to wonder r 

“ ‘Whit a song' said Damlo ‘never heard anything like It be- 
fore ra’Y the Devil make a pipe out of me if 1 lie 1 ’ Old fvoor 
twitched big rnoutacbe and *hni«ged his shoulders and even body was 
delighted with that hrave *ong of ZobarV Only Radda didnt like lL 
^ “®Thata how a wasp once buzzed wh-n he tried to imitate the cry 
of an eagle ’ *aid she, and it was as if she had thrown snow over us 
“ ‘Maybe you’d like a la Me of the whip, Radda 9 ’ Damlo said, Mart, 
mg up, but Zobar threw his cap on the ground and “poke, his face 
as dark as th“ earth 

*Stop, Damlo' A spirited hor'e needs a steel bridle* Give 
your daughter to me as wife*’ 

Now you’ve said something'’ «aid Damlo with a srrnle 
Take her if you can 1 ’ 

u Good" «aid Loiko and spoke thus to Radda* 

^ell, lass listen to me a while and don’t put on aire* Fve 
seen a lot of your sisterhood in my time, ay e quite- a lot* But not 
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6n<* of them ever touched my heart like you have Ah, Radda you 
have snared my soul 1 Veil 9 What’s to he rriurt needs be and . 
the steed does not exi«i on which one could escape from one’s 
self .. 1 take you to wife before God my conscience, your fa 
ther and all lhe«c people llut mind, jou are not to oppose mj 
will — 1 am a free man and mil live the way 1 want 1 ’ And he 
went up to her, lus teeth clenched and eyes flashing We saw him 
holding out his hand to her — now thought we Radda has bridled 
the hor«e of the steppe 1 Suddenly we saw his hand go up and he 
fell, hitting the ground wth the back of his head with a crash 1 
Good heavens* It was as if a bullet had ‘truck the lad in the 
heart Radda, it appears, had swept the whiplash round his legs 
and pulled it, sending him off his feet 

“There she was lying back again without stirring with a mocking 
smile on her face We waited to sec what would happen next Loiko 
sat on the ground clutching his head as though afraid it would bur«t 
Then he got up quietly and walked off into the steppe without a glance 
at anyone Moor whispered to me ‘Keep your eve on him 1 ’ And I 
crawled after Zobar into the darkness of the steppe Yes my lad 1 " 
Makar knocked the ashes out of his pij e and began refilling it 
again I drew my coat closer about roc and lay looking at his 
old face blackened by the sun and winds. He was whispering to 
him*elf, shaking lus head sternly his grizzled moustache moved 
up and down md the wind stirred the 1 cir on hu head«4Ir was 
like an old oak tree seared by lightnng but still strong and «tur 
d) and proud of il« strength The *ea still earned on a whispered 
converse with the shore and the wind still earned its whisper* 
over the steppe Monk a had stopped singing and the clouds that 
had gathered in the sky made the autumn night still darker 

' Loiko dragged Ii» feet wearilv along hi? head bent and 
hands hanging nervelessly I v hi* sides, and when he reached a 
ravine by the stream he sat down on a boulder and groaned It was 
a groan that made my heart bleed for pity but I didn t go up to him 
Grief won’t be comforted In word*, will it’ That* just it* He sat 
en~for arThnur then another and a third ju«t «at without stirring 
"And 1 was Ivlng on the ground nearby It was a bright night, 
the whole steppe was bathed *n silver moonficht and sou could 
see far away in the distance 
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“Suddenly, 1 saw Radda hunting towards us from the camp 
*-TLat cheered me up’ Ah, <| leniid’’ I thought, ‘brave lass, 
Raida’ She drew clo*e but he hadnt heard her -coming She put 
Ler hand on his shoulder Loiko started unclasped his hands and 
rai.-cd his head. Then he leapt to his feet and gripped his knife’ 
Ah he’ll knife the maid. I thought, and 1 was jtr?t going to shout 
out to the camp and run to them when I «uddenly heard 

“ Drop it’ 111 «ma*b your head’’ I looked — lh*re was Rad 
da with a pistol in her hand aimed at Zobar’s head. There’s a 
1 ell-cat for you’ Well, 1 thought, they’re now matched in strength, 

1 wonder whatll happen next 7 

““Look here’’ — Radda thrust the pi tol into her waistband — 

I didnt come here to kill yoj but to make up — drop the knife’* 
lie dropped it and looked sullenly into her eyes' It was a sight, 
brother’ There were two people glaring at each olheT like animals 
at hay, and both such fine brave people There were just the 
fh rung moon and I looking on that's all 

“ Now lis cn to me Loiko- i love you' said Radda. He mere- 
ly s!mi'*"fd, as thou , ’h bed hand and foot 

I \e seen leave vouth lut you re braver and better in face 
and soul Any of them would have shaven their moustache had I. 
so much as winked my eye, all of them would have fallen at my 
feel had I wished it Rut what’s the sense 7 The) ’re none too brave 
anyway, and 1 d have made them all womanish There are few 
bTsve Pypues left in thj world as it i«, veiy few, Loiko Y never 
loved anybod), Loiko LlI you I love But I love liberty tool I 
love liberty, Loiko more than I do you. But I cannot live with 
out you, as vou cannot live withoit me So I want you to be mine, 
body end «oul, do you hear 7 ’ He smiled a twisted smile 

*“I hear’ It cheers the heart to hear your speeches’ Say some 
more’’ 

“ Tb s more 1 want to say Loiko no matter how you twist 
111 have mv way with yen, you’ll be nuns. So dont waste bme — 
mT k*** an d can**aes are awaiting you and I shall kiss you 
*wf«lr t Loiko’ Under my kis«es vou shall forget your adventnr 
'"f life . . and your lively songs which so gladden the hearts 
of the Cvp.y lad* will be b«3rd no more in the eteppe— yon ahall 
•mg other «o ngs. tender love *nnn». >n. me Ra/ILl. v^-iche -ntft 
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lime then— I hate spoken, therefore tomorrow you shall obey me 
like the youth who obeys his elder comrade You shall bow the knee 
to me before the whole Gypsy camp and ki«s my right hand — then I 
shall be your wife-' 

“So that’s what she was after, the mad girl! It was unheard 
of! It had been the custom once ’among the Montenegrins, so the 
old men said, but never among the Gypsies! Well, my lad, can 
you think- of anything funnier than that? Not if you racked your 
brains a year, you wouldn’t! 

“Loiko recoiled and his cry rang out over llie steppe like that 
of a man wounded in the breast. Radda winced but did not betray 
herself, 

“‘Welt, goodbye till tomorrow, and tomorrow you will do as 
I bade you. Do you hear, Lo'ko?’ 

“*I hear! I will/ groaned Zobar and held his amis out to her. She 
went without even turning her head, and he swayed like a tree bro- 
ken by the vrilfd and dropped to the ground, sobbing and laughing. 

“That is what the accursed Radda did to the poor lad I had 
a job bringing him to his «cnse». 

“Ah well! Why the devil should people have to drain the cup 
of misery ? Who cares to hear a human heart moaning in pain and 
grief? Make it out if you can!... 

“I went back to the camp and told the old men all about it. 
Tliey ihought the matter over and decided to wait and see wbat 
would happen. And this is what happened. When we all gathered 
next evening around the campfire Loiko joined us He was gloomy 
and had become lernbly haggard overnight and his eyes were 
sunken. He cast them down and, without raking them, said to us; 

“'I want to tell you something, comrades- I looked into my 
heart th» night and found no place therein for the old carefree/ 
life of mine. Radda alone dwells in it — and that’s alll^ There’ 
she is, beautiful Radda. smiling like a queenl She loves her liber- 
ty more than me, and I love her more than my liberty, and I 
have decided to bend my knee to her, as she bade me, so that all 
may see how her beauty has conquered brave Loiko Zobar, who 
until he knew her used to play with the girls like a gerfalcon with 
the ducks After that she will become toy wife and wjU' kiss and 
caress me, so that I will have no more desire to sing you song* 

2 * 
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and will not regTCt m\ liberty' Is that right Radda 9 He raised 
his eyes anl looked darklv at h*r She silently and sternly -nodded 
hi-r head and pointed her hand to her feet And we looked cn, 
understanding nothing We rien felt Pe going ana), not to see 
Loiko Zobar prostrate him«elf at a maids feet, eien though that 
maid were Radda W e felt sort of a 'harried and sorry and «ad 
Will' cried Radda to Zobar 

Aha dont be in a hurry there’s plenty of time, you’ll 
hate more than enough of it he retorted vntli a laugh And 
lh*t laugh had a Ting of steel in it 

“ ^o that* all I wanted to tell you comrades' What next 9 It 
remain^ next but to tc«t whether Radda has so strong a heart as 
ale showed me III te»t it — forgive me brothers'' 

“Before wc could fathom these words Radda lay stretched on 
the earth with 7olars ciined knife «unk to the hilt in her breast 
We were horror-struck 

“ \n I Radda pulled out the knife threw « aside, and prentng a lock 
o* her bUik hair to the wound, «aid loudly and audibly with a smile 
“ Farewell Loiko I knew sou would do that' * and she 
Hied 


“D you grasp the kird of maid that was my lad 9 A hell of a 
maid «he was may I be damned to eternity' 

“ Oh' Now III kneel at your feet, proud queen »' Loiko’s lotid 
rrj rehoed sll oter the steppe, and throwing himself to the ground 
he pressed h» lips to the feet of dead Radda and lay motionless 
Ve took oft our caps and stood m silence 

“What do you *ay to that m> lad 9 Are, that's ju*t it* Noor 
«aid Tie ougl t to bind him' ’ No hand would lift to bind Loi 
ko Zobar not a hand would lift, and Noor knew it He wared his 
hand and turned away And Danilo picked up the knife which 
RadiU had cast a*id* and gated !on n at it, his moustache twitch 
log The Hade of tha knife, «o curred and sharp, was s ill wet 
with PaJda » Hood And then Danilo went up to Zobar and stuck 
the knife into bis back over the heart For he was RadJa'a father 
was Dan to the old soldier* 

, *The re > t « are" Mid Lanko >n a clear voice taming to Da 
m o and lie followed on the heels of Radda 


’And we Stood looking There lay Radda pressing n lock of 
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hair to her bosom, and her open eyes stared into the blue sky, 
while at her feet brave Loiko Zobar lay stretched IDs face was 
covered by his locks and you couldn’t s-c his face. 

“We stood lost in thought Old Damlo’s moustaches trembled 
and his bushy brows were knitted He stared at the sk) and said 
rothing while Noor grey old Noor, la) down with lus face on 
the ground and all his old body was racked with sobs 
“There was something to cry over my lad’ 

“ . So you’re going on the tramp — well go your way, don't 
turn off the road \ou go -straight on Maybe you won't go to. 
the dogs That’s all my lad 1 ” 

Makar fell silent, and putting the pipe into his pouch wrapped 
his coat over his chest Ram began to fall in a drizzle the wind 
was rising, the sea growled and rumbled angrily The hordes one 
by one came up to the dying campfire and regarding u« with their 
big intelligent eyre stopped motionless around us in a den«e ring. 

“Hey , hey ho f “ Makar cried to them kindly and patting the 
neck of lus favourite black horse said turning to me 

‘Time to go to sleep*” and drawing his coat over his head 
and stretching his great length out on the grouhd lie fell silent 
1 did not feel like sleeping I gazed into the darkness of the steppe 
and before my eyes swum the queenly beautiful image of proud 

Uadda She was pressing a lock of hair to the wound in her breast 

and through her delicate swaithy finger* the blood oozed drop by 
drop falling to the ground like flaming red little star* 

Following close on her heels there floated the vision of the 
brave Gypsv lad Loiko Zobar His face was screened by thick 
black locks from under which big cold tears fell fa«t 

The ram grew heavier and the *ea was chnntirtg a mournful 

oolemn dirge to the proud pair of Gvpsy lover*— to Loiko Zobar 

and to Radda, the daughter of the old soldier Damlo 

And they both hovered silently m the misty darkness, and the 
dashinc Loiko try as he may was unable to catch up with the 
f>routJ Radda 
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I ntu>D these stones at a place o n the Bessarabian coast, near 
Akkerman. 


0"* evenJn ' T having finished our day’s grape picking the group 
of Moldavian, w th whom 1 *as working went off to the 
!««!, 1 I rems.oed behind „tb old I.cpl rtclrntj m the ground, 
in the .hide of , tl,d rate .ilentl, tt.ldnng the silhouettes ol the 
people «ho were pom- dour, |„ the ■« merge »nh the fallmr shsd 
OWJ of night 


They "trolled down to the beach vngmg and lau S h.ng The men 
m short tun.cs and wide pantaloons had bronzed faces, thick black 
mustache, and heavy locks of hair that reached down to their ahoul 
zj .r* * OTnm “ d P'k «w> and gracefuL had dark blue eyes, 
«nd th«r fares too were bronzed The.r black .,lky ha.r hung too«e 

the tresses m ** " 3nn ’ * breeze that blew through 

to tickle Th A ^ orruirnelltal «oins that were platted into them 
L ,n a l "»* ™» •!«», but now and 

gurts caused the Vo nlS* l'" , ""* ible 0bs 8C,< “ and hcary 

tVir heads, p « n . *ern '° ' PrPad ,r, far ” a ' tic a^nnd 

*»»* out of 

Esr 

ts' ““ ”” ems “ * 

of the prei«y ll!l '1* P^pool odour of the eea on! 

setareled jm* before re d ' * ’ !l ' ra '“ thoroughly 

dered eerL, fl. £ m,W E "" -™ InttteM. of cloud, «tt 
>1e «„h, o, *’“P“ «»J colours — here soft, 

t-'oe eod ..h grey „J [1<m . „ sfrf lfa 
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fragments of rock, a dull blacker brown. Between them fondly peeped 
dark blue patches of the sky, dotted with golden stars. All this 
• — the sounds and smells, the clouds and the people — looked strangely 
beautiful and sad, like the beginning of a wonderful tale. And 
everything seemed as though it were checked in its growth, a3 if it 
were dying. The sounds of the voices, receded further into the dis- 
tance, subsided, and became nothing but mournful sighs. 

"Why didn’t you go with them?” old Izergil asked me, nodding 
in the direction in which the people had gone 

Time had bent her double; her once shining black eyes were 
dull and bleary. Her dry voice sounded strange; it crackled, as if 
she were crunching bones. 

“I didn’t feel like it!” I answered. 

“Ekht . . . You Russians are born old. You are all as gloomy 
as demons. . , . Our girls are afraid of you. . . . But you are young 
and strong. . , 

The moon rose, large, round and blood-red, seemingly out of 
the bowels of this steppe, which had absorbed so much human flesh 
and blood in its time, and probably for that reason had become so 
rich and fertile. And as it TO«e it threw upon us the lace-like shadows 
of the vine leaves, and the old woman and I appeared to be covered 
with a net. To the left of us the shadows of the clouds flitted across 
the steppe; and the clouds themselves, lit up by the bluish rays of 
the moon, seemed brighter and more transparent. 

"Look! Thais Larra<” 

I looked in the direction in which the old woman pointed with 
her trembling hand and crooked fingers, and I saw shadows float- 
ing, many of them; but one was darker and thicker than the rest, 
and it moved faster and lower than its sisters — it fell from a clump t 
of cloud which was floating nearer to the gtound and was moving’ 
faster than the others. 

“I can’t see anybody,” I said 

“Your eyes are worse than mine, an old woman’s! Look! Over 
there! The dark one" running across the steppe!” 

I looked again, and again saw nothing but shadows." 

* “That’s a shadow! Why do you call it Larra!” ’ * 

> ' “Because ft as he. He is now no more than a shadow. No' won- 
der! He has lived thousands of years; the sun dried up his body 
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hw blood and his bones and the wind blew them away like dust. 
\ou see what God can do to a man Cot beinjr proud!” 

“Tell me bow it happened*” 1 begged of the old woman, ex* 
peeling to hear one of the wonderful stories that are composed in the 
•teppes. 

And «he told me the following story. 

“This happened many thousands of years ago. Far beyond the sea, 
where the sun ri-es. there is a country with a big river; and in 
that counln even tree leaf and blade of grass gives as much shadowr 
as a man needs to shelter him from the sun, which is very hot there. 
“That’s how bountiful the earth is m that country! 

“In that country there lived a powciful tribe of men. .They herd- 
ed their cattle and spent their «trength and manhood in hunting, 
in feasting after the hunt, singing «ongs and frolicking with the girls. 

“One day during a feast, one of the girls, black haired and ten- 
der like the night was carried awav bv an eagle, which swooped down 
from the «kv The arrows which the men shot at the eagle, pil’ful 
things failed to reach it and dropped hack to earth The men then 
went out to «carch for the tnrl, hut thev searched in vain They fnl*3 
to find her And then they forgot about her, as everything on eatth 
is forgotten ” 

The old woman sighed and paused. Her grating voice had sound- 
ed like the complaints of all the forgotten ages which had revived 
in her breast in shadowy recollections. The sea had softly accompa- 
nied the opening of one of tho«e ancient legends which had probab- 
ly been compo«ed on its *hore. 

“Twenty years after, the girl came back herself, worn and hag- 
pard. \7ilh her was a young man. handsome and strong, as she herself 
had been twenty years before. When they asked her where she had 
been, she said that the eagle had carried her away to the mountains, 
and she had lived with him there as his wife- The young man was her 
son; his father was dead When he grew feeble he soared for the last 
time high into the iky and, folding his win"s. dropped heavily onto 

the jagged crags of the mountain and was killed 

Everybody looked in wonder at the eagle’s son and saw that 
lie differed in no way from themselves, except that hw eyes Were 
WIW an< * P rou ' 1 - I'Ve thow of the king of bird-. UTien they talked 
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to him he answered if he had a mind to, or else remained silent, and 
when the elders of the lnb= came and spoke to him he addressed 
them as an equal The) regarded this" as an affront The) upbraided 
him and said he was still an unfeathered arrow with an unsharpened 
point and told him that the) were honoured and obejed by thou 
«ands like him, and by thousands twice as old as he But he looked 
boldly at them and answered that he had no equal and if others 
honoured them he did not wj«h to do =o Oh* Then thej became 
really angry with him and angrily they said 

‘“There is no place for him among Us’ Let him go wherever he 
wills*’ 

‘He laughed and went where he willed — to a beautiful girl who 
had been gazing intently at him, he went up to her and embraced 
her But she was the daughter of one of the elders who had rebuked 
him, and although he was so handsome she pushed him away for 
•he was afraid of her father She pushed him away and walked off, 
but he 'truck her, and when she fell to the ground he stood upon 
her chest, so that the Mood spurted from her mouth to the «ky The 
girl gasped writhed like a snake, and died. 

“All those who witnessed th s were petrified by feat — this was the 
first time a woman had been killed among them in this way They 
«tood silent for a long time now looking at the dead girl lying on 
the ground with open eyes and blood tamed mouth and now at the 
young man standing beside the girl proudly facing them all — he 
did not hang his head as if asking to be punished When they rwov 
ered from their surprise they seized and bound him and left him 
there, for they thought it would be too simple a matter to kill him 
offhand that would not satisfy them 

The night grew darker and became filled with stranpe, soft sounds* 
The marmots whistled mournfully in the steppe, and the metallic grat 
ing of the grasshoppers was heard m the leaves of the vane, the 
leaves sighed and «hi pered to each other, the full moon, blood red 
befote, was now pale and grew paler as it To-e over the estlh; the 
bluish haze spread more widely over the steppe. 

“And so they gathered together to devise the punishment that 
would fit the Crime . Sora* suggested that he should be torn apart 
bf horse* hat rfs* t.Wsrg.Vi tso JeswnL. fX'.Vm pr&p&sed !hs>! 
each one should shoot m arrow 3t him I u( tins too was. rejected 
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Somebody proposed that he be burnt at the stake, but this was re- 
jected because the smoke from the fire would prevent them from 
ieein« how he suffered Manv proposals were nude, but not one of 
them seemed to be satisfactory And while they were dinning this, 
his mother knelt before them in silence, unable to find either the 
tears uor the words with which to plead for mercy. They talked and 
talked for hour* until at last, one of the wi«« men, after long reflec- 
tion, said 

“ Let us ask him why he did it!’ 

“They asked him, and he an«wered: 

“‘Lubnd me’ l will not speak while I am bound!’ 

“And when they unbound him he asked in a lone as if he was 
speaking to slaves: 

44 ‘What do tou want?’ 

“ 'You have heard*, answered the wise man. 

“‘Why should I explain my conduct to you?’ 

“ ‘So that we may underhand. Li'ten. proud one! Yo n will die. ... 
Make u« nnder'tand what von have done. We shall remain alive, 
and it is useful for u« to know more than we know now.’ 

“‘\ery well. 1 will tell you. although I myself do not quite un- 
derstand what happened. I think I killed her Lecau«o she rebuffed 
me. , . : But I wanted her.’ 

“ ’But she was not yours!’ he was told. 

'“‘Do you use only that which belongs to you? 1 ^ that every 
man possesses only speech, arm and legs... but h* owns cattle, 
women, land . . . and many other things.’ 

“In answer to this he was told that for every thir^ a man takes 
.he pays wiih himself: with his wisdom, his strength, and sometimes 
with his life. But he answered that he wanted to keep himself whole. 

“They talked to him for a long time and at last Realized that he 
regarded himse’f as the Cr«t in the land and had vio thought for 
anybody hut himself. Ther were all horrified bv the isolation to 
which he had doomed himself. He belonged to no trihe; he had not 
a mwher, nor cattle, nor a wife, and he wanted nothijw’of the kind. 

When the people realized this they began to discuss again what 
.punishment to inflict^ upon him. Bui this time they did not debate 
for long. The vUe man, who had remained silent oi, . 0 ‘ M s _ 0 l, 
op and said- , ' y 



OLD IZERCIL <T 

“Stay! I have a punishment A ternble punishment \ou would 
not have thought of one like U m a thousand gears’ The punishment 
lies in himself Let him go Let him be free That will be Ins punish 
mentl* 

“In that instant a wonderful thing happened A loud clap of 
thunder burst m the c ky although no clouds were visible The celes 
tial powers thus signified their approval of what the wise man had 
said All bowed low and dispersed But the young man who was 
now given the name of Larra which means outcast, laughed loudly at 
the people who were leaving him He laughed as he remained alone, 
os free as his father had been But his father had not been a human 
whereas he was And so he began to live as free as a bird He stole 
up to the tribe’s encampment and carried away their cattle their 
girls everything he wanted They shot arrows at him but his bod) 
was protected by the invisible armour of his supreme punishment— 
he could not die He was agile rapacious strong and cruel hut he 
never met men face to face He was seen only at a distance And so 
he hovered alone round the habitations of the tnbe for a long long 
time, for many «cores of years But one day he came very near to the 
habitations of the tribe and when the men Tan out to seize him he did 
not run away, and made no signs that he intended to defend himrelf 
One of the men guessed what was the matter and shouted out loudly 

" ‘Don t touch him* He wants to die f ’ 

“And all halted at once not wishing to ea«e the lot of ll e one 
who had done them evil not wishing to kill him They halted and 
jeered at him He stood trembling listening to the jeere and seemed 
to be searching for something in his bo*om Suddenly he stooped 
picked up a lock and rushed at the men But they avoiding his blows, 
did not strike him and when at last he fell to the ground with a 
despairing cry of weariness they stood aside and watched him He 
Taised himself picked up a knife which one of the men had dropped 
durng the fray and plunged it into his own breast But the blade 
snapped as if vt had struck a stone He fell down again and beat his 
head on the ground but the ground yielded to the blows and only 
dent3 were left in it 

‘“He cannot die' 5 the people shouted gleefully 

“They went away and left him He lay face upwards and saw 
■mighty eagle* soaring high in the sky like black dots and his eyes 



Th- old woman «ighed and ‘topped speakin® and ter head, 
which had drooped to her breast. 'Vayed to and fro federal times, 
in a very queer Kay 

1 fooled at her It eefned to me that sleep had overcome her, 
and for some reason I felt verT •om for her She had ended her 
story in «och an exalted and aJmoni ory tone, hut for all that, there 
wa. a furtive slavish note «* it 

Th* people on the L^arh he®_n to *in® and to «ing in a *t range 
war Firt the eoptral o voice was heard. It «ang two or three bars 
and then another voice started the son® from the beginning while the 
fira eorti-u*d ard theri a third a fourth and a fifth voice began 
the «on® on» ,f tn . iJ, e other ^oddenlv the «ame song was started, 
from the be-imuig by a choni* of ma’e vo res. 

The vo ce of eich woman v*2s heard disturtly from the rest 
and all tke.r tnugled voters sounded like a rainbow-col oared moan 
tam stream that come? tnmhl n® from led®e to ledge leaping and 
furdm® as they merged wi h the de-p time? of the male voices 
wh-eh floated upward lo meet them, s-paratin® from them, drowning 
then*, and sgiifi rjin® high, pure a”d strong one after another 
UecatHe of the to ces th» «oand of the *ea could no longer 
he heard. 


n 

“Have you ever heard s nrng ’ike that anvwhne ebe 7 Lrergd 

a*ked me. rau n® her head and smilm® reveal in® her toothless gums. 
^No ! hsvea t. I've neVer heard anvthin® I ke it anywhere^. ** 
“Xad you never walk Ce ire verv fend of smgin® Only handsome 
pe^V £ar» mu® well hatwlvime people who are food of life. Weave 
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fond of life -Aren t the people who are inging oxer there tired after 
thejr da) ’3 work 9 They worked from sunrise to sunset bnt as soon 
ns the moon rose they began to sing 1 Those who dont know how to 
live would have gone to bed, buf those who find pleasure in life — «wg r 

‘But health * I began 

' One always has enough health to lne Health f If you had mon- 
e), wouldnt you spend it 9 Health is the same as gold Do you 
know what I did when I was )oung 9 I wore carpets from sunrise 
to sunset almost without getting up I was a? In el) as a sunbeam, and 
yet I was obliged to ail all day long as motionless as a -stone And I 
sat so long that all my bones ached But when night came, I hurried 
to the one I loved to fondle and embrace him And this I did for 
three "whole months while lose lasted I spent all my nights with 
lum And yet I have lived right up to now — I had enough blood m 
my veins didn’t I 9 And how much I loved’ How many kisses I 
took, and gave’ ” 

I looked into her face Her black eyes remained dull her recollee 
lions had roused no spark in them The moon lit up her dry cracked 
lips sharp chin with the grey hairs on it, and her wrinkled nose, 
which was drawn up like the beak of an owl Her cheeks were dark 
hollows, in one o! which lay a strand of ash grey hair which had 
straggled from under the scarlet rag which she had wound about her 
lead Her face neck and hands were wrinkled and every lime she 
moved I expected the dry *>hin to crack and break and fall away in 
pieces leaving before me a bare «kele,on with dull black eyes 

She began to talk aga n in her grating voice 

“I lived with my mother near Fa'ma on the very hank of the 
River Birlal I was fifteen year» old when he first came to our farm 
He was tall and graceful and had a black moustache and he was 
«o jolly 1 He was in a boat and he called out in a ringing voice, so 
that we heard him through ihe window 'Hey 1 Have you any wine 
md something to eat 9 * I looked out of the window and through the 
branches of the ash tree I «aw the river all blue from the moon 
And he in a white tunic with a broad «a«h round his wain with th" 
ends dangling At his «ide was standing with one fool in the boat 
and the other on the bank swaving and singing to himself When he 
vaw me he said *What a lovely la's lives here* And I didn’t 
know’* A« if he knew all the lovely las*es m the world but me I 
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pate him wine and some boiled pork. . . . Four days later 1 c avo 
n>)«elf to him, entirely W e used to go rowing together, at night. He 
used to come and whittle «oftl> like a marmot, and 1 used to leap 
out of the window into the riser like a fi*h. And then we would go 
rowing, on and on. lie was a fisherman on the Prut, and later, 
when m) mother learned about etcrylhing and beat me, he tried to 
persuade me to po with him to Dobmja, and further, on to the 
branches of the Danube. Dul by that time 1 had already ceased to lore 
him — all he did was swig and kiss, and nothing more'. I got tired of 
it. At that ume a gang of Hurubans roamed those pari«, on d they had 
then lexers there. . . Now, those girls had a merry t' me* One of theta 
would wait and wait for her Carpathian, wondering whether he was 
in prison, or had been killed m a fight somewhere, and suddenly he 
would turn up alone or with two or three of his comrades, as if be 
had dropped from the skies. He would bring her rich prc«enU — after 
all, they came by everything so C8Silyl And he u*ed to feast at her 
house and prai«e her to his comrades This pleased her very much. I 
asked a friend of mine who had a Huxulian for a loter to let me see 
them. . . . What was her name’ 1 hate forgotten. ... I have begun to 
forget etery thing now This was sen long ago. No wonder I hate for. 
gotten it' Well, she introduced me to one of those lads. A handsome 
fellow.,.. He was red haired, all red— moustaches and locks! A 
fiery head' But he looked «o sad. Sometimes he was tender, but 
el other times he used to fight and roar like a wild beast. Once he 
slapped my fare ... and I sprang at him like a cat and dug my 
teeth into his cheek. . . . After the! he had a dimple in that cheek, and 
he u«ed to like me to kiss the dimple. . . 

“But what became of the fisherman?" I enquired. 

fi*herman? Oh, he ... he joined that gang of Hozulians. 
At first he kept begging with me to go with him and threatened to 
throw me into the river if I didn’t, but he gate it up after a time. 
He 'joined the gang and got himself another girl.... They were 
both hanged together — this fisherman ard the other lad. I went to gee 
them hanged.^ It was ,in Dohroja. The fisherman went to the 
gallows weeping, he was as pale as death; but the other lad calmly 
-racked his pipe. He went along «moking, his hands in his pockets, 
one moostathe lying on his shoulder, and the other dangling over 
is chest. He saw me, and taking his pipe out of bis mouth he called 



out: ‘Good bye! I grived for him a whole year. Ehhl. . This 
happened just as they were about to leave for their homes in the 
Carpathians. They had a farewell party in a Rumanian’s house, and 
there they were caught. Only two were taken. Several were killed, and 
the rest got away — » They paid the Rumanian out for this, though, 
... they set fire to his house, to his windmill and his cornfields, lie 
became a beggar after that.” 

“Did you do it?”— -I asked. 

“Tho s e HuzuHans had lots of friends, I was not the only one. . . . 
Whoever was their best friend, that one said the«e prayers for the 
dead. . . 

The singing on the beach had stopped by now, and the old wom- 
an’s voice was accompanied only by the sound of the surging sea — 
that pensive, restless sound was indeed a splendid accompaniment to 
this tale of a restlesa life. The night became milder, made brighter by 
the pale light of the moon, the vague sounds of the restless life of the 
night’s invisible inhabitants gradually died out, they were drowned 
by the increasing sound of the waves ... for the wind was rising. 

“There was also a Turk that I was in love with. I lived in his 
harem, in Skutari. I lived there a whole week. It was not so bad.... 
But 1 grew tired of it... Nothing but women and women.... He 
had eight of them.... AH day long they did nothing but eat, sleep 
and talk nonsense. . . Or else they’d quarrel and cackle at each other 
like hens.... He was no longer young, that Turk. His hair was al- 
most grey, and he looked so pompous. He was rich too. He talked 
like n bishop.... He had black eyes ... and they looked straight 
at you ... right into your soul He was very fond of saying his 
prayers. I first saw him in Bucharest ... in the market place He was 
walking nbout like a king, looking ever so important. I sroi'ed at him. 
That same evening I was seized m the street and carried to his house. 
He was a merchant who graded m sanda] and palmwood, and he 
had come to Bucharest to buy something. ‘WiR you come with me?’ 
he asked me. ‘Oh, yes, certainly 1 ’ ‘AH right!’ And so I went with 
him. He was rich, was that Turk. He had a son— a dark little hoy, 
and so graceful. ... He was about sixteen. It was with him that I ran 
away from die Turk. ... I ran away to Bulgaria, to Lom-Palanka. . . . 
Theie a Bulgarian woman stabbed me in the -chest because of her 
lover, or her husband, I have forgotten which > 
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I Ia> «itk for a Jons time in a nunnery A Polish girl nur«ed 
me. She had brother a monk n a roonaJerv near \r?er Palanka, 
and he u«ed to nsrt her He wri-gled like a worm in Iroal of me . 
When I got well 1 went away with him to his country, Poland” 
“Wait a mmote Wha became of the b tie Turk 9 ” 

“The hot’ He died Whether it was from homesickness, or from 
lose f don t krow ku he withered, like a new It planted tree whieb 
gets too much run. He simply dried up I can almost see 
km new lung all transparent and bluish, like a piece of ice, but 
the flame- of lose was «ti!l burning in him And he kept on beg 
ping me to bend over and ki«s him I loved him and I remember, 

I kis*cd him a lot Then he pot verv bad — he could scarcely move. 
He lay on his bed and begged ire pitifully, like a begear asking for 
elms, to lie next to him and warm him. U did «o, and a* *oon as I 
pot nerrioTSn he would get as hot as 'fire Once I woke op and 
found h* was quite cold. He was tbrntL. 1 wept over him 
Who can say 9 Perhaps it wa, l who killed him. I was thtn twice his 
age And 1 was so strong and full of rigour But he, he was only 
a boy’” 

She sighed 2nd — for the fir«t time that I saw — cro*-ed her*elf 
three times and mumbled somethin* with her dry bps- 

“Well, so you went to Poland — I prompted her 

“kes , with that Lttle Pole He was a mean and despicable 
thing When he wanted a woman he u*ed to «idle up to ms like a 
tomcat and speak to ms with words that flowed from his bps like hot 
boner^ hot when he did not want me be used to snarl at me, and 
hi words ‘oanded like th* c rack of a whip Once we were walking 
alon" th« nrer bank and he 'was arrogant and offen'iTe to me. Oh' 
Oh’ wasn’t 1 mad' I bubbled like boiling pitch' I took him up ro 
my arms like a child — be was onlv a little fellow — held him and 
•queered bis sides so hard that his face became bud And then I 
swung him round and threw him into the nrer He yelled. It was 
»o funny to hear him yell l looked down it him struggling in the 
water and then went a war I 3 dnt meet him again after that. I 
was lucky in that way I never met a*am the men I had lored Meet 
toga like that are not at all pleasant. It s Tike meeting the dead ” 

The old woman slopped speaking and «igbed I pictured to my 
« 1 the people she had redirected the fiery red, hew holered Hum 
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lian going lo Ins death, calmly smoking Ini pipe, probably be bad 
cold blue eyes which had looked upon everything with a firm and 
concentrated gaze At his side is the black whiskered fisherman from 
the Prut weeping, not wanting to die. His face is pallid in anhcipa 
tion of death, bis merry eye3 aTe now dull, and his moustaches now 
moi«t with tears, dangle disconsolately from the comers of his 
contorted mouth And the old pompous Turk, probably a fatalist 
end a despot, and by his side hi9 son, n pale and tender flower of 
the Orient, poisoned by kisses And the conceited Pole, polite and 
cruel eloquent and cold AH arc only pale shadows now, and 
the one whom they had embraced was silting beside me alive, but 
■withered by ume, without a body, without blood vnth a heart without 
desires, and with eyes that lacked the glint of life — also almost a 
shadow 'S 

She began to speak again 

“I had a hard time in Poland The people who live there are 
•cold and false I could not understand their serpent’s language They 
hiss when they speak Wliy do they hiss? God must have given 
them this serpent’s, language because they are fal«e I roamed about 
■the country not knowing where I was going but I saw that they 
were preparing to rise tn revolt against you Russians I reached the 
town of Bothnia A Jew bought me rot for hmwelf, hut to trade 
with my lody I consented to this To he able to live one must bo 
able to do something I couldn’t do anything «o I had to pay with 
my body But I thought to my«elf when I pet enongh money to ena 
ble me to go back home on the Birlat I will break my chains no 
matter how strong thci mav be What n life I led there’ Rich gentle 
•men used to come to my hou*e and feast there That co«t them a 
pretty penny, I can tell you They u=ed to fWit over me an l nwi 
thenwelies One of them tned a long lime to get me, and this is 
what he did One day he came to vi«it me accompanied by his ser 
runt who earned a bag The gentleman took the bag and spilled its 
contents over my head Golden coins poured from the bag bitting 
my head but the ringing sound tley made as they "truck the flddr 
was delightful to m> cars bor all that I drove that gentleman away 
He had a fat, moist face and a belly like a big pillow He looked 
like a well fed pi? bes I drove him away although he told me that 
he had sold all his land, his house and his horses to b» able to be* 
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sprinkle me with gold. At that time I loved a worthy gentleman with 
a «carred face His face was criss-cros'cd with scars, from wounds 
inflicted by the Turks, with whom he had recently been fighting on 
behalf of the Greeks bow that was a nan* He was a Pole, so why 
•hoald h- bother about the Greeks’ But he went to help them fight 
their enemies His face was *1a*hed, he lost an eye, and al*o two fin 
gers from his left hand. . He was a Pole, so why should lie boJier 
about the Greek.*’ The reason is that he admired brave deed*, and a 
man who admire, brave deeds will always find an opportunity to per. 
form them There is always room for brave deeds ut life, you know 
And those who find no opportunity to perform them are 'imply lazy- 
bones or cowards, or else they do not know what life is, because if 
people knew what life is, they would all want to leave their shadow 
in it afte- they base gone. And then life would not devour people 
without leaving a trace. Oh, that man with the scars was a really 

pood man* He was ready to go to the end of the world to do some- 
thing worth while. I «uppose your people killed him during the rebel 
lion VThy did you go to fight the Magyars’ All nght, all right, don’t 
say anything'” 

Commanding me not to say anything, old JreTgil fell silent her 
self and became lost in thought After a little while she said' 

“I also knew a Magyar Ooc day he left my house— this was 
in the winter — and he was found only in the spring, when the «now 
had thawed, they found him ui a field with a bullet throjgh his head 
^STiat do you think of that’ \oajtee-, love kills no fewer people than 
th~ plague does. I’m rare yon’Il find n so if you counted up .. 
What was I talking about’ About Poland . . Yes I played my la*t 
game there 1 met a squire there.... XTasn’t he hand«orae' As hand- 
some as the devil 1 was already old, oh, so old' VTas I already 
forty’ Tes, I believe I was ... He was still proud, and still spoilt 
by us women It co*t me a lot to get him ... T es. He wanted to take 
me like a common woman, but to this I would not agree I was 
never anybody’s slave. I had already settled with the Jew I gave 
him a lot of money, and I was already living in Cracow I had 
everything then, horses, and gold, and «ervanls ... He u«ed to come 
to me as proud as a demon and wanted me to throw mj«elf into his 
arms We quarrelled .. I remember I even lo«t my good looks he 
rause «>f it. Tha dragged on for a long time . . . But I won m the 



end, he went down on hw knees lo me Bui soon after he look 
me, he gave roe up Then I realized that 1 was already old . Oh, 
how bitter that was* Oh, so bitter! You see, I loved that devil 
But when we met he used to jeer at roe . Mean fellow* And he 
used to make fun of me to others, 1 knew that That was hard to bear, 
! C3n tell you* But I had him near roe, and after all I loved him 
When he went off to fight you Ru««ians I was sick with longing for 
him I tried to fight the feeling down, but couldn’t . And so f 
decided to go to him He was stationed in the woods near Warsaw 
“But when I got there I found out that jour people had already 
beaten them . . and that Jie was a prisoner in a village, not far awaj 
“That means that I won’t see Inin any more, I thought to mjseU 
But oh how I longed to see him* So I tried to get to him I dressed 
up as a beggar, pretended to be lame, and tying up my face I went 
to the village It was filled with Cossacks and soldiers . It co a t 
me a lot to be there* I found out where the Poles were I could see 
that it would be no easy task to get there But I had to get there* 
So one night I crept up to the place, through a vegetable plot, be 
tween the furrows, suddenly a 6entry barred my W3y . But I could 
already hear the Poles singing and talking loudly They were sing 
ang a song to the Mother of Cod, and I could hear my Arkadek’a 
voice I couldn’t help thinking bitterly of the time when men u«ed 
to crawl in front of me, and here I was, crawling on the ground 
like a snake for th** «ake of a man, and perhaps crawling to my 
death. The sentry heard roe and stepped forward What was I to do 9 
I got up from the ground and went towards him I had no knife 
with me or anything, only my hands and my tongue I was sorry 
I had not taken my dagger with me I whispered ‘Wait*’ But the 
soldier pointed his bayonet at my throat I whispered to him ‘Don’t 
stab me, wait! Li'ten to me if you have a soul* I have nothing to 
give you, but I beg of you ’ He lowered his rifle and said to 
me, also in a whisper ‘Go away woman* Go away* What do you 
want here 9 ’ I told him that my son was a prisoner here ‘Do you 
understand, soldier — a son* You have a mother, haven’t you 9 Look 
at me, then — I have a son like you and he’s over there* Let mo 
have a look at him, perhaps he will die soon . and perhaps you 
will be killed tomorrow Won’t your mother weep for you 9 Won’t 
it be bard for you to die without having seen your mother? So it 
8 * 
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Kill be [or my «ofl Take pitv on yourself, and on him, and on 
me — a mother” 

“Oh how Ion" I pleaded with him’ It was raining, and we were 
both drenched Tlie wind raged and roared, buffeting me, now 
tn the bach and now m th“ chest. I stood *waying m front of that 
sion) hearted soldier but be kept on «aying ‘J'o 1 ftol’ And every 
time I heard th’t cold word the de*ire to *ee my Arkadck flared 
up *tiH hotter ra my hrea’L UTnle I was talking I sized up (he 
solder — he was «hort and thin, and he coughed. I dropped to the 
ground in front of him and embraced bis knees, pleading with him 
with Inmn* word* to let roe pas* Suddenly I gave a hard tug 
and the sold er fell to the ground into the mud. I quickly turned 
him o\er face downwards and pressed bu face down into a puddle 
to present Inn from «houting Cut he didn’t shout, he only stpig 
pled, tm»g to throw me off hu back I pressed bis face deeper into 
tic mud with both my hands and he was suffocated Then I dashed 
to th* ham t here the Pole was locked up ‘Arkadek* I whispered 
through a chink in the wall They have sharp ea 1 ^, have tho e Poles. 
They b«ard roe and stopped singing* I could «ee hu e>es op- 
posite mine. Can you come out here 1 ” I whi*pered ‘Yes, through 
the floor 1 ’ he «aid Come out, then.’ And four of them crept out 
from the bam, throe and my Arkadek ‘'(There's the sentry’’ Arka 
-d-k asked me. ‘He’s lying over there” And we crept along quietly, 
-ever so qoietli crouching low on the ground The Tain was pour 
lug down in torrents, the wind roared. VCe left the village arid eri 
tired a forest. \Tc walked for a long tine in silence. \Te walked 
quckly Arkadek h-ld my hand, his hand was hot and trembling 
Oh 1 I felt *o good walking by his «ide, he not saying a word. Those 
were the la»t moments — the last good moments of my greeds 
life. At la*t we came out on a meadow and halted. They thanked 
roe, all four of them Oh. how long and how much they talked 
tome thing I didnt nndentand* I Ii«tened to them but kept my eyes 
Used on my gentleman, wondering what he would do Suddenly be 
♦mLrared me and said m such an important lone. I don’t re 
roember what he said exaetlv hut what he meant was that he would 
love me now out of gratitude for bavin" helped him to escape And 
he dropped down on hij knees in front of ne and said with a smile 
*My queen” False dog’ 1 was so mad that I kicked him and 
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wanted to slap hi» face, but be staggered and jumped to his feet 
He stood in front of me pale and threatening . The other three 
also stood frowning at me And nobody said a word I looked at 
them and felt — I xemember it quite well — only a feeling of disgu«t 
and apathy I said to them ‘Go 1 ’ Tho*e dogs asked me ‘Will you 
go back there and tell them 1 hich way we\e gone?’ Weren’t they 
mean, eh? Still they went away, and I went away too ISert 
day your people took me, but they «oon let me go Then I realized 
that it was time for me to build mjsdf a ne&t I’d bad enough of 
living like a cuckoo’ I had become heavy my wings were weak, 
and rov feathers had lost their *heen "ies, it was time, high lime* 
So I went to Galicia, and from there to Dobnija Since then I 
have been In mg here, nearly thirty jean I had a husband a Mol 
damn He died about a jear ago And now I am living like this* 
Alone. . No, not alone With them ” 

With that the old woman waved her hand in the direction of 
the sea It was all quiet on the beach now Now and agam a brief, 
deceptive sound was born, onlj to die again 

“They are fond of me I tell them such a lot of interesting thing-,, 
and they like that The) are all still young It feels good to be 
will) them I look at them and think to rejsclf 'I was like them 
once . . Only in mv time people had more vim and vigour, ard 
that was wh> life was merrier and betler ^es 1 ’ 

She fell silent I felt sad tilting next to her But she dozed 
nodding her head and whispering to herselF Perhaps she was 
praying A cloud rose up from the «ea — black, heavy and with rug- 
ged contour®, like the peaks of a mountain range. It crept over the 
«teppe, and as it moved fragments of cloud broke away from Us 
‘■ummit and speeded on in front putting the stars out, one after 
another The *ea surged more loi dlv In the vines at a little distance 
from us, the sounds of kissing whispering and Mghing were heard 
Far away in the steppe a dog whined The air irritated the 
nerves with a strange smell which tickled the nostrils As tliey crept 
across the skv the clouds ca*t on the ground numerous «hadous, 
like flocks of lirds which disappeared and appeared again Of 
the moon only a hlurTed, opa! patch remained and now and again 
even this was blotted out by a grey clump of cloud And far away 
in the steppe, now* black and gnro, as if hiding and concealing 
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«omelhing within itself tiny bine lights flash-d. They appeared for an 
«it ant now 1 ere and now there and vanished as if a number of 
jeople scattered over the ‘teppe, at some di*tance from each other 
were « earthing for somethin" and lighting matches which the wind 
at once blew out. They were bluish longues of fl-me and there was 
romejnn" weird about them. 

“Can >ou *ee any ‘parks 9 ” Izergil s*ked me 
“VTliai tho«e blue ones 9 ” I «aid pointing irto the distance 
“Bine 9 Tes that’s them. So they are flying after all* Well, 
well 1 I cant sec them any more. There* lots o f things I can’t “ee 
t*w ” 

“Where do those * parks come from 9 ” I asked the old woman 
I had heard something about tho*e sparks before, but I wanted 
to hear what old Izergil would tell me about them 

“Tbo'e ‘parks come from the burning heart of Danko ” «he said 
’Once upon a lime there was a heart, -which one day btrr-t into 
flame Hell tho-e ‘parks come from that flame, I will tell you 
o' out iL This too is an old tale Old All old* Ton see what 
a lot of things happened in the old dacs’ There’s nothing like it 
nowad ts — no great deed* no men no stones. Why 9 Well 
tell me’ Yon can t tell me What do jou know? What do any 
of you young people know 7 Ekh ekh’ If you looked into the 
pa t well enough you would find an answer to all your riddles 
Cut yon don t look, and that’s why you don’t know how to live. 
Don’t I see. how people live 7 Oh, I *ee everything, although mv 
eyts ore not as good as they used to be* And I see that people 
•Ion t live but grub for a living and spend all tbeir lives on that 
And having deprived themselves of everything worth having hsv 
,n " wasted all their time, they begin to bemoan their fate Mhats 
fate got to do with il 7 Everybody decides his own fate’ 1 see all 
forts of people nowadays, but I dont see anr strong ones’ What’s 
become of them 7 And there are fewer and fewer handsome ones ** 
The old woman Ucanie lost in thought wondering what had be- 
come of the strong and handsome men and women, and she gazed 
into the dark steppe as if seeking for an answer there 

I wa ted for her * ory in silence, for I feared that if I as&ed 
her anything she would go off at a tangent again. 

At last she began to speak and told me the following story 
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“Once upon a time, long, long ago, there lived a tribe of people 
■who lived in the steppe, surrounded on three sides by a dense for- 
est. They were a merry, strong and brave people But one day 
misfortune befell them. Alien tribes appeared out of the unknown 
and drove them deep into the forest. The forest was dark and swampy, 
because the trees were very old, and their branches were so 
closely entangled that they shut out the sky, and the sun’s rays 
could scarcely pierce tiie dense leafage and reach the ground. When 
the sun’s ra)s did reach the ground, they raised such a stench that 
people died from it. And then the women and children of this tribe 
wept and the men became despondent. They realized that they 
must leave the forest if they wanted to survive, but there were only 
two vaja by which they could do this: they could go back, to their old 
habitation**, but there they would meet their strong and wicked foes; 
or they could push forward, but here their way was barred by the 
giants which embraced each other so closely with their mighty branches 
and clung so tenaciously to the swampy ground with their gnarled 
roots. These trees stood silent and motionless in grey gloom in the 
■daytime, and at night they seemed to crowd still closer around the 
people when they lit their fires. Day and night these people — who 
bad been accustomed to the broad open spaces of the steppe— were 
cramped in this dark, evil-smelling forest, which seemed to want to 
crurii them. It was still more frightful when the wind blew through 
tlie treetops and the fore't was filled with a sinister humming that 
sounded like a Funeral dirge. These people were strong and could 
have gone out to those who had vanquished them, but they dared 
not die in battle, because they had traditions to preserve, and if 
they were killed, their traditions would perish with them. And so 
they sat through the long nights in mournful reflection amidst the 
bumming of the forest and the poisonous stench of the swamp And 
as they sat the shadows east by their campfires leaped around them 
in n silent dance; and it seemed a« though these were not shadows 
that were dancing, but the evil spirits of the forest and swamp cel- 
ebrating their triumph.... And so these people sat and pondered. 
-But nothing — neither hard work nor women — wears out the bodies 
and souls of men as much as mournful thoughts. And so these peo- 
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pie g'ew freiv became of tlwir tbouglH Fear was born among 
Aer» and it fettered their strong arm* The wn-n gave birth to 
horror by their mailin'* oier the bodies of lho*e who died from the 
flench, and over t**e fate of the linns who were fettered by fear. 
And cowardly words lecan to I** heard m th- forrrt, at fir*t softly 
and timidly but later more loudlr and loudly . TVie people were 
already willjig to no to the enemy to mate him a gift of their free- 
dom all were terrified by death, rot one was afraid of a life of 
flnerv Cut ju*t then Danko appeared ard saved then all 
unaided 

Evidently the old woman bad often itlated the story of OtrW* 
burning heart, (or she «pohe m an accustomed smg«ong tone, and 
her voice, low and gTatmg, vividly conjured up in my mind the 
noi«e of the forest nirmLt which the unhappy hnnt“d people were 
dj mg from tl e poisonous breath of the swamp 

“Dir, ho was one of tho«e people young and handsome Hand 
fome people are alwavs brave And so he faid to hw comrades' "kcr* 
cant remote tlw rock from the path by thinking Tbo*e who do 
no*hing can achieve nothing Vlhv are we wasting our strength in 
thinking and gnrvin»‘ > line up^^ct us hew our way through ihe 
forest, it nsu*t have an end — everyt hing in the world hasten end 1 
Let us go 1 Come on p "" 

“They looked at him and saw that he was die l«est one among 
th*m, for great strength and hung fire ‘hone from his eyes. 

“‘L*ad yc'* they said 
“And he led them . ” 

The old woman «tojped speaking and gated into the steppe 
where the dartres was growing more inten*e Far away the sparks 
from Danko s burning heart flashed every now and again, like blue 
flowers winch bloomed only (or an imtant 

“And so Danko led them. All followed him like one man, (ot 
A ey believed in him It was a hard road 1 It was dark, at everv 
step the swamp opened its greedy, putnd maw and swallowed men, 
and the trees barred their toad like a «ohd wall, their branches 
intertwined and Uwir roots stretching in all directions like snakes 
Ivcry step cost those people much *weat and blood They fought 
then way on for a long time . . The forest became thicker as 
they wert, and Utcir strength was giving out’ And so they began to 
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murmur against Danko and say that he was young and inexperienced 
and did not know where he was leading them But he went on 
m front of them cheerful and calm 

“One day a storm broke o\cr the fore't and the trees whispered 
to each other m a sinister and threatening way The forest became 
so dark that it seemed that all the mghu winch had eti ted since rt 
arose had gathered tosether in this one place. And these little people 
pushed their way through the giant trees amidst the frightful din of 
the storm, they pushed on and the mighty swaying trees creaked 
and hummed in anger while the lightning flashed over the treetops 
illuminating them with its cold blue light, only to vanish as quick 
ly as it had appeared The people were frightened The trees lit 
up by the cold flashes of lightning looked as if they were alive 
as if they r ere stretching their long gnarled arms, intertwined in a 
close net around them in order to detain them to prevent them 
from escaping from their dark captivity And out of the gloom 
among the branches something frightful daik and cold «tared at 
them It was a hard road and the people weaned by it, lo«t heart 
But they were ashamed to conic's their weskne**, and so they vent 
ed their anger on Danko the man who was marching in front of 
them They began to complain that he did not know how to lead 
them What do you think of that T 

‘ They hailed amidst the simpler sounds of the forests amidst 
the quivering darkness tired and angry and upbraided Danko 
“ ou wretched man ’ they said ‘are the cause of our misery 1 
"You Jed us and wore us out, and now you shall die for this!’ 

“‘You said ‘Lead us’ and I led you 5 ’ exclaimed Danko facing 
them proudly ‘I have the courage to lead and that is why I led 
you’ But you 9 What have you done to help yourselves 9 You have 
only v alked and have not been able to preserve your strength for 
a long journey r "You only walked and walked, like a flock of 
sheep’’ 

* But these words only enraged them all the more 
“‘You shall die’ You shall die’’ they shouted 
The forest hummed and hummed echoing there cries and the 
lightning lore the darkness into shreds Danko looked at those for 
whose sake he had toiled so hard and saw that they were like 
wild beasts They crowded around him, not a human expression in 
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any one of their faces, and no mercy could he expected from them 
Then anger flared up in Danko s heart, but oat of pit) lor the peo- 
ple he subdued it He loved the*e people, and believed that they 
would perish without him. And so he yearned to save them to lead 
them out on to an easier road, and the tight of tlu« mighty yearn 
ing «hone in hi« eyes But they, seeing thi*, thought his ejes 
were burning with rage that it was rage that caused them to shine 
so brightly and they «tood alert, like wolves, waiting for him to 
attack them and they closed in around him to be able to seize 
and kill him He eue«*ed iheir thoughts and this made the fire in 
his heart burn «ull brighter, for their thoughts saddened him 

“The foiest continued to hum its mournful dirge, the tbunler 
roared, and the rain poured down in torrents. 

“ ‘What can 1 do for these people 9 * shouted Danko in a voice 
that drained the thunder 

“Suddenly he clutched at his breast, tore U open plucked out 
lus heart and held it hiah above his head 

“It burned as brightly as the sun, even brighter The whole for 
e*t fell silent, and became lit up with this torch of human love 
.The darkness fled from the light deep into the fore«t, and quivering 
fell into the putrid maw of the swamp The people were petrified 
with amarement 

‘“Let us go’’ shouted Danko, dashing forward and lighting up 
the path with his burning heart 

“They surged after him, as if enchanted Then the forest hummed 
again, the trees swayed with astonishment, but the noise was 
drowned by the damping of the feet of the people as they ran 
They all ran quickly and boldly, drawn on by the wonderful «pec 
tacle of the homing heart \ow, too people pm«hed, hut perished 
without complaints or team And Danko w«3 still in front, and hi# 
heart blared and biased, 

“Suddenly the forest opened before them, let them out, and 
remained behind dense and silent, and Danko and all the people, 
plunged into a sea of sunshine and pure air, which had been pun* 
lied by the ram Behind them the storm raged over the forest, but 
here the sun shone, the steppe heaved as if it were breathing, the 
grass sparkled with the jewels of rain on their blades, and the 
nver glistened Lie gold. Evening had fallen, snd^ the_riV£x». 
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^reflecting lie. raj? of tie setting sun, looked red, like the blood that 
flowed m a hot stream from Dankos tom breast 

‘Danko, proud and brave, scanned the vast «teppe stretching 
before him, he gazed joyfully at the free l9nd and laughed, and 
pnde rang in his laughter. And then he fell down and died 

“The people, oi er joyed, and full of hope, did not «ce that 
he was dead, and they did not see that his brave heart was still 
burning beside his dead body Only one of them, more observant than 
the rest, saw this and, moved by fear, he 'tepped upon the proud 
heart . . Anti the heart bur'l into sparks and was extinguished .. 

“Thai’s what causes the blue sparks which appear in the steppe 
before a storm 1 ” 

Mow that the old woman had Crushed her beautiful story, a 
great silence reigned in the steppe, as if it too waS amazed at the 
strength of will displayed by the brave man Danko, who for the 
sake of men had plucked bis burning heart out and had died, 
without asking for any reward for himself The old woman dozed 
l looked at her and asked mj«elf how many more tales and recol- 
lections remained in her mind And I thought of Danko’s great 
burning heart, and of the human imagination which had created 
euch beautiful and thrilling legends. 

Izergil v.os now fa*t asleep The wind blew a«ide the rags she 
wore and exposed her withered breast. I covered her old body and 
stretched out on the ground next to her The steppe was dark and 
silent Clouds still floated slowly and despondently across the sky 
The hollow, mournful sounds of the «ea reached my ears 
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The elle southern sty, fattened by do-t, bore a leaden line, the 
bet un, looting down on o the greenish «ea as if through a fine 
per veil v»a? barely reflected in the water, which was chopped by 
die strokes of boats’ oars ships’ propellers, the sharp keels of 
Turkish feluccas and of other vessels that ploughed backwards and 
forwards in the congested port. The granite fettered wares, borne 
down by the immense weights that glided over their crests, beat 
again «t the ships sides and against the shore, growli-g and foam> 
mg befouled with all «orts ol junk. 

The clang of anchor chains, the cla-h of the buffers of the rail 
way cars that were bnn'nng up freight, the metallic wail of iron 
sheets slipping onto the cobblestones, the muted sounds of wood 
striking wood, of rambling carts of ships’ «irens nsrng to a shrill, 
piercing shnek and dropping to a muffled roar, and the loud voices 
of the dock labourers, the ecarnen and the military Customs guards 
—all mingled in the deafening nm_te of the working day, and qniv. 
enng and undulatin'' hovered low in the siry over the port. And 
from the land, nsipg to meet them, came wave after wave of other 
sounds, now muffled and rumbling, causing everything around to 
vibrate, and now shrill and shn eking rending the dusty *ultry air 
The granite, the iron, the timber, the cobble-stones in the port, 
the *hips and the m'n, all breathed the mighty *ounds of this fer- 
vent hymn to blercnry But the human voices scarcely audible in 
this tumult, were feeble and comical, and the very men who had 
originally prodjeed these mighty sounds were comical and pitiful 
to look at. Their grimy, ragged, nimble bodies, bent under the 
weight of the merchandise they carried on their backs flitted to and 
fro amidst clouds of du=t and a welter of beat and «oimd They 
looked insignificant compared with the steel pants the mountains 
of merchandise, the rattling railway cars apd everything el«e around 
them which they themselves had created. The dungs thej them 
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reives had created had enslaved them and robbed them of tlieir 
personality v 

The giant steamers, lying with steam up, shrieked and hissed 
and heat ed deep sighs; and every sound they emitted deemed to 
breathe scorn and contempt for t!ie grey, du e ty, human figures that 
were creeping along their decks, filling the deep holds with the 
products of their slavish labour The long files of dock labourers 
carrying on their backs hundreds of tons of grain to fill the iron 
bell tea of the ships in order that the} themselves might earn a few 
pounds of this grain to fill their own stomachs looked «o droll that 
ih*y brought tears to one’s eyes *fhe contrast between there tattered, 
perspiring men, benumbed with weariness, turmoil and heal, and the 
mighty machines glistening in the «un, the machines which them very 
men had made, and which, after all is said and done, were «et in 
motion not by steam, but by the blood and «inew of tho«e who had 
crea’ed them— this contrast constituted an entire poem of cruel irony* 

The overwhelming noire, the du«t which irritated one’s nostrils 
and blinded one’s ejes, the baking and exhausting heat, and ever) 
thing else around, created an atmosphere of ten re impatience that 
was ready to bur«t out in a terrific upheaval, an explosion that 
would clear the air and make it possible to breathe freely and eas- 
ily — after wh ch silence would reign over the earth, and this 
dusty, deafening, irritating and infuriating tumult would pa«s aw a), 
and the town, the «=ea and the sk> would be tranquil, serene and 
magnificent 

A bell struck twelve in slow regular strokes \STien the last 
brassy vibrations died away the savage music of labour sounded 
softer and a moment later «ank to a muffled discontented murmur 
Human voices and the spla«h of the sea became more audible It 
was dinner time. 


I 

When the dock labourers stopped work and scattered over the 
port m noisy chattering groups to buy the victuals that the market 
women were selling, and had squatted down on the cobble-stones 
in shady corners to eat their dinner Gn«hla Chelkash turned up, 
an old tuner, well known to the people in the port a confirmed 
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drunkard and a skilful daring thief He was barefooted, bis legs 
were creased in a pair o! threadbare corduroy trousers, be wore no 
bat, aid Lis d rty cotton blouse with a torn collar, which exposed 
brown *tin drawn tightly over his lean collar bones His matted, 
black, grc\ -screaked hair and his *harp crinkled, rapacious 
face «howed tlat be had only ju«t got up from sleep A straw was 
entangl'd in his brown moustache another wa3 sticking to the 
Ir*tle on bis left cheek and he bad a freshl) plucked linden twig 
(tuck Let'ind one ear Tall, gaunt, slightly round shouldered, he 
strode (lowly orer th- cobble-«tones, wrinkling his hawk like no e 
an 1 casting l is keen grey (lashing eyes around, looking for somo 
bodv among the dock labourers- Now and again his long, thick, 
brown moustache twitched like tlie whiskers of a cat, and his hands, 
Leld behind lus back, rubbed against each other, while his long, 
crooked, graspirg fmgeTs nervously intertwined Even here, among 
the hundreds of rough hoboes like himself, he at once became con- 
f picaa-s 1 y lus resemblance to the hawk of the «!eppe, by his re 
paciou* leanne**. and by hu deliberate gait, outwardly calm and 
«\tn Lot mentally agitated and alert Idee tbe flight of the bird 
of prey that he reminded one of 

When he drew level with a group of bare footed dockers who 
were (i M iflg in the (hade of a pile of coal laden baskets, a thiekv* 
lad. who*e sftipid face was disfigured by scarlet blotches and hi* 
nnX badly (cratched — evidently the results of a recoit scrap — got 
Op to meet him. Waiting by the side of Qielkash, he said in an 
undertone 

*Tle sailors are milling two bales of cloth . They ’re search 
mg for ihcm.” 

•‘Wrll’" a ‘Led Qielkash. looking the lad up and down 

"Vhjt do ya j mean well 9 I say they are searching for them. 
Tba"'* all ** 

''^"hjt 9 Have they leen asking for me to go and help in die 
(earth 9 ’* 

CJieIVs'b smiled **id looked in the direction of the warehouse 
of the Volunteer Fleet.* 

"Go to hell’’* 
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The lad turned to go back, but Chelkash stopped him ■with the ex 
clomation. 

“Hey* You do look a sight* Who messed up your shop front 
like 1111*’” And then he enquired “Have you seen Mishka about 
here an} si here 9 ” 

“Haven’t seen him for a long time*” retorted the other, leasing 
Chelkash to rejoin his mates 

Chelkash proceeded on his way, greeted by every bod) ns an old 
acquaintance, but today he was obviously out of sorts, and jmteid 
of repljtng with Ins customary banter, he snarled in answer to the 
questions put to him 

Sudden!) a Customs guard appeared from behind a pile of zner 
chandi«e, a dark green, dusty, and truculently erect figure He stood 
in front of Chelkash, defiantly barring his way, cJuHied the hilt 
of his dirk with his left hand and put out his right to take Chel- 
kash by the collar 

“Halt* Where are you going’” he demanded 

Chelkash stepped back a pace, raised his eyes to the guards 
good nalurcd hut shrewd face and smiled drily 

The Customs guard tried to pull a stem face, he pulled out his 
round, red checks, twitched his brows and rolled his ejes ferocious 
]\, but he succeeded onl) m looking comical 

“How man) times have I told joti not to go prowling around 
these docks I said I’d smash jour nbs in if I caught you' But here 
you are again!” he shouted 

“How do you do Semyomch* We haven’t met for a long tune*" 
Chelkash answered serenely profemng his hind. 

' It wouldn’t break my heart if I didn’t see you for a century * 
Clear out of here 1 ” 

Nevertheless, Semyomch shook the preferred hand 

“Tell me” continued Chelkash retaining SemyonicVs hand in 
hts tenacious fingers and familiarly shaking hu hand “Have you 
seen Mishka anywhere around here’” 

“Who’s Mi«hka 9 I don’t knowr any Mi«hka r You’d better 
clear out, brother, or el-e the warehouse guard will ice you, and 
he’ll ” 

‘That red-haired chap I worked with on the Kostroma last time,” 
persisted Chelkash. 



“Tbi- 031 * eon go th eeiT* t©*ether toti mean, don't you 9 They 
took (L.! Ahshia of roars lo th* hoepi.al He met wi b an accident 
and broke fc« teg No* go along trotter while Irn asking yoo 
<p Hr other**.'* Ill pre tod one in the reck 1 ” 

*T1 “re’ And rou sa v roo don t trow Mishka 1 Tou do know him 
after a'l’ Uh_l are roa *0 mid about ‘yrmvonich 9 ” 

“Now jt-eru now I'm* Dont try to gel round r^e’ Oe3r out 
«f fc*re l tHI you'” 

TV <r\ird was getting an»rr and loobrg round from one side 
to ano***r h* tried lo tear h 4 band ©t-t of Oi'lkash’s clo*e gTtp- 
f J tt*!ka h cabal* gazed at tie guard from under hts thick eye 
br«M ard kemm* a l»"ht hoM on hts hand went cn to say 

‘'Don l hn tie me 1 111 hare ny «aa and then go away Veil 
row tell m* hovr re voo get! n* on’ Hows lh* wife, and the ehil 
siren 7 Ar* tW well 9 ” With Padun* eyes, and teeth bared in an 
tree c rml* l* added *"l re been wanting to pay yon a vi‘it for a 
1 "» l roe hot l \e let*i too bus* diakinz ” 

“N * row Noe* of tba * None of your jokes, yon «knjnr denl f 
1T1 rte « to y on lo» if you dont look out 1 What 1 Do rou 
irte*J to go ro^L n- m tV streets and houses now 9 ” 

“UTa erer for 9 There* plenty of ttaff lying about here Flentr 
T tell yon V-ayomcb* I hear you’re swiped another two bales of 
•eloJi’ Take care S-nyornrh 1 See yon don t get caught’” 

Vu-jon rb rnshled m-h nd -nation foamed at the mou.b, and 
t»*J to «t siwhir* Chelka H released his hand and calmly mad* 
for th* dark pj.es in Jon* regular strides The guard kept close 
©a h 1 h*cl« ‘ver-; lie s Uooper 

Ch* t* h birt r-ed cp and whroled a merry tune through his 
l-rdi. V Oi Lb hsndi in hi trouser porVr.s he strode alo** unhnr 
tiedlr t’-rowi.-g h in* <jo ps ard je»ta to right and left and ge’ting 

pa l El hj o*u co u 

H*y Gr ’ha' Look how the fco«’es are taking ore of you*” 
*hou*e’l a dock labourer fior* a crowd of men who were sprawling 
cn the frorrd rra -g alter d’nner 

*T*e no boo j on, *0 Viaronoh 1 * seeing that 1 don t a ep onto 
v*rehmg chirp and h rt ny foot.” answered Chelkash. 

Tl 'V rtarVJ the pates. Two sold ers r.n thnr hand* down 
Chelkah • e oin aad then gm ly pushed hua into the street. 
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Chelkash crossed lie road and sal down on the curbstone op- 
posite a tavern A file of loaded carts came railing out of tie dock 
gates Another, of empty carts, came from the opposite direction 
their timers bumping on the 'eats The docks belched forth a howl 
ing thunder and clouds of biting dust 

Chelkash felt in his element amidst this frenzied bustle Solid 
gain*, requiring little labour but much 'kill ®mdcd in pro'pect for 
him He was confident of his 'kill, and WTinkling his eyes he pic 
lured to himself the spree he would ha\e next morning when his 
pockets were filled with bank notes He thought of his chum 
Mishka, he ivould ha\e been \ery useful to him that night if he had 
not broken his leg He swore to hun'elf as douht crossed his mind 
as to whether he would be able to manage alone without Mi«hka 
He wondered what the weather would be like at night and looked 
at the sky He lowered his eyes and glanced down the street 

A half a dozen paces away, on the cobbles leaning back against 
the curb, sat a young lad in a coar«e blue homespun blou«e and 
trousers of the same material ba«t «hoes on his feet, and a dilapidat 
ed brown cap on his head Beside him lay a small knap'ack and a 
*cythe without a haft, wrapped m straw and carefully tied with 
«tring The lad was broad-shouldered thickset, fair haired and had 
a sunburnt weatherbeaten face and large blue eyes which looked 
at Chelkash mi'lfully and good naluredly 

Chelkash hared his teeth poked his tongue out and pulling a 
horrible face «tared at the lad with wide-open eyes 

The lad blinked in perplexity at first, hut soon he bur«t out 
!au"hmg and «houted between his chuckles “Aren’t you funny 1 ” And 
then scarcely rising from the ground he «hifted awkwardly over to 
Chelka'h dragging his knap ack through the du«t and rattling the 
heel of lus scythe orer the cobble 'tones 

“Been on the booze, eh brother 9 ’ he a'ked Chelkash tugging at 
the latter’s trousers. 

“kes, baby something like that 1 ” confessed Chelkash with a 
smile He at once took a fancy to this sturdy, good natured lad 
w-nb the bright childish eyes “\©uvc been out haymaking eh 9 ” he 
enquired 

“Yd* But it was plenty of work and little pa\ I made noth 
ing by it And the people* Hundreds of them* Tho'e people from 
4—830 
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Ihe fam re d inch came pouring in and knocked the price down 
The job was hardly worth taking In the Kuban they paid only 
sxH kopecks Something awful' And they ray that before they 
used to pay three four and five rubles' 

Before' Before tie) used to pav three rub'es just to look at 
a Pius an' I u«ed to do this jol n)*clf about ten years ago I 
would go to a nan t a* and «a) — Im a Russian' And they’d look 
me up and down feel my arms «hake their 1 ends in wonder and 
«ay Here take three rubles' And then they d gise yon food and 
drink, and mite sou to «tay as long os you like 1 '’ 

The lad listened to what Chelka*h was «arin" with mouth wide 
open and amazement and admiration written on his round tanned 
lace but soon he realized that the hobo was p dims 1 n leg and 
smacking his lips he burst into a hearty laugh Chelkash kept a 
straight face hiding his smile under his mouMache 

Im a boob' You talk as if it was all true and I listen to it 
and believe it Bui still »o help me G-mI tl mgs were better there 
before ” 

Well and what am I •arm*’ 7 Vint I saving that before things 

were 

“«top kidd ng ,n interrupted the boy with a ware of Ins hand 
“What are you a shoemaker 7 Or a tailor 7 You l mean” 

Me 9 ” asked Chelka«h m his turn and after thinking for a 
moment 1 e said Tm a fisherman ” 

“A fi h er man' Is that so' So son catch fish 7 ” 

“Fi h’ \Tny Ah’ The f shermen here don t only catch fi'h Mostly 
its drowned bod c* lort anchors, sunken ships — things like that 
They have special Looks for this work ” 

‘‘Yah* Ii s all lies' They must be tbe fi«herrnen they sing 
about m the *ong 

On arid shores 

IFe spread our nets 

And barns and sheds ice trmcf 

“Have yon ever met fUbermen like that 7 ” a ked Chelkash with 
a smile looking hard at the hoy 


CossatVc village .— f 
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“Met them 9 No, where could I have met liras 9 But I’ve heard 
about them ” 

“What do you think of them 9 ” 

"That hind of fisherman you mean 9 ^ ell they re not a bad 
lot They're free They hare freedom ” 

“What's freedom lo you 9 Do you like freedom 9 ” 

“What do you think 9 Be your own master Go where you like, 
do what you like . I should «ay «o! You can keep yourself «traight 
and have no milestone round your neck Have a good tune and 
nothing to worn about, except keep God in mind What could be 
better 9 ” 

Chelbash spat contemptuously and turned his bead away 
* With me it’s like this,” continued the boy “My father’s dead. 
We’re only a patch of a fnrm My mother’s old The land’s all dried 
up What can 1 do 9 I ic got to live But how 9 I don’t know I thinks 
to myself — I’ll go and be a son m law in a good bouse But what’s 
the use 9 It would be all right if the father in law gave bis daughter a 
share of his property and we could set up for ourselves But do 
you think he’d do that 9 Not a bit The devil wants to keep it all 
for himself and expects me to Have for him for years’ You aee 
what I mean 9 But if I could earn a hundred or a hundred and fifty 
rubles, I’d be independent, and I’d «ay to the father in law — you can 
keep your property’ If you give Marfa a share all well and good 
But if you don t thank God «he’s not the only girl m the village 1 
Id be quite free On my own T-e-s’” The boy heaved a deep 
sigh and went on to »ay * But what can I do now 9 Nothing I'll have 
to go and slave for a f3iherin law 1 thought I’d go to the Kuban 
and earn a couple of hundred rubles and then everything would be 
all right I’d be able to live like a gentleman But I didn’t make' 
anything So I’ll have to go a* a labourer after all I’ll never 
have my own farm now 1 Ah well 1 ” 

It was quite evident that the lad was extremely reluctant to go 
ns a «on in law for as he fimdted Speaking his face became becloud 
ed with grief and he squirmed a« he lay on the ground. 

Chelkash asked him 
* Where are you hound for now 9 ” 

“Home of course 1 Where el«e 9 ” 

“How do I know? You might be hound for Turkey ” 
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l ° ! ’ “ ^oni-hment • \Thst Chri-uans 
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The boy was frightened He glanced round rapidly blinked tiro 
idly and also sprang to his feet The two stood looking each other 
up and down in silence 

Well* asked Chelkash sternly He was burning and trem 
bliog with rage at the insult he had received from this callow you Jr 
whom he had despised when talking to him but whom he now hated 
becau'e he had such a healthy tanned Fa~e bright blue eyes and 
short sturdy arms and because he Ined in a village somewhere had 
a home there and some rich farmer was a«kmg him to be his son m 
law, because of hts whole past and present, but most of all because 
this lad, who v/as only a baby compared with himself dared to love 
freedom the value of which he did not appreciate and which he did 
not need It 13 always unpleasant to see a man whom >ou regard as 
being inferior to and lower than yourself love or hate the same things 
that you lore and hate and thereby resemble you 

The lad glared at Chelkash and felt that the latter was his 
master 

“Oh I don’t mind ” he said I m looking for a job ain’t I 7 
It’s all the «ame to me who I work for you or «omebody else All 
1 wanted to say was you don’t look like s working man you’re 
er «o ragged Of course I know it might happen to anybody 
Lord haven t I seen enough drunkards' Lots of them' And some 
even worse than you ’ 

“All nght all right' So you agree 7 Chelkash interrupted uv a 
milder tone 

“Me 7 Why of course' With pleasure' But how much will you 
pay me 7 ’ 

* I pay according to results It depends on the results. On the 
catch D’you understand 7 You might get a fiver Will that be all 
right 7 ” 

how that it was a question of money the peasant wanted to be 
definite and he wanted his employer to be definite too Again dis- 
trust and suspicion awoke in his mind 

‘ I\o that doesn’t suit me brother'” 

Chelkash also began to play the part. 

'Don’t argue Wait' Let’s go to the pub' be said 

They walked down the street side by side Cfie/kasfi twirfeef fiis 
moustache with the important air of an employer The lads face 
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complete readmes, to obey and at tie tm* complete 
cujtniit and apprehension 

^Tiata your name’” Chelkash asked him 
“Cavrila,” the boy answered 

When they entered the dingy smoke begrimed tavern, Chelkash 
wa ked up to the bar and in the lamiliar tone of a frequenter ordered 
bottle of sotka, come shchi roast meat, and tea When all this 

11 .7 ,t ' fcam “ "°" '«■='" up b™ 
nodded hu i head Thu scene impressed Gamla nnd roused 

I” * Pr ° t “"‘ i f " *» »“ >■■> Hosier, who was so 

appearance 1 " ,0 ’ clri “ ,n 1> ,te “ r h “ disreputable 

lereTmL™,"! 1 ?'' * bl,e T" ”' i *“ *»>k l>»»eo Bet wa,l 
here a moment, 1 hare somewhere to go ” satd Cleltash. 

£E£iz 
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■H hair fa* L,j *" “""H' 1 ' 
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“d >1 seemed as though a.--,”™ “ one monotonous tone, 

Aongh, pos.ec mg ^^T/S” ama vas growl, ng as 
Wmdly tlnjgglln : to ^ t. 0f r d J Crem T0,ces « angrily and 
find the „ It> GavnU w ‘tone pit. but was unable to 

intoxicating and heavy k u =h h» body was ab«orbing something 
wh«h were roaau* iut T an d dimmed his 

*nh fear TOnnd ,he **win *nth cunos.ty mixed 

Chelkash came hack an<t iW t 


rila was drunk He fell merry and wanted to <ay something to please 
Ins master who was such a line fellow* and had given him this 
splendid treat But the words which welled up in hia throat in waves 
could not, for some reason, slip off his tongue, which had suddenly 
become so strangely heavy 

Chelkash looked at him and said with an ironic «nnle 

‘Half seas over ahead)* ELh, you milksop’ What will jou 
he like after the fifth glass? ’K ill you be able to work 9 ' 

“Don’t . be . afraid . brother,” stammered Gavrila ‘ \ ou’ll 
. be . satisfied I love )Ou* Let me kiss you eh?” 

‘lSow then, none of that* Here, have another drink!” 

Gavrila took another drink, and another, until even thing around 
him began to float in even, undulating waves This made him feel 
unwell and he wanted to vomit His face looked foolishly «olemn 
When he tried to talk he smacked his Jips in a comical way and 
mooed like a cow Chelkash gazed at him absently as if recalling 
something thoughtfully twirling his roou*tachc and «mihng sadly 

The tavern rang with a drunken roar The red haired seaman 
was sleeping with his head resting on his elbow* 

“All right, let’s go ” said Chelkash, gelling up from the 
table 

Gavnla tTied to get up too, but could not He swore, and laughed 
idiotically as drunken men do 

* What a wash out’” muttered Chelhadi resuming his «eal at 
the table opposite Gavnla 

Gavnla kept on chuckling and gazing stupidly at his master 
The latter stared back at him keenly and thoughtfully He “aw be 
fore him a man whose life had fallen into his wolfi“h clutches He 
felt that this life was in his power to turn in any direction he pleaded 
He could crumple it like a plaving card, or could help place 
it in a firm peasant groov He felt that he was the other ones 
master but through his mind ran the thought that this lad would 
never have to drain the cup of bitterness that fate had compelled 
him Chelkash to do He both envied and pitied this >oung life 
he despised it, and was even conscious of a feeling of Tegret as 
he pictured the po-sibility of it falling into other hands like his 
own But in the end all these feelings merged into one that was 
hoth paternal and practical He was «orry for the lad, but he need 





»«!« court 


rf hm. He look C.vr.lj u-idr, ft, .mp.I. Ml*] hin up cud 
pMlr proddiu- | n horn Muod «ift h„ lr„. |. p„ft„] hlm 

l Of . com! pi, dorr, 

HL^.w'iU ,,e C3m,s * w f ° r • "* 


. 0 . ' " ” “ W ** W C ""'. *‘« 
r -" 1 »» i- « 

.. p^r^' fm " *”■" ^ ^ •» j 

£S 7 ?? - *«^X”^riirjs 

•»« -~d .,d ft ckl'pl" 1 ^. '•‘ ,h r-to 

itw 8 '? 'r 1 ' " d-J. Honed 

oil p „, „ e , h * 7 . 5 * " ta P 1 ' T* 1 " M,rik >”■■ am. mo 

chip’. (1 da , nd ft ij.o C ,nw . ,nd ,lrlIr lopped .remit ft. 
Iron, the ! !,o„ | 0 l J S J f r? r „ ml *’’ E °»' l -l>'< b»l For 
u L Z o L 1 ""* ,h '<” ”••■■ P«* 

petch*, ,k,oh , 1 , Cl, <!o! ' r ' d 1 -'1> '"micccbl, colour*] 

™ ,oJ ” Z7? £ !■ *° f ' "'"IF *»(■» He ™ 

1I-.cc or? A U! T"" * r,rr * l ’" J *‘f‘ w* 

"Arc, £?££*£ dcopptup k„ the „„„ 

IO I, no. ft, boot mm ft U>S H'C'I with hi. itrrrm, oir 

!»»• .prf .wtitip Z dZ, ", ‘T” ,h ' '«|» n» 

■He oirs ft, «,4 |,r „ ' PP V T *;" r oed vttl, .„], mft, rf 

H*t traded Idt. . |, ' P , plo*plior*ccnl nduorc 

«crn * "*• "“""“S **«. ft, w , 

" i " ■«- “*■* lied „ . 

Somrlhine awfnlt t,. _ 

sc™ *«cr ora, „ „ , ■ Ml 111 .pUft 



CIIE1XASH 


67 


“There’s no need to do that Talc this It’ll help your inside, 
and you’ll soon get better’ «aid Chelka«h handing Cavnla a flask. 

‘I doubt it Well God bless us ” 

A soft gurgling sound was heard 

‘Hey, you 1 That’s enough'” «aid Chelka I stopping the boy 
from drinking more 

Tie boat pushed ahead again, noiselessly and swiftly vnndmg 
its way among the ships Suddenly it shot out from among 
the crowd of ships and the sea — infinite and mighty — spread out 
before them into the blue dt«tance where mountains of clouds tow 
ered out of the water — some violet and grey with puffy yellow 
holders others greenish the colour of sea water and others of a 
dull leaden hue, of the kind which throw heavy mournful shad- 
ows Th e clouds moved «loi ly, now merging with and now skirt 
ing each other, mingling their colours and fonn« absorbing each 
other and again emerging in new shapes, majestic and frowning 
There was something sinister in the alow movement of this soulless 
mass It seemed as though over there on the edge of the sea, their 
number was infinite and that they would eternally creep across the 
sky in this indifferent manner with the malicious object of preventing 
it from shining again over the slumbering sea with its millions of 
golden eyes — the multi coloured stars livtng and dreamily radiaRt, 
exciting lofty desires in men to whom their pure radiance is precious. 

“The sea s fine isn t it 9 asked Chelkash 

“Not bad 1 Only it makes me feel afraid” answered Gavnla, 
pulling strongly and steadily at the oars The water was* barely 
audible as it splashed under the strokes of the long oats and shone 
with the warm bluish light of phosphorus 

“Afraid f You boob’ exclaimed Chelkash contemptuously f 

He, the thief loved the *ea His vibrating nervous nature thirst 
rag for impress ons could not contemplate enough the dark, 
ioundless free and mighty expanse He felt hurt when he heard 
this answer to his enquiry about the beauty of the thing he loved. 
Sitting in the stern he cleaved the water with his oar and calmly 
gazed ahead fe-ling that he would like to glide far away over its 
velvety surface. 

The «ea always gave him a warm expansive feeling which filled 
his whole «oul and purged it somewhat of the dross of 



nexx&iv life He appreciated tb-s and loved to «ee himself a Let 
le*- man, b-re, emit the vat"- and the air, where thoughts of 
\ ? e zn \ \i 5 c A^-’f aWy* lose. the fomai tfcor painful stateness, 
tr-6 l-x lat*rr all val-e At n ®*>t. the found of the sea’s soft, 
Ireaing as it «l*pt feats erenK otct us ■n if ace, and this limitless 
aound fill* a «aV« *ojl with -realty and gently subduing Us 
evil npjlw* ro_ses in it mgHv dream* 

“Where* th* U-kle " Gavrda suddenly 2- hed, looting am 
Km 'y m-o tat bottom o! l v e boat 
Qj'Ica'b «tart*d 

“TV tattle’ 1 re got it here in th- item." 

He fe' ashamed a’ barm-' to lie to this boy, and he aI*o 
iegre**ed the thou®^s and feelings that had been disturbed by 
tha boys question. I' made him angry Th* familiar sense of 
krrmi® ro*« in bis breast and throat, and this irritated him *tifl 
co— 

t \o5f look here’" be «aid to C anil a in a hard, c !ern voice, 
“ton s t •* II a®d rued ro-r own bicines* I hired you to row 
Do lh» job 1 h red too for If voj * a» rour tongue too much, 
you'll Le *<rry fo» it Do you under* land me 9 " 

lb* boat OuTered for a aoert and s'opped. The oars remained 
m the water causing it to foam. Carnla wriggled uncom- 
fortably on his *eat. 

“Pow r ” 

\ foul oath «'N>ot the air Gavrila «wung back hi* oar* The 
boat forward, a* if kiiH fn*ht, ard sped on at a rapid, 
yeiVy pace, nouly clearing the water 

“Steady row, steady'" 

Owlfcash «tood up m the t'tia, and keeping bo*d of the *teer 
xrj or- he elared coWIt into Gavrila’s pale face Bending for 
wail, he looked like a c2t cto china for a spnc® In his Ta®e he 
gwr-cd hs teeth -o hard tbit .t could be di*tmctly heard, and 
GrtiiU’* teeth, ehaTenag with fear, were no less audible. 

“Who’s that shooting’*’ came a s*en» err from tfe "3. 
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“Mother of God Holy Mary ” whispered Gavrila, trem 
bhng with fear and exertion 

The boat swung round smoothly and returned to the docks, 
where the ship's lights crowded la mulu-coloured gToups and the 
tall masts were visible 

“Hey* Who's that *hontmg 9 " came the voice again, but it 
sounded more distant this time. Chelkash became calmer 

“It’s you that’s shouting” be said in answer to the distant 
voice, and then he turned to Gavrila, who was still muttering his 
prayers and «aid ‘Well brother you’re lucky! If that devil had 
come after u* it would have been all up with you Do you under 
stand what I mean 9 Id have put you over to feed the fishes' ’ 
Chelkash now spoke calmly and even good humouredly, but 
Gavrila still trembling with fear, begged of him 

“Let me go* I a«h you in the name of Christ, let me go 1 Put 
me ashore somewhere! Ay ay ay' I’m Ion 1 Ira a lost roan* 
Remember God and let me go! What do you want me for? I’m no 
good for this sort of job I've never been on one like this be- 
fore This is the first time Lord’ Im lo«t Im lo't 1 Christ, 
how you fooled me brother, eh 9 It’s a sin kou are damning 
your own soul’ Some business. " 

“What business 9 * Chelkash asked sternly “What business eh 9 ” 
The lads fear amu«ed him and he delighted m it as well as 
in the thought of what a terrible fellow he Chelkash was 

* Shady business brother* Let me go, for God's sake* 
What do you want me for 9 Please Be good *' 

'Shut up* If I didn’t need you I wouldn’t have taken you 
Do you understand 9 Well shut up* ’ 

“Lord*” sighed Gavrila #•' 

‘Slop snivelling or you 11 get it m the neck’” snapped Chel 
hrdi 

But Gavrila, unable to restrain bim e elf my longer, sobbed 
quietly, wept, smiled, wriggled on his seat, but rowed strongly, 
desperately 

The boat shot forward like an arrow Again the dark hulls of 
the ships loomed before them and soon the boat was lost among 
them winding like a shuttle in and out of the narrow strips of 
water between them 
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moved across the shy slowly, large and ponderous spreading hor 
ror out of the darkne53 and seeming ready to crush one with their 
weight AH was cold black and sinister Gavrila grew frightened 
again and this fright was wore than (hat with which Chelkash 
imbued him, it gripped his breast in its powerful embrace reduced 
him to a helple«3 clod and held him fast to the *=eat of the boat 
Silence reigned all around Not a sound was heard except for 
the sighing of the sea The clouds dill crept across the sky stow 
ly and lanlv, but they ro«e out of the «ea m infinite numbers The 
sky too looked like a sea but a restless one, suspended over the 
calm smooth end slumbering sea below The clouds seemed to be 
descending upon the earth in grey curly naves into the chasms 
from which the wind had tom them and upon the newly rising 
waves not yet crested with angry greenish foam 

Gavrila felt crushed by this gloomy silence and beauty and 
yearned to see his master again Suppose he didn’t come back 9 * 
Time passed slowly more slowly than the clouds creeping across 
the sky And as time pared the silence became more sinis 
ter At last the sounds of splashing and rustling and something 
resembling a whisper came from the other side of the mole 
Gavrila thought he would die on the *»pot 

'P«t' Are you asleep? Hold this Careful now'* It was 
Thelkash’s muffled voice 

Something heavy and cube shaped dropped from the wall 
Gavrila caught it and put it in the bottom of the boaL A second 
object of the same kind followed And then Chelkash’s tall figure 
appeared over the wall the oars appeared out of somewhere 
Gavnla’s knapsack fell at his feet and breathing heavily, Chelkash 
slipped into the stem of the boat f 

Gavrila gazed at him with a pleased hut timid smile 
"Are you tired 9 ” he asked 

'Yes a bit 1 Now then take to the oars and pull! Pull with 
all your might! You’ve done well my lad 1 Half the job’s done 
The only thing now is to slip past tho«e devils out there — and 
then you can get your share and go home to your Masha I sup 
po»e you have a Masha, ha\ezt'i yaw 9 ” 

“N no’” answered Gavrila pulling at the oars with all his 
might His chest heaved like a pair of bellows and his arms worked 
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caused small, blue, momentary pa’ches to farm on the water where 
they fell The night became darker and even more silent The 
sky no longer resembled a storm tossed sea — the clouds had spread 
and covered it with a smooth heavy blanket that hung low and 
motionless over the water The sea became «Ull calmer and black 
er, its warm saline odour became still more pungent, and it no 
longer seemed as broad as it was before 

‘I wish it would rain* ’ whispered ChelKasb “He’d get through 
as if we were behind a curtain ” 

On the right and left eerie structures loomed out of the black 
water — barges motionless, gloom) and also black But on one of 
them a light was moving, evidently somebody carrying a lantern 
was walking on the deck The sea sounded plaintive and hollow, 
ns it lapped against the sides of the barges and the barges an- 
swered with a cold, muffled echo as if arguing with the sea and 
refusing to yield to its plaint 

“A cordonf” exclaimed Chelka«h m a scarcely audible whisper 
The moment Chelkash told him to row more slowly, Gavrila 
was again overcome by that feeling of tense expectation He bent 
forward and peered into the darkness and he felt as if he were 
growing as if his bones and sinews were stretching within him, 
giving him a dull pain his head filled with but one thought, 
ached, the *kin on his back quivered and small «harp, cold nee- 
dles were shooting through his Kgs His e)cs ached from the 
tenseness with which he peered into the darkness, out of which every 
moment he expected to hear the cry ‘Stop thief*” 

And now when Gvelka«h whimpered “cordon " Gavnla shud 
dered, a piercing burning thought shot through his brain and 
gent his taut nerves tingling He wanted to shout and call for 
help He opened his mouth rose slightly from the seat, stuck 
out lus che=t and took a deep breath — but suddenly he was para 
l)sed by fear which struck him like a whip He closed his eyes 
and collapsed in the bottom of the boat 

Ahead of the boat, far away on the horizon out of th e black 
water, an enormous, fiery blue sword rose and cleaved the darkness 
of the Bight it ran its edge over the clouds and then lay on the 
breast of the «ea a broad blue strip And within this bright «trip 
ships appeared out of the darkness ships hitherto invisible black. 
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silent, and shrouded in the solemn gloom of the night They looked 
as though they had long been at the bottom of the *00, «ent there 
by the mighty power of the storm, and had now risen at the com 
mand of the fiery sword that was born of the sea — had risen to 
look at the sky and at everything that was on the water .. Their 
ngarag clinging to their mans like fe*toons of seaweed brought 
cp from the *ea bottom together with the Hack giants who were 
enmeshed in their net The *im«ter blue sword Tose again out of 
the depth of the sea, and flashing again cleaved the night, and 
again lav flat on the water, but in another direction And where 
it lay other ships’ hull* hitherto invisible appeared 

The boat stopped and rocked on the water S 3 if in perplexity 
Crmla lay in the bottom of the boat his face covered with his 
hands ChelkaJi jabbed at him with his foot and hissed furiously 
“Thais the Customs cruiser you fool Its an electric lamp! 
up vou dolt' Thev II «hine the light on us m a minute 
snd everything will be all up with vou and roe* Get up'” 

At la^t a kick from the heel of a heavy top boot heavier than 
the first caught Gavrila in the back He started up, and «ull 
afraid to open his eve* took his seat groped for the oars and be- 
gan to row 


Quieter* Quieter or 1 II murder you* Wbat a dolt yon are. 
the devil take you* Wbat frightened you, ugly nrjg’ A lantern, 
^ats all u is* Quieter with the oar. you surfaced devil* 
eyre on the lookout for smugglers They won’t see us — they’re 
too far out Don’t be afraid, they won’t see os Now we. " Chel 
PW vr u 0Und tniRn P han *ly “Of conr*e* We’re out of it' 
P \\ ell you re lucky, you thick headed boob'” 
tl ^ 831 n0thln Z Pilled at the oars and, breathing beav 
ike fieri *”4 *^ e cornm of his eyes in the direction where 

lieve 11**1! mms falling He could not possibly be- 

iZ 2 ? ae r^ at 0,13 «*7 - lantern. The cold 

anCC at heaved the darkness caused the sea to sparkle 
tired b/tw”” T *' nU,aDCe ’ “d Gavrila again felt hypno- 
*s if exrwfi *° n f“r He rowed mechanically, crouching 

desire— he * M#W fr ° m abo ' e ’ araJ Bow he was bereft of all 

hid driven rvr * on ^ ess ^h e excitement of this night 

dnven everything human out of him 
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But Chelkash was jubilant Hu nmra accustomed to shocks, 
were now related llu nomtaclie twitched loluptuotid) end a light 
shone m Ins eyes He felt splendid He whistled through his teeth 
inhaled deep breaths of the moi-t sea air. He looked around, 
and «miled good naturedlj when his eyes fell upon Gninla 

The wind swept down and chopped up the «ea The clouds were 
now thinner and Ie«s opaque, but they coiered the whole skj 
Tlie wind though still light wa« frcelv sweeping o\er the sea, 
lut the clouds were motionless and «ecmcd to he absorbed in grej, 
dull thought 

“Now lad, it’s time you pulled \ ourself together* ^ou look a3 
if all your guts haic been squeezed out of \our bod) and thcre’a 
nothing left but a bag of lone'* lt’« a'l oier now IIcj ,M 

Gairila was pleased to hear a human \oice at last cien if 
that toice was Chclkadi’s 

“1 can hear what you say” he said softly 
“Very well then milksop Come and steer and I it take 
the oars I suppo«c you’re tired’ 

Gairila mechanically changed places with Chelkash, and as 
thci crowed Chelkash »avt the boy’s woebegone face, and he no 
ticcd that his legs were trembling lie felt *orrj for bun. Patting 
him on the diouldcr lie said 

“Come on lad 1 Don t be so down m the dump* You’v* earned 
a good bit tonight I II reward you well, my boy Would you 
like the feel of a Iwentv five ruble bill 9 ’' 

“I don’t want amtlung All I want is to get ashore ” 

Chelkadi s a\ed his hand m disgust, spat, took up the oars 

and began to row swinging the oars far back with his long arms 

The «ea woke up and be n m to play with its little waves, giv 

ing birth to them ornimen irr" tlem with fringes of foam, dab 
ing them against each other and breaking them up into fine 
<pray The foam melted with hi-'Ses and aighs, and the air all 
around was filled with a nusical spla hang noise Eien die dark 
ness «eemed to come to life 
Chelkash be<mn to talk 

‘Well now tell me” he «aid “ton’ll go lock to tour tillage 
end get married and start grubbing the earth and sow com The 
wife will «tart 1 earing children kou won’t bate enough food for 
6-S3J 
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‘ Oh don’t talk about «' Good Lord' Yfouldnt I live thru!” 
“Y-e-j brother it wouldn’t bo at all lad l\e got some 
idea of what that kind of life is ! bad my own little nest once . . 
My father was one of the richest men in our village " 

Chelkasb loxtlv pulled at the oar* The boat rocked on the 
wises that were playfully lapping against its sides, barely moiing 
oser the dark sea which was becoming more nnd more loi'terou* 
The two men dreamed a* they rocked on the water thoughtfully 
paring around VI isl mg to sootl e the la 1 and cl eer him up Chel 
ka*h had turned Gavnla’s thoughts to hi* Milage and had h*gun 
the talk W» a bantering tone hid ng his »milc under hi* mouMsche 
When questioning Gavnla an! remind n™ him of the joys of 
pca*ant life m which he him«elf had long been di«illusioned had 
forgotten and had onlv recalled now he grad tally allowed him 
self to be earned away by th 9 new train of thought He jtopped 
questioning the lad aloot h* village nnd its affairs and before he 
was aware of it continued in tl c following strain 

' The main thing in peasant life irolher is freedom 1 You’re 
your own ma*ter You base a hou«e It’s not worth much hut it's 
your own You hue laid onlv n patch hut it’s youT own! You 
are a king on your land 1 You hast a face You can demand 
respect from everybody Isnt that so?" he conclude 1 feelingly 
Cavrda stared at him with curiosity nnd !e too was carried 
nway by the same feeling In the course of tins conversation he 
forgot the kind of man he w*s dealing with and «aw leforc him 
a peasant like lnm*elf *turk to the land fomcr by the sweat of 
many generations bound to it l> the recollections of childhood 
but wl o had voluntarily run awiy from it and its cares, and was 
suffering due punishment for this truancy 

“Yes brother what you say 1 * true 1 ” he s->id * Oh how true’ 
Look at yo ir«e!f VThat are you now without land 7 Land is like 
a mother you can’t forget it «o easily" 

Cl elkash awoke from lus m«*ing He was conscious of that 
irritating heartburn which he always felt whenever his pride — the 
prde of tie reckless daredevil — v as touched by anybody, panic 
ularly by one whom he despt*ed 

Stop scrmonmrtg 1 ’ he said fiercely * Did you think I was 
talking seriously 7 You mu«t take me for a fool 1 ’ 
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“\oure a funnv chap**’ Oavrih blurted ojt frehn* crus i'll 
e-ain “I wasnt tailing a' oil vou wa* I 7 There** 1 ts of men 
like vou Lou of thm* Fhl lfoc nanv urlajpv people there arc 
n the world 1‘oJirm? around 1 ** 

“Here, come and like the oar* vou looV" c<»T»r*an VI Qi«l 
kash, for *o*i- rea*oi rcMrai nn- the flood of oaths t'lat cam* 
rtishin** up irto lus throat 

Tint rhan-rd j lace* a-am and as !i«* rtejpel otcr the hales 
in tli<j boUorr of the l oat to reach the Mem Oir'kadi fell an ai* 
mo t irre*i-libtc de«tie to give Cavnla a j uh that would send 
h m tumbling into the era 

The conversation was not rcum-d hut Chelkash fel» 'he Ireatli 
of the viUa-e even in Gavnla » n'ercr Must'S over the 
past, he forgot to *teer with the result that the boat turned by 
current drifted out to sea The waves seemed to understand that 
the boat had lo*t its wa> and began to to*s it higher and Id -her, 
li "fitly plasm- with it. cau*mc kindlv Hue lig! ts to flash under 
t'e oars \nl before flitVs>lii mental vision floated pictures ot 
tie past of the <Ltant pm which was separated from the present 
ly a wall of eleven seats of hobo life He saw himself a* a child, 
he saw h s villa-e, h s mother, a plump ruddy-cheeked v oman 
with kind grey eyes he saw his father a red bcard-J giant with a 
«em face, he taw him*e!f as a bnde-TOom ami he saw his wife, 
blacLeyed An&«a, a soft, buvom cheerful pirl with a Inn- plait of 
hair, he taw hum-lf a-am as the hand -ome Guardsman, again he«aw 
Ins father, now grey and bc-l b) toil, and his mother wrinkled and 
bowed, he al<o saw tire vision of his return to his village from the 
army, and how proud his feiher was of his Grigori, of this handsome 
sturdy, bewhiskered «otd"er . Memory, that scourge of the unhsp* 
pp, reanimates even the stones of the pa't, and even pours a drop 
of honey into the poi*on that one had orce to dnnk. . . 

Chelkash felt as if be were being fanned hr the lender, sooth 
rng Irealh of his natiy c air which wafted to his ears the kind 
words of his mother th e p me speech of his earnest peasant father, 
many forgo’len «ound3 and many fra-rant sme’ls of mother earth 
winch has only just thawed, which has only just been ploughed, 
and i3 only just being covered with the emerald silken carpet of 
winter wheat. He felt lonely, uprooted and isolated forever 
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from tlie way of life which had produced the blood that now flowed 
m his veins 

* Hey* Where are we going?** suddenly exclaimed Gavnla 
Chelkash started and looked round with the alert gaze of a 
bird of prey 

*Chn«t look where we have drifted to 1 Lay to the oars’ Pull) 
Pull harder!” 

‘kou’ve leen dreaming eh” Gain la a«hed ivith a smile 
“I’m tired " 

‘So now we won’t get caught with these vuU v.e?” Gavnla 
asked, kicking at the hales at the bottom of the boat 

‘No kou can ease your mind on that store I’ll deliver 
them and get tire money Y-e s' ’ 

“Five hundred 9 ” 

“No less ” 

“A tidy sum* Wishl had it’ Ekh wouldn’t I pHy a tune with it’" 
‘On the farm 9 ” 

“I should say so 1 I’d ” 

And Gavrila flew off on winged dreams. Clielkash remained «i 
lent His moustache drooped, his right side splashed by the 
spray was dripping wet His eyes were now sunken and had lost 
their brightness Everything rapacious m him bad sagged subdued 
by humiliating thoughts which were reflected eve n f rom the folds 
of Ins grimy blouse 

He swung the boat round abruptly and steer^ towards some 
thing black that loomed out of the water 

The sky was again overcast and ram fell a fi ne , warm ram, 
which pattered merrily as the drops 'truck the backs of the waves. 
‘Slop 1 Be quiet’ commanded Chelkash 
The boat’s nose struck the side of a barge 
‘Are they asleep or what the devils 9 ” growled Chelka«h 
catching hold with a boat hook of c ome ropes that were dangling 
from the deck “Drop the ladder' Blast it’ It n ms t g 0 and ram 
now’ It by couldn’t it have rained before' Hey y ou swabs' Hey'” 
Is th«A you Sell; ash 9 came a voice from above that sounded 
like the mewing of a cat 

‘Come on drop the ladder'” 

“halimcra Selkash' ’ 
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“Drop lie ladder, you he’l smoked devil'” roared Chelkasli. 

“Oti how artery he ees tonight, Eloy 

"Up you go, Cavttla ,M said Chelkash to bis mate. 

Wiihm a moment they were on the deck, where three dark 
bearded figurra were animatedly chattering to each other in a strange 
Ii«pvng longue and looking aver the gunwale down ot Chelka h’s boat 
A fourth wrapped m a long chlamys, went up to Chelka^h, silently 
shook hands with him, and then glanced su«piciously at Cavnla. 

"Get the money by the morning” eaid Chelkasli to him cnrtlf 
111 turn in now Come on, Gavrila* Do you want anything to eat*'” 
“All 1 want is to sleep * answered Gavrila and five minutes 
later he was snoring, while Chelkash, «ilting bes de him, was try- 
ing on somebody* top hoot pen*ively spitting on the side and whit- 
tling a mournful tune through his teeth Then he stretched out 
beside Gavrila put his hands under the back of his head and lay 
there, twitching hu moustache 

The barge rocked gently on the playful water Something creaked 
plaintively The Tam pattered softly on the deck The wave* 
splashed agaimt the «ide of the Large And it all sounded so 
sad like a cradle «ong sung bv a mother who had no hopes of 
happine»s for her ton 

Chelkash bared his teeth raised hw head, looked around, 
whispered something to him«clf and lay down ogam . He spread 
out his legs, end this made him look like a huge pair of «cissors- 


III 

He woke up fii*t, looked around anxiously calmed do.vTi at 
once and looked at Cavnla who war still sleeping, snoring lustily, 
with a smile spread all over his boyish, healthy sunburnt face 
Cl elkath sighed and climbed up a narrow rope ladder A pitch of 
leader iky peered dawn the hatchway It was already light, hut 
the day was dull and grey, as it usually is in the autumn 

Chelkash returned about two hours later His face was flushed 
and his mon*taehes were da«h ngly screwed upward He wore a to 
me and buckskin breeches and a pair of tali, stout top boots He 
looked like a huntsman Although not new, the costume was still 
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sound and suited him well It made him look broader, concealed his 
gauntness and gave him a martial appearance 

“Hey, jou calf, get up'” he cried, pushing Gavrila with his foot 
Gavrila jumped up Still half asleep he failed to recognize 
Chelkash and stared at him with dull, sleepish e\« (Ji'lkash burst 
out laughing 

‘You do look fine 1 ” exclaimed Gavrila at last, with a broad 
mule ‘Quite a gentleman 1 ” 

“That doesn't take long with us Well oren t jou a frightened 
babj ' ’iou thought )ou were gom 0 to die a thousand times last 
night didn’t jou'* 

“Yes but judge for yourself It was lh c first time I "as on a job 
like that 1 I might have damned mj *ouI for the re«t of m> life 1 ” 
* ^ ould jou come with me again 9 ’ 

‘Again 9 Well What can I say 7 What will I get out of 
it 9 Tell me that’” 

‘Well suppose jou’d get two rainbow ones 7 ” 

‘Two hundred rubles 7 That s not «o bad Id go for that. ” 
‘But wait a minute' What about damning jour «oul 7 ” 

‘Well perhaps it wont be damned 1 ’ answered Gavnla 
with a smile. And if it won t 1 II be a made man for life” 
Chelkash laughed merrilj and said 
‘All right’ Enough of joking let’s go ashoTe ” 

They were in the boat again Chelkash at the tiller and Gav 
nla at the oar* Above them i as the grey sky, evenly overcast 
with clouds The dull green sea plajed with the boat boisterously 
tossing it on its waves which were still merrily casting bright salt) 
feprays into the boat Far ahe-d loomed a ) el low strip of sandy 
shore and behind them stretched the \a«t expanse of the «ea fur 
rowed by packs of \ axes that verc ornamented with fluffy wbte 
foam There too in the distance were numerous ships, far on the 
left was visible a whole forest of masts and the white houses of 
the town whence came a muffled rumble which mingling with the 
‘plashing of the waves created fine powerful music And over 
all was cast a thin film of grej mist, which made things seem re- 
mote from each other . 

“Ekh* There II he hell let loo*e this evening' ’ said Chelkash, 
nodding in the direction of the «ea 
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“A florin’” asked Gavnla, plou-hing the waves with power 
ful «troke« He «:< already drenched from head to foot from the 
•prav which the wind scattered over the sea. 

“"That** it 1 ” said Chelkash 

Gavnla looked into bi« face enquiringly 

“Well how much did they gne vou’” he ashed at last, rea'ixreg 
that Chelkash was not inclined to talk. * 

“Look ” «aid Chelkash showing Gavrila «omething that he drew 
from his pocket 

Gavnla saw a loll of coloured bill and his ejes lit up with joy 
“Ekh' And I thooeht you were kidding me' How much hare 
you got there’” 

“Five hundred and forty 1 ” 

“My word 1 " exclaimed Gavrila in a whi*per following the 
five hundred and forty rabies with hi* greedy eyes as Chelkadi put 
the monev back into his pocket “Ekh 1 If only 1 had as much a* 
that'” — and he heaved a mournful sigh. 

‘Wont we have a wonderful time my lad'” exclaimed Chel 
kash cheerfulli “Bch well go on the spree 1 Don’t worry 1 
WJ1 get your «hare- 1 11 «ove you fortv Does that satisfy you? 
I’ll give it to vou right now if you want to’” 

“If it s no* too much for you Why not 7 1 11 take it 1 ” 
Gavnla trembled with the expectation that gnawed in his breast. 
“Oh you devil’s baby 1 III take it, you say* Well take it. 
pleav' Do me a favour 1 I don’t know what to do with all this 
moTV-y 1 Help me to get nd of it Take it, do 1 ” 

CMkadi held trat several In'b Gavnla took them with a trem 
lling hand, dropped the oars and tucked the bills inside his blouse, 
greedily screwing up his eyes and inbaling noi'ily, as if be 
were drinking Something very hot, Chelkash watched him with an 
ironic smile Gavrila again took up the oars and rowed with down 
can eye* nervooslv hurriedly, as if afraid of somethin" His shotd 
decs and ears twitched 

“You’re greedy 1 That’* had But lfs not ‘mpr-sing 
’Ifo i re a peasant ” «aid Chelkash pensrvelv 

“Cut look what you can do with money 1 " exclaimed Gavnla, 
•Hush w ih excitement, and be began to talk taptdlv, hurriedly 
81 •nms to catch up vuh his thoughts and clutching at words. 
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about life in the Milage with money and without roonej, about the 
honour, abundance and pleasure one can acquire with money 
Chelfcash listened attentively, with a grave face and e>es screwed 
up as if thinking hard Now and again he smiled with satisfaction 
‘Here we are*” he exclaimed interrupting Gavnla 
A ware lifted the boat and landed it on the sandy beach 
‘Well, it's all over non brother Pull the boat up higher so 
that it won’t be washed awij The) ’ll come for it And now «e 
mu«t part 1 It’s eight versts from here to town I «uppo«e jou 
are going back to town nren t j ou 9 * 

A shrewd good natured smile lit up Chelkash’s face and bis 
whole hearing indicated that he had thought of something pleasing 
to lnm*elf md surprising for Gavnla Thrusting his hands in bis 
pocket lie rustled the hills that nere lying in them 

‘No . I . , won’t go I ” ga«ped Gavnla as if he were 
choking 

ChelLash looked at him and asked 
‘What’s ailing jou 9 ’ 

“Nothing onl) ” Gavrila’s face was alternately flushed 
and ndien grej, and he stood there wriggling whether from a de- 
sire to hurl humelf upon Chelkash or because he was tom by 
another desire difficult to fulfill, it v as hard to «ay 

CheILa«h felt uneas) at the sight of the lads agitation and he 
waited to see what the upshot of it would be. 

Gavnla began to laugh in a queer way that sounded more like 
«obbing He hung las head so that ChelLaih was unable to «ee 
the expression on his face onl) his cars were visible and these 
grew red and pale by turn* 

“Go to the dnil’ exclaimed flielka h waving bis hand m 
disgust. ‘Have vou fallen in love with me or what’ Stands there 
wriggling like a girl 1 Or is it that vou dont want to part from 
me 9 Now then )ou 1 oob' Speak up or el«e 111 go away!’ 

“\ou 11 go awa) 9 ” shrieked Gavnla 

The sand) de-erted beach «huddered at th- «ound of this slinck 
and the sand) ridges wa«hcl up b) the waves of the sea «e*'med 
to heave Chclka'h too shuddered SuddenK Gavnla darted toward* 
* Qi el kadi threw him s elf at hi» feet and Hinging his arms around 
his knees gave a «udden tue Clelka h “tapered and dropped heavil) 
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low, self degrading creature like this No’ He would never sink so 
low* And this thought and feeling making him conscious of his 
own freedom kept him on the deserted seashore with Gavrila 

“You’ve made me happy for IiFe 1>> shouted Gavrila again, seiz 
ing Chelka^h’s hand and pressing it against his own face 

Cliclkash remained silent baring his teeth like a wo'f Gavrila 
kepi on chattering 

“And ju«l imagine' As we were coming here I was thinking to 
myself III give him mean ng you one crra-ck over the head 
with th" oar take th* money and chuck him meaning you, 
into the «ea Nobod) would nus him I thought to mvself 
And even if he was mi«ed nolod) would worry about him He’s 
not the kind of man an) body would make a fu«« about* No 
use to anybody Who would «tand up for him 9 *’ 

Cheikash sewed Gavrila by th* throat and barked 

* Give that money back ' ’ 

Gavri’a struggled, but Chelkash’s other arm wound round him 
like a snake There was a screech of te-trin" cloth and Gavrila 
lay on the sand kicking his I*g« his b!ou«e ripped down to the 
hem his eves 'taring with wild amazement and his fingers clutch 
ing the atr Cheikash «tood there tall straight thin, wuh a 
rapacious look on hts face Baring his teeth he laughed a s’aocato 
sardonic laugh while his moustache twitched nervously on his 
sharp angular fare Never in all his life had he been so cruelly 
insulted and never had he been so angry 

* Well ore von happv 9 ” he s*hed Gavrila amidst his laughter 
And then turn ng his back on him he strode off in the direction of 
the town But he had baielv taken half a doicn paces when Gavrila 
crouched like a cat jumped to his fe-t, and with a wide swing of 
lus arm hurled a large pebble at Chelk-sh, exclaiming fiercely 

“Take that' * 

ChelKa’b ga*ped put bis hands to his head staggered swung 
round to face Gavrila and fell prore on the sand Gavrila gazed 
at the pro'lrate man duml founded He saw his leg move he «aw 
him trv to rai'e his head and then «tretch out and tremhle like a 
taut string And then Cavrda da«hed off ns fast as his legs could 
carr) him into the dutance where a «ha»gv black cloud bung 
over the mist) steppe and where it was dark The waves surged 
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up ob the sandy beach merged with Jt and ‘urged back again 
The *arf hissed ard the air a as filled with «prav 

Rain fell at fir't «low!y but soon in heavy dense streaks, 
pouring down from the «k» And the streaks wove an entire net of 
water threads, a net which at once coined the evpan'es of steppe 
and «ea. Cavrila van died in lhi» ret For a long time nothing was 
visible evccpt th* rain and the Ion" bodv of the man lying on the 
•and on the ««*3~hore But out of the ram Gavnla reappeared, 
ninn r> n as fa«t as a bird upon the wing He ran up to Chelkash, 
dropped to his knees in front of him and turned him over on the 
•and His hand came in contact with something warm red and 
stick} He «huddered and «tarted back with horror written on 
bin pallid face 

“Brother get up’" he whimpered into Chelkash s ear amidst the 
pattering of the rain 

Oelka*h came to pushed Cavnla away and said in a hoarse 
voice 

“Go awa\* " 

“Brojier 1 forgive me* It was the deni who tempted me 
whLpcred Cavrila in a trembling voice kt«*ing Chelkash’s hand 
“Go Go aw a) gapped Chelkash. 

“Take this tin from my *oul* Please* Forgive* ** 

“For Go away* Go to hell* * Oielkash «udde*ily shouted 
ntting up Hu fzee was pale and angry bis eyes were dull and 
heavy, and the lids drooped as if he very much wanted to sleep 
“What else do you want’ \ogvt done your joh Now go* Clear 
ont 1 ” 

And he lunged at grief stricken Cavrila with his foot, but the 
tllort was too much for him. and be would have sunk back to 
the «and had not Gavnla put his arm round his ‘boulders Che! 
ka*h s face was now on a level with Gavnla s. Both were pale and 
lwmMe to look at. 

Pht ” and Chelkash spat into his hire’ir" s wide-open eyes- 
Cars via wiped hvs eve* with his sleeve end whispered 

Do what vou lie 1 *hant say a word Forgive roe foe 
the *ake of Qin*t*" 

’Rorm* Aon haven t got gu*» for anjthng* ** «houted 
O-tlkash contemptuously *cd then tearing his blame from under 
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his coat be began silently to bandage his bead now and again 
grinding his teeth with pain At last he 'aid through his clenched 
teeth ‘Djd you take the money?” 

*]So I didn’t take it brother* I don’t want it’ It onlj causes 
trouhle* * 

Chelkash put his hand into the pocket of his coat, drew out the 
toll of bill' took, a rainbow -coloured one from H and put it back 
in his pocket, and threw the rest at Garni a saying 
“Take this and cleaT out’” 

*1 wont take it, brother* I cant* Forgne me*” 

4 Take it I tell you’ ” roared Qielkash rolling lus eyes 
horribly 

* Forgne me and then 111 take it «aid Gavrila timidly, 
dropping down on the ram drenched sand at Chelkash’s feet 

‘Liar* You will take it* I know you will you worm*” «aid 
Chelkash in a confident voice Pulling Gavnla’s head up b\ the 
hair he pushed the money into his face and said 

‘Take it* Take it* You’re earned it 1 Take it Don’t be afraid’ 
Don’t be adiamcd of having nearly killed a man* Nobody v ould 
punish jou for gelling rid of a man like me They would even 
thank you for it if thev got to know of it Take it!” 

Seeing that Chelkash was |okin<’ Gavnla felt relieved He 
grasped the money tightly in his hand and enquired in a tearful 
voice 

‘Hut you do forgne me I rolher don’t you eh 9 ” 

“\ngcl* ’ answered Chelka«h mockingly in the same tone 
of voice Rising and s\\ 3 ving on lus feet he said 'Forgne 9 
There’s nothing to forgne 1 kou tried to do me in today, and I might 
try to do you in tomorrov 

4 Ekh brother brother ’ ’ sighed Gavnla mournfully shaking 
his head 

Chelka'h «tood m front of him with a queer «mi!e on his face 
and the ng on his head griduallv becoming red began to look 
like a Turkish fez 

The ram was now pourin'’ down in torrents The sea murmured 
with. 3 bnUow sound., and the waves beat funouslv and ansyilv, 
upon the shore 

The two men remained «dent 
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“Vl'ell fDoJ-bjc'” «ajd ChelLasli iron call}, walking off. 

He staggered, ha If?* itemMed ami lie held lit* head la • 
queer way, as af afraid it mould drop off 

“Forgiae roe Irother'" Gvvrffa l-egg»d once again. 

“Never minil'" answered Chelkaih coldly, continuing on Iff* 
way 

He staggered on holding l>u held with In* left hand and s'ow 
ly twirling his acllow mou«taehe with the right. 

Gurffa gaud nftci hint until he s aniahe d in the curtain of 
rain, which was row pouring from the cloud* more densely than 
ever, in ihin, endless streaks an l <n\ eloping the steppe with 1m- 
{enetrablc g’oom ihe colour of ‘tccl 

He then took off his soaking rap er<w«rt! him«elf. looked at 
the money that lie grasprd tightlj in In* hand heaied a deep » gh 
of relief pul the roonev in«id»* Ins litauw and stro’e firmly along 
•he Leach in the direction opposite to that in which Chtlkaffi had 
gone 

Tie sea howled nnl hurled large ponderous waves upon the 
randi shore *mo«)nng (hem into spra) and foam The rain heat 
heavily upon the waler and ilw land The wind shrieked .. 
Tlie air all around was filled with winning, roaring, end rum 
blm* The ram blotted out Loth sea and sky. 

Soon the ram and lh» Spray from the w *\c« va«h-J away the 
red slain on the spot where Che Ik ash had lain, and wa«h*d out 
the tracks that Chc!ko«h and the young lad had made on the 
tandy beach .. And nothing was left on the deserted seashore to 
letnind one of th» little drama an which these two men had been 
the actors. 
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The LEADEN clouds crept 'lowly over the «Ieepy river, seeming 
to sink lower and lower, in lh» distance their grey tatters appeared 
to touch the surface of the swift, turbid springtide waves and 
where they touched the water ro«e towering to the skies in an 1 m 
penetrable wall of cloud blocking the current and barring the way 
of the rafts 

And the wares in-fTectuallj trying to lift this wall, beat vainly 
against it in a low, plaintue murmur recoiling from each impact 
to roll back into the damp gloom of the fresh spring night 

But the rafts sailed on and the distance receded before them 
in a wilderness of heavy tumbled cloud masse* 

The shores were invisible hidden by the night pushed back 
by the sweeping «urge of the tide 

The nver re«cmbled a sea The «ky above it was wrapped in 
cloud* Everything was damp oppressive and dreary 

The rafts glided swifllv and noiselessly over the waters, and in 
front of them a steamboat loomed out of the darkness iu funnel 
shoctmg out a merry swarm of «p3rks and lU wheel blades churn 
ing the water 

Two red lanterns on the shallows glimmered larger and bright 
er and the lamp on the ma«t «wayed gently from side to side and 
winked my^tenoudy at the darkness 

The air was filled with the plash of water and the heavy sighs 
of the engine. 

"Look ou ootl” came a deep cheated *hout from the rafts 
At the tail-end of the raft two men *tnod at the helm oars One 
of them was Mitya, the son of the limber floater a fair, sickly look 
ing thoughtful youth of twenty The other was Sergei, the hired 
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“Chri«t, look at thp wav jour dads cuddling Mashka* The dev 
iU l No diarne or conscience — (he man ha«nV \Khj don’t jcni go 
somewhere, awaj from tho e foul dcvih 9 eh 9 Djou hear what 
I *aj 9 ” 

“I heat* ’ said Mitja m an undertone, keeping lus ejes averted 
from where, through the mi«ty gloom, Sergei could «ee his father 
lilting 

“I hear’ Ugh jou sop*” mocked Sergei and hur«t into a laugh 

‘Some goings-on 1 tell jou*” he went on, provoked b) Mitva’- 8 
apathy “There's an old devil for jou* Marries off his «on, then 
takes his daughter in law for himself and doe-m t give a rap* The 
old blighter*” 

Mitja «aid nothing and gazed back at the mer where the cloud' 
have clo*ed in another dense wall 

Now the clouds were ever) where and it seemed that the raft® 
were not floating down the current hut standing motionless in the 
thick black water, crushed beneath the weight of these dark grei 
mas«cs or cloud which had fallen upon it from the heavens and 
stemmed its progress 

The river looked like a fathomless pool hedged in bj towering 
mountains and clothed in a dense cloak of mist. 

An oppressive stillness reigned all iroimd, and the water, gentlj 
lapping the sides of the raft lap as if in a hushed erpectancj There 
wa» an infinite «adne s i timid question in that frail sound, the onlj 
one amid tie night that seemed onlj to deepen its Millness 

“A hit of a breeze now wouldn t be bad ’ said Sergei “Though 
letter wot — a wind U Lung run” lie debated with hucrcU as be 
filled Ins pipe 

There was the flash of a lighted match the sizzling «ound of a 
clogged pipe, and the broad face of Sergei swum out of the murk 
m the light of a flickering red flame 

“Mitya*" came his voic* He was less morose now, and the 
amused tone in his voice was more in evidence 

‘What 9 ” answered Mitja in an undertone, his ejes «till peering 
into the distance, staring at something he «aw there through his big 
melanchol) ejes 

“How d the thing happen mv lad eh 9 ' 

‘What thin® 9 ’ retorted Mitja in a tone of annovance 
G-?10 
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“How dyou get married 9 What a scream* Mow’d it happen’ 
Now you went to bed with voir wife — and what happened next. 
eh 9 '” 

“Hex, you fellows there tool, ou-oot a warning shout echoed 
across the river 

He can jell all ncht, that damned rip* Sergei ol -erred in 
a tone of admiration and returned to his *ubj ecU 

NV ell come on, tell ns about it' Mitva* Tell us how it 
happened eh 9 •* 

"Oh, lease me alone Sergei 1 I told you alreadi said Mitya 
n a pleading whi per and, probably aware that he would not 
«bake off the importunate Sereei, he hurrtedlv began 

Well we went to bed And I says to ber — I can’t be jour 
hu«band, Mana \ourc a ‘tiong healthy lass, and Ira a *>ck 
weakly man I d dnt want to many at all but Dad made me— -you’ve 
got to he sai« and lhat« that 1 1m not fond of sour «*. and 
*tdl less of you 1 sayw. Too lively by ball Nts And l 
cant do anuhmfi of that kind joa know Its ju-t filths and 
licked Children too \ouve got to an«wer for them be- 
fore God 

“Filthy 1 ” «cTcimed ^erget, rocking with laushter, “Well and 
what about her \li«hs — what did she haic to «ay, eh ,T * 

“she ‘Well, what am I to do row,’ ‘he say* SiU and cries 
Why dont you like me 9 ’ she says ‘It isn t as if I was uglv,’ she *ay* 
She* a shameless hus«y Sergei 1 'W hat am I to do— go to m} 
father in law with my fine health 9 I told her — ‘do just o> you 
please Go wherever you want- I ean t go against my *oul 
Grandpa Ivan iwed to say that thing s a mortal sin We’re not beasts, 
you and I are we 9 ’ And all «be does is cry ^ ou ve ‘polled mj life, 
youth, poor girl that 1 am.’ I was aw-fullj «orry for her ‘Never mind, 
dungs’ll come round *om*how Of maybe you H go into a convent 9 ’ 
1 says. She Marts swearing at that— you re a fool Mitya, a «coun 
drel that s what you are ’ ” 

“Well 1m bio wed 1 " stuttered ^rgei m amaxement “D you 
actually mean to *3y \ ou ?3¥e her that b l of advice— told her to 
go into a convent"’' 

’Thais what I told her” answered Mitya simple 
knd she called you a tool 9 ” <aiA «eryei. TO & % 01W . 
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\es She swore at me ’ 

I should UttaL so too' And quite ri«h» * Id have boxed jour 
ears in the bargain if I was her’ he added m a sudden change 
of tone He now spoke sternly and % eightily 

D jou think a man can go again«t the law 9 Thats what jou\e 
gone and done* Its the way of the world — and that’s all there is 
to it* There s no arguing about it* And \ hat do jou do 9 Crikey 
what a thing to sa>* Go into a content* Silly ass* What dyou 
think the lass wants 9 And you talk about a content* Good lor 
■*omc people make you sick* Dyou realize what youte done you 
muff 9 \oure no damned good yourself and youte mined that 
girls life made her that old gaffers rm«lrr«s — aid led the old fel 
low into the sin of lechery Look how much law youte broken* 
Silly ass* 

The law s in a mans soul Sergei It’s the same law for all — 
dont do anything that goes against the «oi 1 and you wont be doing 
any evil on earth said Mitya gently and sootl ingly with a to«s 
of his head 

But thats just what you hate done 1 Sergei countered ener 
geticaUy A mans «oul* Bah* What a tie soul got to do with 
it 9 You cant put a ban on eterything — it isn t done. The soul 
You te got to understand it first brother and then talk " 

‘No Sergei thats not 'o’ Mitya broke in warmly seeming 
to have suddenly kindled The *ouIs always pure, brother like a 
dew drop Its in a *1 ell tlats where it is* Its deep And if you 
hearken to it vou i on t go iTong It 11 always be Gods way if its 
done the souls way For i«n t Go I n the «oul 9 — and if <o the 
laws there too Its God who deaied it God who breathed it into 
man Only you ve got to be able to look into it Only hy forgetting 
*elf can a man * 

'Hey you* Sleepy devils* Look sharp*’ a thundering voice 
echoed over the mer 

Judg ng by vt 3 lustiness the vo ce clearly belonged to a healthy 
vigorous man pleased with him elf and the world, a man richly en 
dowed with vitality and well aware of it He shouted not because 
le was provoked to do «o by the raftsmen but because his heart 
swelled with a sense of elation and vigour, the sheer joy of living 
that nought an outlet and found it in that lusty boisterous sound 
6» 



yvxui ronk\ 




Hear him bail the old devil'” ^cr e 11 " l|tl plcs-ur^ 

keeping a vigdart lookout n front of him spooning like a couple 
f Ain t vou envioj* Mit*a 9 
Mitya turned hi cies indifferently to the fore oars where two 
figures could be «cen running 3cto*s the raft? from «idc to side 
now topping clo^c t each other now merging into a dark, blur 
“Dont\ou(n>t em’" repeated Sergei 

‘"VUiv * nuld 1' lit their «m and they II answer for it.** an- 


teraj Mils* quietly 

So' drawled Serge* ironical!* and refilled his pipe Th© 
darkness was once mor® lit up by a red glow 

The night grew deeper and the gm Hick clouds descended 
still lower over the still broad river 

“Wherc’d >ou get all that wi*dora from Mit>a, eh 9 Or were 
you bom that wav 9 Tou dont take after vour Had a lnt He's full 
o ‘punk. your Dad is Ju't think — the old fellow s half a century 
ard look at the peach he « getting oH with’ She < a regular beauty* 
•\rd ha«nt «he fallen for him — vou can «ee that with half an eye 
kc« f «he love* him my dear fellow Shes crarv about lum ^Vho 
wouldn’t loTe a trump like that 9 The king of trump*, that's what 
vour Dad Is a topnotcher It does your heart good to *ee the way 
he handles his work he’s made a pretty penny loo, looked up to 
plenty, and his heads «crewed on ri"ht M >e« You don’t take after 
your Dad, ox after your mother either Mitya 9 l wonder what your 
father’d do if your mother, Anfisa, had been alive 9 Humph 1 l can 
just see it. She was prettv hot stuff too your Ma va« A 

match for Silan ” 

Mitya was silent, leaning on hi* oar and gazing into the water 
SergF, Mi silent too From the from of the rafts came a worn 


ans rippling laughter, answered bv a mans deep laugh Their 
figure*, woten into the darkness, were barely visible to Ser®ei, who 
peered at them with cuno*itv through the gloom. One could 
di»tirgtush tbit the man was tall and was standing by the oar with 
Jus legs wide apart half facm® a plump little woman who wa« 
leaning her bo«om a»ain«t another oar within ten feet of the fiKt 
She wageed a pretnomtorr finger at the man and went into gale^ 
of merry laughter Sergei turned awav w,tl, 3 8l gfc of npTet alH l 
auer a profound silence l»e«»an a” am 
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“Ah, well! They’re having a sweet time Lovely ! Nothing for 
a lonel) vagabond like me! Gad, I’d never in my life leave a woman 
like that if I had her! Hang it, I’d squeeze ihe life out of her if I 
arot her in my hands. There' That’s the way 1 love you — let her know 

it.... Hell! I’ve got no luck with women Looks like they don't 

take to gmger fellows. M’vc* She a capricious hit — that one is. -A 
proper minx! She's out for a good tune, Mitya’ Hi, are you asleep?” 

“No,” Mitya answered <oftl>. 

“Good for you! How d’you intend to go through life, brother? 
Come to think of it. vou’re all alone in the blessed world. That 
ain’t very cheerful! What d’vou intend to do with yourself? You 
“won't he able to live among people You’re a poor fi«b of a man 
What’s the u«e of a man who can’t stand up for himself! What 
■you need vn life, brother, aTe fans? »nd flaws Everyone’ll Uy to 
worst -you. Now, tell me can you stick up for yourself’ I’d like 
to see you doing it! Bah 1 You’re a poor fish 1 ” 

“D’you mean me’” Mitya came out of his reveries with a start 
“I'll go away. This verv autumn — to the Caucasus — and that’s all* 
God! Only to gel away from you people’ Soulless people! Godless 
men you are — only to get away from you is salvation! What are 
vou living for? Where’s your God’ It’s a mere word to you.... 
D’yop live according to Jc«us Oiri«t? You — you’re wolves’ People 
over there are different, their souls live in that of Christ, and their 
hearts are filled with Jove and they yearn for the world’s salvn 
lion. . . And you’ Oh, you’ Bea«t«, sinks of corruption' There are 
different people 1 vc seen them They’ve called me I’ll go fo them 
They brought me the holy book of scriptures Bead it, roan of God 
they «aid. dear brother of ours, read the word of truth! ... And I 
read it, and mv soul was reborn by this word of God. I’ll go away. 
I’ll run away from you mad wolves who feed on each other’s 
flesh. May you be damned’” 

Mitya viltered all tlus m a passionate whisper, clicking with wrath 
and withering scorn towards these mad wolves overcome by a sud 
den hungering for the people who*? souls yearned for the' salva- 
tion of the world 

Sergei was astounded He stood for a While with his 

mouth agape and fu's pipe in in's fiaitd. Then, after a moment*? 
thought, he glanced "round and said in a hollow,* *tillen voice:' 
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“Fancy going off the deep end like that 1 'koure pretty fierce 
too kou ehonldn t ha read that book Who knows what kind obook 
it is’ Oh, well go ahead clear out, or you may get spoilt 

altogether Go along with you before you get real wild What 
kind of people are thev down in the Caucasus’ Monks’ Or maybe 
the Old Believers’ What are they-— Molokans perhaps’ Eh’” 

But Mitya had gone out as quickly as he had kindled He plied 
his oar gasping with the effort, and muttered something rapidly and 
nervously under h» breath 


^rgei waited long and in vain for a response His robust «un 
pie nature was oppressed bv the gnra deathly sill night. He want 
cd to be reminded of life to waken the hushed world with *ound, 
to stir up and frighten the lurking rapt stillness of the«e ponderous 
masses of water slowly winding to the «ea and thorn inert moun 
tains of cloud hanging drearily ,n the air Life was being lived at 
the other end of the rafts and that roo«ed him to life 

From there now and a-am came floating a «oft thrilling laugh 
and snatches or exclamations muffled by the silent* and darkness 
of a night saturated with the fragrance of spring a night that 
•orred a pa«sionate longing to live 

“Stop i! Mitya — trhat you Inching tor’ Tie old man'll start 
swearing you natch " he said no tongcr able to endure the silence, 
end untieing that Mtlya *„ „,hb,„g ft. „„„ Hl0l ^ „„ „ 
• desultory tarhion Milya Hopped „,ped the perspnalton from hit 
V J™* ">M'»nle-s on hns oar breathing hard 
, <w eteamboata abont today eoiuehow Been sailing 

so long and only emne . eras, one ot ’em " 

Went nn * e * 1 ° S tkat Mitya eunced no intention of replying he 
wort on argumentatively 

lust navigation ham t started vet It’s only 

make » foe time — the Volga’s pdloi 

toMer you’ Go, B.0 ,,„J ^ M.tya or rrh.t’ Eh’" 
do yon van,’" Vuy , 1IrtA1 

diag? U»Jg .If* P »“ ” r <W ‘ »«■ "T *»» 
Oh. ^ '‘™ Cl "“ l * L " H Tor a Ban 
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Giving himself a laugh in the knowledge of Ins own superiority, 
Sergei followed it up with a deep grunt, then fell silent for i 
while, broke off a whistle he had started and pursued his tram of 
thought 

“Thinking' That ain’t a pastime for a common man Look at 
jour father — he doesn t worrj his head jet he lues Spooning with 
jour wife and making fun o’ jou the two of ’em jou wise chump 
^ es' Thats the I bet jou Masha’s pregnant already, what 9 

Don’t get scared the kid won’t take after jou He’ll be a sturdy 
bounder like Silan Petrov — you can take lhaJt from me He’ll be 
registered as tour* jou know Some bioune** let me tell jou' Ha’ 
Call jou ‘daddy ’ And you wont he his daddy but his brother by the 
looks o’ it His daddy’ll be his grandpa' How do jou like that' Gad 
what a dirty bunch o dinners' A dare-devil lot' T*n’t that so Mitya 9 * 
‘Sergei’” came a passionate agitated almost sobbing whisper 
* For Christ's sake don t tear m> heart don’t torture me leave me 
alone' Be quiet' In the name of God I beg you not to speak to 
me, *top tormenting me stop sucking my blood I’ll throw myself 
in the river, and a great «in will lie on you 1 11 destroy my soul — 
leave me in peace' I swear by God — please' ” 

The silence of the night was rent b) a painfully shnll cry, 
and Mitja dropped on the logs as though struck down by something 
heavy that had fallen out of the sullen clouds poised above the 
1 lack river 

‘There there' muttered a dismayed Sergei, watching the figure 
of his companion writhing on the logs as though seared by a 
burning flame * 1 ou’re a funny chap' If you take it so bad why 
didnt you er why didnt jou saj «o silly * 

' You’ve been tormenting me all the way Why 9 What am I — 
jour enemy 9 eh 9 jour enemy 9 ’ Muja whispered passionately 
‘Funny chap you are' Reallv you are'” stammered Sergei m 
a fluttered and injured tone How’* I to know 9 I don t know what’s 
going on in your soul'” 

* I want to foiget it all don l you understand' Forget it for all 
time' My disgrace the terrible anguish You’re savages' 1 11 
go away' I’ll go for ever I can’t «tand rt any more' ” 

“Yes go away' ' bellowed Sergei in a voice that reverberated 
over the nver, and followed up the exclamation with a thun 
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'ending out a column of hot air, as he dipped his oar to larboard 
and gate a powerful tug 

“Don’t o\erdo it, Masha dear ,> ’ he observed, seeing her make 
the same dexterous movement with her oar 

Plump and round, with black impudent eyes and rosy cheeks, 
barefooted, wearing only a wet «arafan that clung to her body, she 
turned her face to Silan and said with a tender smile 

“\<m take too much care of me I m preltt strong thank God'” 
M f don’t when I kiss you ” said SiHji with a shrug 
“loti shouldn’t 1 ” «he whispered provokingli 
They said nothing for a while devouring each olher with hungry 
eye* 

The water rippled dreamily beneath the nfl« Somewhere far 
away on the lee the cocks began to crow 

The rafts sailed on with a faint rocking motion towards the 
thinning melting darkness, where the clouds now stood out in 
•harper contours and lighter «hades 

“Silan’ D’you know what thev were squealing about there 7 I 
know, honestly I do’ Mitya mu«t have been complaining about us 
to Sergei and started whining for nu«er> and Sergei swore at us” 
Masha searched lus face which at her words had grown grim 
cold and hard 

•Well wliat of H 9 lie asked drily 
‘ Oh nothing * 

“If it’s nothing there nothing to talk about ” 

“Don’t be angry’” 

‘ Wliat it you 7 Id Jiki to at time® but I just couldn't” 

“Do you love your Masha 7 ” she whispered playfullv, bending 
towards Inm 

*Ooooch ,M he ejaculated with an exprcs«ne grunt and hold- 
ing out his powerful arms to her he *aid between clenched teeth 
“Come here Don’t tease ” 

She curved her lithe body like a cat and slipped softly into hi« 
arms 

“We’ll throw the rafts ofT the course again 1 ” he whispered 
kissing her face lli3t flamed under lus lip 5 

’“Enough"' It’s getting light Ttiev can see n» from the other 
end ” 
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She tried to wnzgle free but Ins arm tightened abou* her 
Can the)’ Let em see' Let everybody see' To bell with them 
all 1 m committing a «in that* a fact I know it What of it’ III 
answer for it before Cod Aou haven t been his wife anyway That 
means you re free to do anything you like with yourself Its hard 
on him’ I know it i s hat about me 9 I) 5011 think there's any 
thing flatten iv m hvm® with a «ons wife’ Though, it's true 
)oure not hi wife s till' Takin" my *ocial position what do I 
look like now’ And Bn l it a «in before God’ It is' I know it all' 
And I ve gone agam<t it all And damme it & worth it' We liye once 
on this earth and ma\ die any day Ah Maria' If only I’d have 
waited another month before marry in? off Mitya* Things would ha' 
been different As soon as Anfi*a died, I d have sent a matchmaker 
down to you-and the thin®, done' AH lawful and proper' No 
and no *hame' It was my mistake It II eat the heart out o’ iae 
Tor five or ten year* that mistake will Kill you before you die- " 
Oh come drop it, don t worry about it. We ve talked it over 
plenty and enough” whi*pered Masha, and gently twi«Ung out of 
his arms she went back to her oar He began jerkily and violent!* 
plying his oar as if desirous of shaking off the weight that pressed 
on his che*t and can a sudden ’hadow a-ro*® his hand«ome face 
Uay was breaking 

The clouds growing thinner straggled across the sky as if re* 
tmt of *Wl ,a C Way f ° r ,He nS, " ? ‘ un ' n,e v,al " »™n«I the cold 


“He mentioned it again the other day ‘Dad,’ he *ay*, isn t 
a ” d for U ‘ h > ou ^ Give her up’- 

and com 'T' S ‘ ,a '* Pe,rov wl,h a "^7 ’mile “ Cue her up 

and come to your senses* *My son’ I says, ‘my dear son get out 

, „„ •' T “ '™V'> 1®P *w 1 1! t,„ to p, ra 111, 

Ik, 6ar Ihu ^ ’ 0 “"" S W ‘ ° r ! °“ r "I"* C “ r «> k. 

He lb !Ll . 1 !’, rOU '’ hl * urfl a degenerate like you into the world.’ 
flui?™ T ' D,d “ " ke ,.,s "I. your 

... Zrxz ^3 V 2^ . 

r ml,ns ^ ai if t “ 

- — 
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l,a '7 1 * sf ,n > sumption nowaday, 1 Another fellow in my place— 
ugh Wed soon .hale off the nooeel And we’re only pnttmg our 

"If “ t0 ", " 1,0 1 ™» S lut «o'H drew it tight about each other " 
What do you mean’" Masha ashed timidly, gaiing fearfnll, 
at the grim face of the man, aloe whole personality emanated a 
cold tremendous force 

“I mean if he died that's what I mean If on!) hed die 
wouldnt it be wonderful 1 Kterythingd drop into its rut I'd gne 
)°ur folks the land— that would keep their mouths shut— and ton 
and Id go to Siberia or to the Kuban 1 Who’s she’ She's my 
Vl e J ou 8 et me? obtain the necessarv document I’d 

open a «hop , n «om e village And we’d live our lives together 
an pray o our sin to God We don’t need much Tle’d help 

him* 1 it’ aV ‘Sa’ 1 '' “ °" r “ nK "” C ' 

‘V>es” she sighed and with eje* tighllv screwed up «he be 
came lost in thought 

They were silent for a while There was no <ound hut the 
rippling of the water 

He’s a sickly fellow Maybe he II die *oon ” said Silan 
Petrov in a muffled voice 

I hope to God it happens soon 1 ” murmured Masha m a fer 
Tid voice, and made a sign of the cro«s 


Tlie beams of the spring sun streamed m a flood of sparkling 
go and rainbow on the water A wind rose and ever>thmg quiv 

ered into life, stirred and smiled The blue sky amid the clouds 

f j , ,0 ° at l ^ e sur > kissed waters Th e clouds were now left be 
hind the rafts 

There, gathered in a dark heavy cluster they hung irresolute 
an motionless over ihe broad river, as if contemplating a wa> 
esca P e ^ rom the living spring sun ncli with jo> and lustre, 
e inveterate enem) of these mothers of winter blizzards who had 
tarried before the onset of spring 

n °f the rafts the clear blue sk> shope bright!), and the 
*un still matutinally fresh but v email) lmfriant mounted majes 

^ * lnto the azure depths of the heavens riut of the purple gold 

"aves of lh c nV er V 
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T., the mb loomed the tawnj ridge of the full* bank in a 
eiepn girdle of forests and to the left th c p a | e emerald carp* 
of the meadows gleamed in a diamond spangle of dew. 

TU SU cc U le n , smell of ,} rc earth, of new-born era -a and die 
.esmous odours of the pine were naM on lh( . a ; r . 

^ilan Petros threw a look at the oarsmen behind, 
inn f.T> A M, *\ a ‘ IOOd n,W,onlf '* at their oars, but it wa* 
. w 7T ”^' 0n «>" their faces. 

He shifted his glance to Madia 

round I Tn* JJ? 1 *** **»*»* U hn oar ' t] * shrank into a small 
"Sjl ! A l <>'a raaa.1 Mara har «W. 

" >'P» ■" Hat M. alluring .mil, that 

no r?" ml adoraLla 

.11 I ’ “r T "»»> S.1.U Pa.,. a „1H 

* t EZSZZ*- ,nhns * -“*> -*■ - — *■ 

•tartlad , U * ttnae a to send a,ar)lli!ng r or Ling and long did ilia 
•tanled auhoa. ra-oiind „,at tl* h.Uy |„„k. 
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Wc ivt.Rl. TWIVTTStT MIS twent)-«ix livmc machines cooped up 
in a daik hole of a l t««nciM where (com mom till night we kneaded 
dough making prettrli and cracknel* The windows of our I ase 
ment faced a sunken am line! with bricks that were prem with 
slnre, the windows out*ide were enca«ed in a do«e vl iron prating 
and no ray of sunshine could reach us through the panes which 
were covered with mral Our Loss had fenced the window# off 
to present an> of !us l read going to leggars or to tho*c of our 
comrades who were out of work and Marring — our bo»s called 
ns a bunch of rogues and gave ns tainted tripe for dinner instead 
of meat 

Stuff j and crow dot! was life in that *lon\ dungeon heneath a 
low hanging ciding covered l»v soot and cohwel « fife was hard 
and sickening within tho«e thiik walls smeared with dirt stains ami 
mildew Vie got up at five in the morning, heavy with lack 
of sleep and at «ir dull and listless we «it down to the table to 
make pretzels and cracknels out of the dnu'*h our comrades had 
prepares! wlule we were sleeping And all day long from mom 
ing till ten o’clock at night some of us »al at the table kneading 
the stiff dough and swajmg the bod) to fight numbne«j, while 
others were mixing flour and water And all day long the simmer 
ing water m die cauldron where the pretzels were cooking gnr 
C lcd pensnelv and sadl) and the Laker’s shovel clattered angril) 
and swiftly on the hearth*tone throwing slipper) coiked pieces 
of dough onto the hot bricks From morning till night the wood 
burned at one end of the oven and the ruddy glow of the Aimes 
flickered on the bakery wall* ns though grinning at us The huge 
oven resembled the ugly head of «ome fantastic monMcr thrust up 
from under the floor, its wide open jaws ablaze with glowing fire 
hreaf fung incandescent flames and heat at us and watcAin" our 
ceaseless toil through two sunken airholes over its forehead These 
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l»o hollow. wcto like e, es — tile pmlea, unpassire e,e, ot a non 
Mtr the. looked at u, with ao imamble dark .cowl, u though 
• cat, wilh looking at .lain „f whom nM] „„ g co „| d ^ 

cijwclcd and whom ihet de-pured «„h ,he cold contempt ol wiw 

Da, in da, out, amid Ihe meal dud and the grime that we 
wou t in on our feci from tin* >ard m the smelly stuffiness of 
die ho, haeemen, w. kneaded the dough and made pretzel, which 
were "prinkled will, our .weal and we hated our work wuth a 
fierce hatred, and neier wha, our hand, had made, preferring 
*'L r " L " J ' 1 S “’'"S *' • long tahle f.Lg o« 

ano*e,-„ „e „h h„di and f worked 

S S ? ' ' '“ s " d « >“ d 

And ue h A 1 lal * ' n ° longer watched our moTement, 

knew ' Vr ff mn "i"""" 1 "> a ™>lhcr that each of m 

atm, .e ,e " ”d°l «' l ” d "“W “ 

we .wore for th- ^ i ' * nd * ere ®'l enl *H ^c time — unlc-, 
for erneeialli " * •“,! lomething one can .wear at a man 

;; .11 T, . ' r h ' ” f d ' 3d ” '■ »' . -one un.ee, 

lenee u awfuHnd ‘r 1^ ""‘'"’’S burden of lo,l? S. 

„o “ *” d »'»”'> foe tho.e who hale ,a,d all there 

a mple a'n'd T’' '"" d » "" « dl ™»P»lo" „ lenee ,. 

woull le,,„ dn ‘a"""’? "o aang and thu >. how our ,ong 
deep „,h* ij,. * "«*•* aomefcodr would .uddeul, heaie a 
,hi£ £” * '"Z ®" d ^ waftll to „„g one of 

lijrWn the heavy turd* V f°T mournfu Hy trader melody always 
would ,Z 31 ™ ,h ' heart 0,e of fc m™ 

«”M fide and die ala7 her'Lh dT *°” l! " 

1 kn the languidim- flame, or . dw ,° I 'l’ rrM ' te ba-ement ceiling 
.utuirm „ I, ° f * ““Pi" the .teppe en a wet 

ol 'cad Then au,,',,, ,,^ °T 'i" ® ard ® M» « 

would float drearil. ,.,u ,hc firrt - a "d two toice. 

t- And dim, of our crowded 

•«K-t would U T0,C ” “ ODCC *«*« tale up the 

” * r rai to break om rkT j ***** & ov stremcer and loud 

P™«. .. 1 “P” 'l' ■ U "P l '-t wall, of cm, don. 



twenty snc men and a cjri 


All the twenty m are singing, loud voice® brought to bar 
roony by long practice fill the workshop, the song is crimped for 
room, it breaks again t the stone walls, moaning and weeping and 
s irs the heart with a gentle prickly pain reopening old wounds 
and wakening anguish in the soul The singers draw deep and 
heavy sighs, one will suddenly break oil and sit listening for a 
long time to his comrades singing then his voice will mingle again 
in the general chorus Another wall cry out dismally “Ach 1 ” 
singing with closed eyc«, and maybe he sees the broad torrent of 
sound as a road leading far away a wide road lit up by the bril 
liant sun, and be himself walking along it 

The flames in the oven still fliciccr the bakers shovel still 
scrapes on die bnck the water in die cauldron still bubbles and 
gurgles, the firelight on the wall still flutters in silent laughter 
\nd we chant out through words not our own the dull ache with 
in us, tlie gnawing grief of living men deprived of the sun, the 
grief of slaves And so we lived twenty-six men, m the basement 
of a big stone house, and so hard was our life that it «eemed as 
though the three stones of the house were built cn our slioul 
der« 


Besides our songs there was something else that we loved and 
cherished something that perhaps filled the place of the sun for 
us On the second floor of our house there was a gold embroidery 
workshop 8 nd there among many girl hands lived sixteen year 
old Tanya a housemaid Fvery morning a little pink face pith 
blue merry eyes would be pressed to the pane of the little window 
cut into the door of our v orkshop leading into the passage, and a 
sweet ringing voice would call out to us 
“Jail birdies 1 Give me «ome pretzels’ 

would all turn our heads to the sound of that clear voico 
and look kindly and joyfully at the pure girlish face that smiled 
at us 60 sweetly ^ e liked to see the nose squashed against the 
glass, the little white teeth glistening from under rosy lips parted 
in a smile fte would rush to open the door for her jo«thng each 
other and there she would be so winsome and sunny, holding 
out her apron standing before us with her little head slightly tilt 
ed, and her fice all wreathed in smiles A thick long braid of 
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•'hr-'inut hair hung him ler eh Miller on her I rra*t Ue gfimr 
i-norant u"lr mm fool up at her— (he threshold rise# four tfep* 
afove the floor — fool up at her with rat*ed hralv ami wuli ber 
pood morning arl our word* of greeting ore special wo*il», found 
onlv for her When wo »pml to her our voices are softer 
our joking Ugh er l vending we lnv r for hrr tv «pma! The bak 
er ram out of t^e oven a «hovelful of the cm Mint browned J> retie!* 
and ‘hoots them adroitlv into Tanva< apron 

Mind the lo«s donnt rate!, von" we warn her She laugh* 
rogui*hh and cries nternlv 

Gnod l, e iailh.de.'" aam.tie, a „, n vi,„. |,l, » 
little mou*r 


And that la nil I ut long after alto ha. poor ve lalh about 
ter-„n rap He ,„ e ,1„„ E . „,j |k , Wo , E , rJ 

the and .e and erenth.n- around tut am Hi, aim, lltet 
*?" lhe is ' f ' ,or ' '“I*' li u vrr> painful and l.atd 
a a nan Ittm and nothin- aroonl him ihanam, and if it 
omni i the *oul in him t] :r longer he hm lli, more painful 
doe. ,h- ramoWih „1 thiop. atimnindm. h,m berome . Me nl 
, Ul ' d /' * »»* dm •onetime, made u. fml 

dt-su led mil, onr.ehe, and on, eoai-e ahamele-a talk That *1 
,,V'?n7 lh ' no knee did not probal.l) de-erte 

bad end “ *? °"»' “>1 Hu. nl Tan,. ,, nerer aaid a 
and .be one ol oa ever daieil lo loucb her mih Ina hand 

Z h “ ri * l” 1 ' <">"■ -or -f u, Perhap. ... 

iS . M " ;“> rf 'oor-ho eoufd Pad, befoie «r p« 
bccaum ahe . " E kemeo. and vamali Or pertiapa it eaa 

rCt '"> WituI (dTd eVerjaLp .1-1 

though bard labour” rC ' PW1 ’ e ' fn Wl11 ' rou ^ 1 men Moreoter 

an object of wor.h.„ t- * *'“ man beings could not live without 
and hobodv e ]. e pa ,S ‘ han * he ,hcTe Uas "obody about us 

though there were dorm 7* ° U * ‘' in c ,n the ba*ement— 
probably chiefly— v e re I ®r , "’ 3n! * ,n 'he house And finally— 
w, aonidun- tLi V ' fmtiinn Z ‘hat belonged to 

our duty to me '? ° ur prrt2e,s > made it 

** * ‘i. e & :w t vs eh r\*"* ^ ame ° ur daj > 

a>mo.t a holy ,„c, that endeared her to m 


ever 
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more from daj to day Besides pretzels we gave Tan) a a good 
deal of advice — to dress warmly, not to run quickly up«tairs not 
to carrj heavy bundles of firewood She listened to our counsels 
with a smile retorted with a laugh and never obejed them but we 
did not take offence — we were satisfied to «how our solicitude for her 
Often »he a«ked ua to do thinga for her She would for 
instance, ask us to open a refractory door in the cellar or chop some 
wood and we would gladly and with a peculiar pride do these 
things for her and an) thing cl«e she asked 

But when one of us asked her to mend Ins only shirt sle 
sniffed scornfully and said 
1 Catch me* Not likely’ * 

Vfe enjoyed a good laugh at the «illy fellows expense and 
never again j>#ked her to do anjthing \le loved her — and (her* 
all is said A man always wants to foist his love on somebodv or 
other though it frequently oppre ses sometimes sullies and his 
love may poison the life of a fellow creature for in loving he 
does not respect the object of his love We had to love Tanya for 
there woa no one else we could love 

At tim« one of us would sudden!) begin to argue something 
like this 

What s the idea of making such a fuss over the kid’ Whats 
there «o remarkable about her anyway’” 

We’d «oon brusquely silence the fellow who spoke like that — 
we had to have something we could love we found it and loved 
it and what we tuent) *ix loved «tood for each of us it was our 
lioly of hohe and an) body who went against us in this matter 
was our cneni) Ue love perhaps what is not really good but 
then there are twent) six of us and we therefore want the object 
of our adoration to be held sacred b) others 

Our love is no less onerous than hate and, perhaps that 
is why some stiff necked people claim that our bate is more flit 
tenng than love But why do they not shun us if that is so’ 

In addition to the pretzel bakehou«c our bo= s had a bun baker) 

It was situated in the same hou««. and onl) a wall divided it 
from our hole The bun bakers however of whom there were 
four held them-elves aloof from us considered their work cleaner 
7-8 0 



maxim corky 


than our* and themselves therefore belter men, the) never visit 
erl out workshop and treated us with mocking front whenever 
the) met us in the yard Neither «!»<! we vi«it them — the boss binned 
uch waits for fear we would steal l uns Me did not like the 
Inn bakers, becau«e we envied them — their work was easier than 
oura they got Letter wage*, thev were fed better, they had a rorm) 
am workshop and thev were all so clean and healthy, and 
hence *o odious Me, on the other hand were all a vellov grev 
faced lot three of u* were til with 9)r hi]i«, .ome were tcahl v 
and one w a , crippled b> rheumatism On holidays and off da)* 
l e> n«e.| to dre«« up in suits and creaking high bools two of 
hem po« eased accordions and all u*ed to go out for a ‘troll in 
the park whilst we were dres*M filth) -alter* with rags or 
shoes on our feet and the police wouldn’t let il* into the park 
now could we love the bun baker* 9 

"*■ thal lhe,r baker had taken I" 

I , at \ e , **ad d»rm*«ed him and taken on another i» 
place and that the new- man was an ex «old.er who went about in 
non?? ' Va “ tfoat an , d had a '*atch on a gold cl, am We were ca 
° 8 00 ^ al t ^ at dandy and even now and then one 

Of «» would run out into the yard m the hope or seeing him 

i ut he came to our workshop himself Kicking open the door 
S* d °°™y "nviling and *a,d to 
Hullo» How do you do boys' ’ 

round ' h!, rW rl a ' r r U 1 ,h, ? e ” ,rou ? 1 ' ,5 "- door ,n a «mok) cloud edd.ed 
u? h,s Llr T?' e ** ‘ ,00<1 lhe looking down at 

me moustarbe u”* ,eeth nas,>m " from u oiler his fair swagger 
emlroidered w.ih^n V ' a,,tcoal wa * ,nd «d unique— a blue affair, 

«ome kind of red «tonT TT? 1 h” “'“‘"II? "'' h lM "’ nns ° f 

He u,,. , i . The cfl 3,1,1 was there loo 

ruddy cheeks and *bat «oldie r — tall slron" with 

k.na “* ”■« -I.—* 

and from unc ] e r an Z, r . 3 " hl,e »•««<' starched cap 

low of a highly JET”**' ap "° n ,he P° ,n,ed 

Our ch.efbl? , , **" ° f faiT " on3b,e ^ots 
Phed ,0 C, °*t ^ d °° r He “* 

fell over each LJ? Jo* m W**?"™* u * about the boss We 
telling him that the boss was a skinflint, a 
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crook a scoundrel and a tormentor — we told him eiery thing there 
was to tell about the boss that couldn t be put m writing here 
fhe soldier listened twitching his moustache md regirding ih with 
that gentle clear look of hi« 

*\ou*\e a lot of girls around here he «aid «uddenl\ 

Some of us laughed politely olltcrs pulled sugar) fires mil 
some one informed the soldier that there were mrc hits in the 
place 

‘ Use ’em’ asked ‘he soldier w ilh a know in" wink 
Agwn we laughed a rather «ul tlued rmharra«=cil laugh 
Many of us would have liked to make the soldier believe they veto 
as gay lads as he was but they couldn t do it none of us could 
do ft Somebody confessed a* much saving quietly 
‘ How comes we 

“M’yes you’re a long way off 1 said the soldier conuneedly 
subjecting u» to a clo*e «rnitin\ You re not er up to the 
mark Vmt got the character the proper «hapc you 
know, look® 1 Looks is what a woman like* about a man* Giw 
her a regular 1 OU) everythin*, "ju'f'W Then '6{ cOurs e «ho likes 
i hit of muscle Likes an arm to lie an arm here s the stuff' 

The soldier pulled his right hand out of his pocket with the 
•leeve rolled back to the elbowr and held it up for tis to «ec 
He had a strong white arm covered with «hinmg golden hair 

“The leg the chest — everything must be firm And then a 
mans got to le proj erlv dressed in shipshape form Now 
fhe women ja c ! fall for m- Vmd \ou I don t call em or tempt 
eni — they ban" about mv neck five at a time 

He Sat down on a sack of Hour and spent a Ion" time in telling 
us how the women loved him and how dashingly he treated them 
Then he took his leave and v hen the door closed behind him with 
« squeak we sat on in a lone ilence meditating over him and 
Ins stones Then «udrtenlv evervhodv <pohe up nt once and it 
transpired that we had all taken a liking to him Such a simple 
nice fellow the wav le came in «at down and chatted Nobod) 
ever came to see ii« nebodv talked to m like that in a friendlv 
way And we kept on talkin'* about him and his future success 
with the seamstresses who on meeting Us m the yard either 
steered clear of us with lips offensively pursed or bore straight down 
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o- a lhoj®h we ?Ld tat s^and in l^eir path at 2 U And * e 
rly adm,red tbe-o. n i*e vard or wlea thev p 2 '*ed oar window' 
dr~*ed n m: * !t e cips --d fir eoa 5 in t v e wnn’er, and n 
Fowe*v b*t ti bt m v red par-'oU n the «umrser B"t 
’ro”" ci *. of i l e«e "uls in a wst tbs’, had tlrr 

beard u »o-l »e r.ad t rn n-jd »itn bare and ir*u!t. 

‘‘I b j* re ie«rl *po 1 litlc Tarya’” *aid the chief bal'f 
(ideal » f e 

~"e « ail iroek rant hv if s «ta eir<Tt Vi* had «onrho' f 
fu "’ >1 lama the soldier feared to have blo”ed her out w th 
h i large, hand -ore fig'te Ibn a noisy argu^nl bnA.* ov.t tone 
•a J Ua T.nn would no* «ta-d for iL *oce s*«erted ths’ she 
<%oJd be una !-» to re- 1 t v e ‘old-ers ehanr*, a'd others pf°“ 
o«ed to Ire** tl e felloe » bace< in the event of h m r-sking love to 
Tama Finall a I , *ci'*ed to keep a *. a*ch on the fold er 
Tama ard wm the k d to beware of bin. That pet a *top 
to V » am.TTT 

\Ixl .. m ih pa *d The «<-|lier Hked 1 jn? went on* w-h 
the «e3m.-»re«-e» frerpemlv d opped n to «ee it* tint never < a ?i 
)RiTlhiT» aboi t Ir victone* — all he did was to turn lip h» oaotn- 
ta he and lick 1 is iro, * 

Tanva rame evrrv trom ng for her ptrtrl* aod was invariable 
*-ay sweet and gentle \Te tried to brO’'h ibe fid jert of tbe * 0 * 
***** with ber — «be called bin “a pop-eyed dumj’* and other fnr>‘ 
nj car's an I tb t *'l our raipd* at r»-L \Ce v're proud of oor 
1 1tle girl wh»-i we saw how the ■ea'ns'res*'* c’ung to U e «ol&er 
Tama’s a!H.nd* towards hi~ locked ti« all cp and mier Iw* 
jp^Lcnce a* it were. «c curs'lves began to ewr'e tcw-rcL bun an 
attifc-h* or -corn IT* loved hm core than ever and greeted ber 
norr gladlv and kindly ln morning:-, 

One dav however the «o’dier dropped in on u» a hale the 
vrr ^ for drri «at down and began to laugh an! when we ask'd 
tra what L» was at. be explained 

“Two c e th—n have bad a fi-H ever me Luis an! Crusba 
ica should bare seen wba* tley d d to each other’ \ regular 
ternm, ha-ha’ 0-e of ’em grabbed the othe* by the hair dragged 
her all over the floor into tb* p’=*age then go* on top of her 
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ha ha ha' Scratched each other* mng« tore their clothes 
U a<n’t that funny * Now why can’t these females have a straight 
fight’ Vi hy do the\ «cratch ch 9 ' 

He sat on a bench looking *o cVan and health) and clu*erfu) 
laughing without a stop We said nothin" Somehow he was odious 
to u« this time 

“Why am 1 «uch a luckv devil with the girls’ It* a ‘cream’ 
Wh) I ju«t wink mv eye and the tricks done'” 

He raised his white hand* covertd with glosav hairs and 
1 rought them down on his knee* with a slap He «urveved «•> with a 
look of pleased surprise as though himself genuine!) astoni bed 
at the luck) turn of his afTairs with the ladies His plump ruddv 
physiognomy *hone with «mug pleasure and he repeatedh passed 
his tongue oicr his bps 

Our chief baker angnl) rattled bis «honl on the hearth and 
suddenly said *arca«Ucalh 

* It’s no great fun felliii" little fir trees — I’d like to «ec what 
you'd do with a pine'” 

‘ Eh what 9 VI ere vou talking to me’’ a ked the soldier 
you " 

“What did vou <av 9 ” 

‘ Never mind Let it la) ” 

‘Here hold on’ Vlhat’s it all about’ VUiat d’you mean — 
pine 9 ” 

Our baker did not replv His «hoveI moved swiftl) in the 
oven tossing m lolled pretzels and discharging the baked ones 
noisily onto the floor where boss «at threading them on ba*t 
'•rings He seemed to have forgotten the soldier But the latter 
«uddenlr got excited He rose to his feet and siepned up to the 
cnen exposing him*elf to the imminent danger of bein" struck in 
the che-t bv the shovel handle that whisked spasmodiealh in the air 

“Vow look here— who d vou mean 7 Tliat’s an m=ult \PJiy 
there ain’t a girl that could re»i*t me* No fear’ And here are 
vou, hinting thin"* against me ” 

Indeed he appeared to be "enumelv offended FvidentI) the 
only source of his self respect wa« his ability to «edure women 
perhaps this ability was the onlv livin" attribute he could boa«t 
the only thing that made h:n feel a human being 
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, ' fc ’ 0 ’ l,f ' »oll™s belles 0. 

.iff,*" * ° f ^ « n=h The, cherish it ihsoush 

from it tho ' ^ i o° 6 * pnn S °f Me lo them While suffering 
rrm ''" -> - **> »m P h,u .b„», .» 
bourn Tb-1 TfT'r lh ' " 1 " rw of their neigh 

onle ih„» i , V ° r ■'"P'f'f fro™ people and this I. lie 

, n V‘" hi! " D ' l ’ n ” ,h ™ malad, eure 

lo e lh. el ’” d “ lU •» «>'rle mineable because the, mil 

- »h,n,”s ‘""' e "* ‘I”* H ' •»" *"™ «■ OUS b.l 

“^O you tel! me— who i« lt »" 

“mo' 1 '" '“ 1 ** bsl " "■"»«« on him -uddenl, 

Dvoa know Tanva 9 ” 

“Well 9 ” 

■“SJ. ,lm ,0, ‘ See -ha, ,ou „u do Here 
“Yes you ” 

3”.! Eas,er>n «pmin*»” 

Well see'” 

“You’ll see' Raa'" 

“Why shell ” 

It wont take a month 1 ” 

louse cocU *o H)n a)Rt 

"“'^.oo'Whodrdiou.. 

Ybe baker snddenli n_ 

*1 The soldier Tell bark ' n, ° * ra ^ C an< * brandished hi« «hov 
e - silence. m nt £j “"TTT’ «f«W « *U for 
All tbroueh lh,* ertrtjrn ” * A [ n ? T »* ,n and vent out. 

haring been engaged in it, ** ° ,r P«ce our interest 

* e eJ > broke out tBt0 .Jj «“«r-at.on But when the soldier lef* 
IOM ■»« animated tp m h 


a 9 P-ha» 
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Somebody cried out to the baker 
“Tli at ‘a a bad business you’ve started. Pavel ,H 
*Cet on ’"ilb your voiVl" mapped the baker 
We realized that the soldier In! I»em put on bis high rope* 
and that Tania was in danper while mtbrmp this we were 
nil gripped by a tense but thrilling ntrnxsitv as to vrliat would !>e 
the outcome ol it Would Tanya bold her own aeaimt tbe soldier 7 
We almost unanimously voiced the conriction 

Tama 7 Shell bold lier ground’ ‘'be amt rssv prey’’’ 

We wert terribly keen on testing our i lol we «s«i luoutly 
tried to convince each nt! rr that our Idol was a staunch Idol and 
would come out on top in this engagement We ended up by rr 
I rosin-* our d lulls ns to whether we bad sufficiently gosded the 
«oldier fearing that lie wool! forget the wiper and that we would 
base to prick hi« ronccit some more Henceforth a new exciting 
interest bad come into our lues something w r bad never known 
lefore We argued among otir«elvc» for day* on end, we all some 
bow seemed to base grown cleverer spokr better am! more It 
seemed as thouch w e were playing a sort of game with the devil 
and the stake on our *ide was Tanya \nd when wc had learned 
from the bun 1 nkrrs that the soldier had started to “make a dead 
«ct for Tama* our excitement rose to such a furious pitch and life 
became such a thrilling experience for us that we did not even 
notice liow the loss had taken advantage of our wtouc! t up feel 
ings to throw in extra work by raising the daily knead to fourteen 
y oods of dough Wed In i even reem to tire of the work TanvaVnaroc 
was all day Ion" oi our Ii| * \nd we nwntcd her morning visits 
with a peculiar impatience -\l times we fancied that when she came in 
to «ee us it would be a different Toma not the one wc always knew 
We told her nothin* however s! out the wager W e nevcT asked 
her anv questions and treated hir in the same pood natured loving 
wav But something new had crept into our attitude something that 
was alien to our former feelings for Tanya—and that new element 
was keen nmositv keen and cold hke a blade of steel 

‘Boy 8 * Times up today’” «aid the baker one morning as he 
began work 

We were well aware of it without Ins reminder \et we all 
started 
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“'OU watch her ^hell «oon come m’ 1 suggested llte lak 
er ‘'ome one exclaimed in a lone of regret 
It s not a tl mg the eve can catch’” 

And again a Inch noisy argument sprang up Todav, at 
length we would know how clean and incontaminate was the ve* 
«el in which we had laid all the treisure that we possessed That 
morning we suddenly real zed for the fir«t time that we were gam 
Ming for hn»h ‘lakes that this test of our idol might destroy it 
for us altogether All these da>s wo had 1 ecn hearing that the 
«oldier was do«gedh pursuing Tan) a with hu ntlentions hut for 
some rea<on none of us asked her what her altitude was toward* 
him She continued regularly to call on us every morning for 

her pretzels and was always her usual «elf 

On that day too we soon heard her voice 
“Jail birdies' lee come 

We ha-tened to let hex m and when she came in we greeted 
her contrary to our custom will, sdence \le looked hard at her 
and were at a lexs what to sav to I er what to a«h her \te Mood 
ore er in a silent sullen crowd She was obviously surprised 
a t e unu*ual reception and suddenly we «aw her turn pale look 
aimou, and Hr resiles,!, Then m a choky voice she a.krd 
^Why are you all so strange” 

P" • ! t y™"' «>"“ ■» i,. 

eyes^fived on her face 
“What about me’” 

* ’Nothing * 

“Well give me the pretzels quick * 

«til] glSo,, wTare” Te, ° r " d '" lh °" 1 ‘" mn ' T h “ fVC * 

TV SttCr 4 anA ^ , ‘ a Pr ea, ed through the door 
fall calmly " P ** wre ^ an< * !urnm S to the oven Id 

Th ' "° ,lIwr ’ 8 do ”* 11 the I lighter* ’ 

... do»r^” ",i 1 “ “W« I'Ve . herd ef .onhng .heep 

toJoee ■" a •P-'t'h**"! « to o», Jo, l P««Mlj 

“Maybe it isn’t. » 

"Shot op’ Enoogh of th,,.- shouted lhe |. al , r 
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He all knew him for a clever man, cleverer than an) of u« 
And that shout of lux we understood a« meaning that he was con. 
\tnced of the «o!dier*s victor) He felt *ad and perturbed . .. 

At twelve o’clock — the lunch hour — the soldier came in He % is 
a« always c*can and spruce and — is always — looked ik straight 
in the 6)0* Wc felt too ill at ease to look. nl him 

“Hell mi dear sirs d’you want me to show you what a «oI 
dier can do 0 ’ he said with a proud sneer “\ou go nut into the 
passage and peep through the cracks get me’ * 

He trooped into the passage and tumbling over each other 
pressed our faces to the chinks in the wooden wall looking onto 
the yard We did not hate to wait long Soon Tan)a came through the 
yard with a hurried step and anxious look shipping over puddle* 
of thawed *now and mud She disappeared through the door of 
the cellar Pre'cntl) the soldier sauntered past whistling and he 
went in too Ihs hands were thrust into Ins pockets and lie twitched 
his moustache 

It was raining and wc «aw the drops falling into the puddles 
x Inch puckered up it the impacts It wa* a grey wet day— a \erv 
bleak da) Snow still Ia\ on the roofs white on the ground dark 
patches of slush stood out here and there On the roofs too the 
snow was cohered with a brownish coating of dirt It was cold 
and disagreeable waiting in that passage 

The fir«t to come out of the cellar was the soldier He walked 
leisurely across the yard twitching hi s moustache Ins hands deep 
in Ins pockets — much the «ime lie alwaxs wa« 

Then Tan) a came out Her e>es her eves «hone with jo\ 
and happiness and her Ups smiled And she walked a» though in 
a dream swa)ing with uncertain gait 

It was more than we could endure We all made a «udden ru«h 
for the door burst into the yard and began )ellmg and whistling 
at her in a fi“rce loud, savage uproar 

She started when she saw us and stood stock-still her feet m 
o dirty puddle We surrounded her and cur«ed her with a sort of 
malicious glee in a torrent of profanity and shameless taunts 
Wc did it unhurried!) quietly seeing that she had no way 
of escape from the circle around her and that we could jeer at 
her to out heart’s content It tx strange hut xse did not hit her 



106 


MAXIU CORKY 


She stood sand us and turned her head from side to *ide listen 
•ng to our insults And we ever more fiercely ever more funousl) 
Hung at her the dm and poison of our wrath. 

Her face drained of life Her blue eves which the moment 
before had looked so happ> were dilated her breath came m gasp* 
and her lip* quivered 

And ue having *urrounded her were wreaking our \engeance 
>n her— for had she not robbed ns’ She had belonged to us we 
had *pent our best sentiments on her and though that be«t wa* 
* mere beggar* pittance we were twentv-sir and «he was one and 
there was no aipnitah we could inflict that wa fit to meet her gui’t’ 
insulted her’ She «,d not a word hut s.mplt 
gared at us with a look of «hcer terror and a long «hudder went 
lhrou»h her bodt 

tie guffawed in howled w e *narled Other people joined 
w On us pulled the *leesc of Tama* blou*e 

uddenl her esc* blared she rai-ed her hand* in a «low ges 
tore to put 1 er hair straight and «aid loudU but calmlv straight 
irto our face* 


“Oh. sou miserable jail birds' ” 

Kn t *”* ‘ ,r “ ° ht <lown u * l u< ‘ m »f we had not been 
there had not stood in her path Indeed that is why none of us 
proved to be m her path 

wa * ^ clear of our circle *bc added just as loudly with 
out tuminc round, m a tore or scorn and pnde 

^ 'V™ ' OJ W * " An * *he departed— 
-traisht. lieautifnl and proud. 

, _ j ,1 rtand ng m the middle of the vard amid the mud 

undjr the ram and a p* r , Vv , 13( j nn 

old. ihT ,0 ° b * ck to *ton\ dungeon As or 
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The SEA — was laughing 

Stirred by the light sultry breeze it quivered and covered witli 
tin) npples which reflected the sun’s rap with dazzling brilliance 
it smiled at the blue sky with a thousand silvers smile« The va«t 
space between the «ea and the *ky rang with the merry sounds of 
splashing nates os the) raced one behind the other, towards the 
sloping beach of the spur The splashing waves and the glint of 
the sun reflected b) the thousands of npples on the sea merged 
harmonious)) m continuous movement full of animation and jo> 
The sun was happv because it was shining and the sea — because 
it reflected the sun's jubilant light 

The wind foiidl) stroked the «ilkv breast of the sea the sun 
warmed it with its burning rap and the sea, sighing drowsily 
under these tender caresses filled the hot sir with a salty fragrance 
The greenish waves breaking on the yellow beach bespattered it 
with white loam which melted on the hot sand with a soft sign 
and kept it moist 

The long narrow spur looked like an enormously tall tower 
which had fallen from the shore into the »ea Its slender spue 
rut into the limitless expanse of sparkling water its base was lost 
in the distant sultrv hazt which concealed the mainland, whena 
wafted by the wind came a repugnant smell that was inexplicable 
and offensive here in the m»d«t of the immaculate ®ea under the 
bright blue dome of the sky 

On the beach which was strewn with fish scales a fishing net 
htiDg on poles driven into the ground casting spider web shadows 
on the sand Several large boats and a small one were lying in a 
row, and the waves, running up the beach seemed to beckon to 
them- Boat hooks, oars, baskets and barrels lay scattered in disord 
er and among them stood a shack built of willow branches and 
reeds, and covered with bast matting Before the entrance of trie 



Tliat day even the seagulls vere dazed by the heat. Some were 
I'lang on the sand in a row with droopin' wm 3 < and open beats; 
*? * *” B lazily rockin’ on the* wires, making no sound, and 

a * sli '- ln Z i'-om their eu-omarj rapacious act.u-j 

It «n»I to Vaa-.li tha, there s B sero-Lody else in the boat !*• 
s s d« Maha. Hid that Seryozhka hooted on to her again? V«rfH 

^ 1 T" ** *” d ’ sal "P. "i shading hia eyes «* 
hand, peered anx.oosly across the sea, tn,„g to ma ke ont »ho 

Tlie ^ ?, S' l ° 3 - M#lw Was *' ,lin S h *e stern and Peering- 
H ° m u\r ^ ozHa - He *« obviously not used 

*«g- T » wpoUni have to steer if Seryozhka were with her. 



Ahoy * V««*ili shouted impatiently 

Startled by the m tire «ea gulls on the Kind ro«e to their feet 
ind stood on the alert 

‘ A h o*o y* ’ citne Mahn nncing vrtce from tire boat 
V»ho’s that with you 9 ' 

A laugh rime in replv 

Shc-deul 1 ’ mutt-red \a«sili sueirmg under bn hreath ind 
spitting in di«gu«t 

He was dying to know hl»o was in th- I oat with Malta Rolling 
a cigarette he gazed intently at the nerk and back of the oar a man 
He could distinctly heir the *pla«h of the water at the stroke of the 
oars, the sand crun-hel tindir Ins h ire frit 

* Wito’s that with ton 9 he shouted »li»n he ih eerned a queer 
unfamiliar «mile on Milt a h handsome face 

‘ VI ait and sec’ ’ «he shouted hack with a laugh 

Tlic oar«man turned hi« face to the bea-h and glinting at Va*?il 
also laughed 

Tlie watchman frowned, trying to think who tlw “Iran-er coul l 
lie His face seemed familiar 

Pill! hard' ’ Mali a commanded 

Tlie waxes carried the boa* almost half length up the Israeli. It 
heeled over on its side and «trmk fist while tlie waves slipped back 
mto the sea Tlie oar«man jumped out of the I oat and <3id 
Hello, father*’ 

* Yakov * exclaims! \js c di in a choking voice mote amazed 
than pleased 

The two embraced an I ki sed each other, three times on the 
lips and cheeks Tlie expression of Vassiiis face was a mixture of 
pleasure and emharras. ment 

4 I looked and looked and felt a tickling m my heart 
I wondered what it was So it was you 9 Who could have thought 
it 1 * At fir^i I thought it was ‘•ervozhka but then I «aw it wasn’t 
And it turns out to be you' 

As he spoke \a»9ili stroked ms beard with one hand and ges 
ticulated with the other He was dying to look nt Mali a but the 
smiling eyes of hi» «on were turned on In* face and their brightness 
confused him The satisfaction he felt at having such a fine, strapping 
lad for a son was marred 1 > the embarrassment he felt at the prc« 
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rT ' r * He Mood m front of \akov, «teppmg from 

onr foot to the other and fired question after question at linn 
without writing for a in wer Fierythmg «i« mixed up in his heal 
and he *ilmo«l got a shock when he heard Malva say mockingly 

Dont «tand there jumping for jos * Take him into the shack 
and treat him tr something'* 

He turned t her \ mocking «mile played on her lips He had 
rever « <n her «mile like that before, and her whole 1 ody — round 
•oft and fre«h as always — looked different somehow, it looked strange 
‘'hi hiftel | er grecm«h eyes from father to «on cracking me! 
on seeds with her small white teeth Yakov looked from one to the 
• Uur with a smile nnd for several moments unpleasant for Vus- 
«ili the three remained *ilent 

^ ,n “ minuSeT " Vassih said suddenly, starling for the shack 
Yon pet out of the sun while I go and ? et some water We’ll 
rook MW III , omr cUn]cr Yll „ 

In ,1, mtamime „„ maki. 

’"“TT iT <’>'* '» « -mm," 

I tt" *!!,' /'It," P " ^ frnm ,,ir ?rnum * fear the shack walked 

w ■» fi r.H. 

..I?., ”* lako ' •"PP'-'l towards the .hack 

fi-ure at his (nr. t p '“Wong glance at Yakov’* sturdr 

Mmrklmg eie, * ,hort heard and at h- 

Jr ZS" K h '^ And ,h« W, „ fine" 

“No not verv m, *t" i ^ el1 ’ h n >0Ur fa,hrr "S^l much’* 

only a few prey halM ”P«^ed In find him much grever He ha* 
‘How ChTL , And . !, ° W h8,e >nd »- "tdl look**” 

“AW fife T '"T 

on for seventeen then - ” ^ llOTT "* 1 w ** P r!,in * 

11 "> Here „„,1 |hn find 

■ .Wk ,,k JZ " Tf, T" Z T1 ’'> « •l-nn-Y.to nn 

"nod , ,.. n n(T fi j " r " on " kn’p of Mrkmg Brtwrnn ihem 

di't,':,:,:' ' M » 
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‘ Well I don’t Know I d like to if I could get n job here** 

* \ oil’ll get a job here ill right,’ sud Malta confidently, probing 
Imft with her greenish enigmatically half clo®?*! eyes 

Yakoi, keeping Ins eyes off the woman wiped the perspiration 
from his face with the «Ieeie of hi Mon«e 

Suddenly she laughed 

* I suppose vour mother mt> t have sent greetings and a menage 
to your father,” she said 

Yakov glanced at her frowned md in«wered eurtly 

‘Of cour«e Why do sou a«k 9 ” 

Oh just like that'” 

Iakov didn t like that laugh — it ivi* so tmlalizin" He Inrneil 
iway from the woman anil tried to remember the message his moth 
er had given him 

His mother had «een him off to the outskirts of the village l ean 
mg again"! a wattle fence die had «aid speaking rapidlj ind 
rapidly blinking her dr> eyes 

' Tell him Yasha For the sake of Christ tell him that aft 
er ill lie i« n father' Your mother is all alone tell him 
MiA been all alone for five long years' Tell him "lie is getting 
old' For Gods «ake tell him that Ya«ha' Your mother will he an 
old womin «oon And «he’« ill alone’ Working hard For the 
"ike of Chrwt tell him that' " 

And «he had i ept edenlly hiding her face in her apron 
^ ako\ had not felt «om for her then hut he felt «o now 
He glanced at Malva and frowned 
Yk ell here l am’ exclaimed Vassili appearing in the «hark 
with a fi«h m one bond and a knife in the other 

He had got nd of his embarrassment, concealing it deep down 
his bosom and now looked at *he two quite calmly except that Ins 
moiements betrayed a fussiness that was unusual for him 

“111 go and light the fire snl then I'll come in and we’ll hate 
a long talk eh Yakov 9 ” he <aid 
With that he left the shack again 

Malva continued to crack melon seeds, quite iinreremonionslt 
‘taring at^akov, hut he, although dim® to look at her «fiidiou«lt 
kept hu eye® ofi her 

After a time the alienee become oppressive to him and he said 
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“0!i 1 te left my knapsack in the boat. I’ll go and get it-” 

He got up leisurely and left the shack. Soon after Vassili re 
turned. Leaning o\er towards Malva he demanded in a hurried and 
angry tone 

“Why did 1011 come with him’ What shall I tell him about you? 
What are \ou to me’ ’ 

^1 came and that* all there *, to it 1 ” Malva answered cnrtl). 
“Oh mu «ilh woman' \Uia» shall I do now? Tell him 
right m his face' Spit it right out’ I have a wife at home! IK» 
mother ^ \ou ought to have understood that!” 

“What’s it got to do with me’ Do sou think I’m afraid of him? 
r«f you?” Malta asked contemptuously. screwing up her greenish 
c)es “How fonnv )0U looked skipping in front of him! 1 could 
1 arely keep from laughing’” 

“It may seem funns to sou’ Hut what am I going to do?” 

Y* ' houlJ have thou eh t of that before!” 

How was I to know that the sea would throw him up on l® 
this shore like thi*’” 

The crunch, rs «,f *and underfoot told them of Yakov’s approach 
and thrv cm the conversation short Yakov brought in a light knsp- 
. t few it into a corner and glanced angrily at the woman out 
nt the comer of his eye 

''he went on zestfully cracking melon seeds. Vassili «at down 
t „ '-At ? Um? “ nd n,H nng his kne-s with the palms of his hands 

I e said with a , mile- 

4 IT* ' ^*h al ma dc 3°u think of coming?” 

Oh. jwtlile IW... Me wrote to sou...” 

„,?• 1 P* the letter !” 

JtftLr- y ™e ...” 

rd tone -nT-nj V?*"* astray ” said Vassili in a disappoint- 

mjTed elsncin»'a , t V^T ,’**’*1.* happened at hmne?” Yakov en 
• r„ *'"?"* at h is fatlwr diJm^ful!). 

*i° U krow? I didn’t pet your Hter.” 
cf ^ ‘t* 1 theIf ,lorie had died, that their stock 

iwen able to get ^ °! F r ,rmr ^ ,hsl hr 

rk. that die hav had run out and the row 
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had nearly died They had dragged on somehow until April and 
then decided that he Yakov, «hould go to his father after the 
ploughing for about three months, to earn some money They wrote 
to the father telling him of their decision and then they sold three 
aheep bought some grain and hay and well here he was* 

‘So that’s how it is is it 9 ’ exclaimed Vassili Humph 
But how’s that 9 I sent you some money, didn’t l 9 * 

‘It wasn’t much, was it 9 We did some repairs to the house 
Maria got married and that cost us a bit We bought a plough 
Why, it’s five years since you’ve been away 1 " 

“Y e-es* Th a at’s so' It wasnt enough you «ny 9 Hey* The 
chowder’s running over ,M 

With that Vassili dashed out of the shack 

Squatting down in front of the fire over which the chowder 
was boiling Va«sili absent mindedly skimmed the chowder and threw 
the Scum Into the fire. He was lost in deep reflection What Yakov 
had told him had not moved him very much but it had roused in 
him a feeling of hostility towards his wife and son In spite of all the 
Worley he had sent them during the five years they had allowed the 
farm to go to rack and ruin Had Malva not been there he would 
have given Yakov a piece of his mind He had «ense enough to 
leave home without his father’s permission but he hadn’t sense 
enough to manage the farm! The farm which Vassili had thought of 
very rarely during the free and easy life he had been leading here 
suddenly leapt into bis mind as a bottomless pit into which he had 
been throwing his money durmg the past five years as something 
at perfluous in his life as something he had no use for He stirred 
tl e chowder with a spoon and sighed 

The «mall yellow flames of the fire looked pale and feeble in tie 
brilliant light of the «un Blue wreaths of transparent smoke stretched 
frbm the fire to the sea to meet the surf Watching the smoke, 
Vassili thought bitterly of the turn for the wor>e his life would 
take how. It would be le«s free. Yakov had no doubt guessed that 
MaVa 

Malva was sitting in the shack confusing the lad with her m6cfc 
mg challenging ey£s in which a smile played all the time. 

“I suppose you’ve left a sweetheart at home,” she said sudden- 
ly looking Yakov straight in the face 
8— S30 
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Perhaps I have - ” answered \akov reluctantly 
Is she pretty 9 Maha ashed in a careless tone 
^akov made no reply 

“VThy don t yon answer 9 Is «he heller tooKuig than me’” 
Involuntarily he rai«ed his eyes and looked the woman in the 
face. He sat* her dark round checks and full, moist, trembling lips, 
parted in a mocking «milc. Her pink cotton blouse fitted her ex 
ceptionally well and outlined her wet! ronnded shoulders and high, 
supple breasts But he took a dislike to her sly, half-closed, green 
i«h laughing eyes He heated a “igh 

“Why do you talk like that 9 ” he said in a pleading voice al* 
though he wanted to talk to her *temly 

“What other way should I talk 9 she answered with a laugh 
“And you laugh. Why 9 * 

“I m laughing at you 1 " 

“Why 9 What hate I done to you 9 ” he asked angrily and cast 
his eyes down again 
She did not answer 

kakov guessed what her relations with his father were, and this 
prevented him from speaking to her freely His surmise did not 
surprise him He had heard that men who go to work away from 
home ha\e a good umc, and he understood that a hale and hearty 
man like his father would find it hard to Ine without a woman for 
long Bui for all that, he felt awkward in fins woman's presence, 
and in his father s, loo Then he thought of h» mother — a weary 
complaining woman, «lavmg out there in their village, knowing no 
rest. 

“Suppers ready*” announced \as«ih appearing in the shack 

“Get the •poons Malva *’* 

Yakov glanced at his father and thought to h m*elf 

“She must come here often since she knows where the spoons 
are kept” 

Malva got the spoons and said she rmirt go and wash them 
There was al*o a bottle of vodka in the boat that she said she would 
go and fetch 

Father and son watched her leave the shack and when she was 
gone they sat together in silence. After a while Vassili asked Yakov 

“How- did you come to meet her 9 ” 
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“I wenl to the office to ask. about you and she was lh**re 
She says to me, she says ‘Why walk all that way along the sand 7 
Let’s go by boat I’m going across to him too ’ So we came ” 
“Aaaah* . I often u«ed to thmk to myself ‘I wonder what 
Yakov is like now’*” 

The son looked into his father’s face with a good natured *mile, 
and this smile lent Vasaili courage 

“A nice little woman, isn’t she eh 9 ” he a«ked 
“Not so bad,” \akov answered indefinitely, blinking his eyes 
“What the hell can a man do, little brother 9 ” Yassili exclaimed, 
waving his arms “I bore it patiently at first but I couldn’t stand 
it any longer’ It’ - * a habit I’m a married man’ And besides, 
she mends my clothes, and one thing and another Dear, oh dear’ 
You can’t escape from a woman any more than you can escape from 
death’" ho concluded fervently 

“What’s it got to do with me 9 ’ said Tt ahov ‘ It’s your business 
It’s not for me to judge you * 

But to him«elf ho said 

“You can’t tell me a woman like that would eit around and 
mend pants” 

"Itendes,” said Va*sih, “I m only forty five . I don’t ^pend 
much on her She’s not my wife” 

‘Of cour«c not,” Takov agreed, and thought to himself “But 
she empties your pockets all the same I bet’” 

Malva came back with a bottle of vodka and a «trwg of pret 
«*)* They sat down to eat the chowder They' ate m «ilence; sucking 
the fi«hboncs with a loud noi«e and 'pitting them out on the smd 
near tile door T ahov ate a lot, and ate greedily E\ idenlly this pleased 
Malva, for her face lit up with a kindly *mile as *hc watched 
him Mow out his tanned cheeks and rapidly work his thick, moist 
bps, Vassili ate little, although he tried to appear as if his mind 
was concentrated on his food He was obliged to do this so as to 
be alle without interruption and unperceived by hi* «on and Malva, 
to think out a plan of action 

The soft music of the waves was interrupted by the rapacious 
screeching of the sea gull*. The heat had become Ie«s oppressive 
and now and again a «tream of cool air, impregnated with the 6mell 
of the sea blew into the shack 
6 * 
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oF those triumphant smiles which women who are conscious of 
their beauty possess in such abundance. 

A sailing boat was gliding over the water like a large, clumsy, 
grey-winged bird. It was a long way from the shore, and was re- 
ceding still further from it to where the sea and the sky merged in 
blue infinity. 

“Why don’t you say something?” said Yassili. 

“I’m thinking,” answered Malva. 

"What about?” 

“Oh, nothing particular,” answered Mali a twitching her brows. 
After a pause she added: “Your son’s a fine lad.” * 

“What’s that got to do with you?” exclaimed Vassili jealously. 

“A lot!” 

“Take care!” said Vassili casting at her a look of anger and 
suspicion. “Don't play the fool! I’m a quiet chap, but I’m a devil 
when I’m aroused. So don’t tea«e me. or yon’Il be «ottv for it!” 

Doubling his fists he added through his clenched teeth: 

“You were up to something as soon as you got here this morn- 
ing. ... I don’t know what it is yeL... Dut take care, it’ll go 
hard with you when I find out! And that smile of yours.... And 
everything else.... I know how to handle your kind, don’t you 
worry!” 

“Don’t try to frighten me. Vassya,” said Malva in an impassive 
tone without even looking at Vassili. 

■ "Don’t get up to any tricks then. ...” 

“And don’t you threaten me. . . .” 

“I’ll give you a good thrashing if you get up to any of your 
larks.” said Vassili flaring up. 

“What? You’ll thrash me?” «aid Malva, turning to Vassili and 
looking curiously into his excited 

“Who do you think you are. a duchexy? Ye«, Til thrash you!” 

“And who do you think I am — your wife?” Malva a«ked calm- 
ly, and without waiting for a replr continued: “Because you're in 
the habit of beating your wife for no reason at all you think you’ll 
do the same to me, don’t you? But you’re mistaken. I am my own 
mistress and I’m not afraid of am body. But you — you’re afraid of 
■tour sen} h was a dUprace to are the way yes tfaneed in front of 
him this morning. And yet you dare threaten me*” 
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tossed her head ecntemptuousH and fell silent. Her cold 
corlemptuous words quenched \ a* i!i * anger He had never seen her 
to beautiful befora 

“There you go ff the deep end ” h« growled. He was angry 
with her but he co Id rot help admiring her 

“And 1 11 t II M anothn thin"’” Malva burst out. “kou bo.ist 
ed to ^en 2 v ka that voj were Idee bread to me, that I couldn't 
1 ve witho u loJre wrong 1 Perhaps it s not you that I love. 
*ul not \ that 1 coroe lo *ee, but this •pot*** and with that she 
n de a wide sweep with her hand. “Perhaps 1 like this place 
’-‘‘cau.e t » deserted — nothing hut sea and *k\ and no disputing 
people around. The fact that rou are here males no difference. 

Its what I have to pay to come here If ^ervozhka were here 

1 d coroe to hun. If your sons here I *hall «»o to him It would 

b- better if nobody were here In ‘ick of you all* With 
my beauty I can alwavs get a man when I want one and I can 
choose the one I want" 

"I* that •o’" h *“ed kassili suddenly cl lit chin" Malra bv the 
throat, “la that the id*a ,M 

He shook h*r but she did not struggle alihou-di her face was 
almost livid and her evea were blood-hot. She merely placed her 
hands on \ assiITs that were squeezing her -throat, and stared into his 
face 

“So that* the *ort you are 9 ” said \assih hoarsely his rage gain 
ing mastery over him. “Yon kept quiet about it up till now, yon 
«lnL Cuddled me. Petted me P1I show you*” 

Il» forced her head down and with the utmost zest punched 
her tn the neck — two heavy swmmng blows with hij lightly clenched 
6st it gav e hun the grea^st pleasure to feel bis fist coroe down 
upon her soft nedc 

“Tale that you snake*” he said triumphantly fljnmng her 
away from him. 

c he sank to the ground without even a gasp, and lay there on 
her back, £ lent and calm, dishevelled flushed, but beautiful Her 
< ’reeru*h eves flashed cold hatred at him from under their lashes, 
but he, panting from excitement, and conscious of a pleasant feeling 
of »atv. faction at having grven vent to his an»er failed to catch 
an ■g , iunce and when he looked at "be* triumphantly £li* traded— 
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l»er full lips {Hitched, her ejes flashed, dimples appeared on her 
cheeks. Va'sifl looked at her in amazement 

“What is it, sou she-devil 9 ” he shouted, roughly pulling her arm. 
“Yaska'” said Malva almost in a whisper. “Was it you who 
heat me 9 ” 

“Of cour«e, who ele 9 ’’ answered Vassili, looking at Maha in 
lierplexitf, and not know ins whit to do //it her aeain 9 But his 
anger had subsided, and he could not bear the thought of raising 
his hand against tier again 

“Tliat means you lose me doesn’t u 9 ” Malva whispered again, 
and that wluspcr sent a hot wa\e surging through his body 

“All right ” he growled ou didn’t gpt half yon deserved'” 
“I thought )ou didn’t love me am more I thought to myself* 
‘Now his son’s come, he’ll drive roe away ’ ” 

She bur«t into a queer laugh, it was much too loud 
“You lmlc fool'" said Yas«ilt also laughing in «pite of him- 
self “What’a my con 9 lie can’t fell me what to do*” 

He felt ashamed of htrmelf and sorry for her, but remembering 
what «he had «aid he added in a stern voice* 

“My 'on has nothing to do with it If I hit you, it’s your own 
fault You shouldn’t have teased me” 

“But I did it on purpose— to try you,” she said, rubbing against 
fus shoulder 

‘To trv me' What for 9 ^ell now you know'” 

“Never mind 1 ” said Malr3 confidently, half closing her eyes. 
“I’m not angry with )ou You beat toe for love, didn’t you 9 Well, 
I’ll repay you for it ” 

She lowered her voice, and staring him straight in the face she 
repeated 

“Oh, how I’ll repay jou 1 ” 

To Vassili thc«e words sounded like a promise, a pleasant one, 
and it 'tirred him sweet!) Smiling he *ked* 

“How 9 How will you repa) 9 ” 

“Wait and see,” said Maha very calmly, bnt her lips twitched 
“Oh. you sweet daxlins'” evclaimed Vassili, grasping her in the 
tight embrace of a lover “Do >ou know,” he added, “you’ve be* 
come dearer to me sure I beat you’ l tnean vl* I feel we ate now of 
the same fledi and blood'” 
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The «<a gulls soared oier jhetr heads The wind from the sea 
caressed them and carried the «urf from the waves almost to their 
feet, and the impress ble laughter of the sea rolled on and on . . . 

*‘1es that# how things are,” said Va*silj. sighing with relief and 
pensively caressing the woman pressing against him * How funny 
everything in this world is arranged — what is sinful is sweet! You 
don’t understand anything Cut sometimes 1 think about life and 
it scares me 1 Especta'ly at night . when I can’t sleep You 

look and iou see the sea in front of you, the sky over your head 
and all around darkness, such black darkness that It gives you the 
creeps And you are all alone' You feel so small, ever *o small. 

The earth is trembling under jour feet and there's nobody on it 
except yourself I often wish you were with me then . At least, 
there’d be two of us ** 

Mai va lay silent across his knee, her eyes were closed Vassih’s 
coarse but kind face, tanned byr sun and wind, bent oier her, hia 
large, bleached beard tickled ber neck. The woman did not move, 
only her breast rose and fell evenly Vassilia ey es now wandered out 
to sea and now tamed on this breast that was so c*o«e to him He 
kissed ber on the lips slowly without ha«te, smacking hia own lips 
loudly as iThe were eating hot and thickly buttered porridge 

About three hours passed rn this way When the sun began to 
*mk into the sea Vassili said in a dull voice 

I’ll go and put the kettle on for tea Our guest will wake up 
soon” 

Malva moved away from him lazily like a pampered cat fie 
ro«e reluctantly and went into the shack The woman watched him 
go through her slightly raised eyelashes and sighed, a* one sighs 
when throwing off a heavy burden 

l^ter on the three *at around the fire drinking lea. 

The setting «uu tinted the sea with animated colours, the greenish 
waves were shot with purple and pearl 

Vassili sipping his tea from a while mug questioned his son 
*hout what was going on fn their village, and he in his turn gave 
hia recollections of it Malva listened to their drawling ©onversa 
turn without intervening 

“So the old muzhiks at home are still carrying on, you say?” 
'fassili enquired. 
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“Yes, one way or another,” answered Yakov 
“We muzhiks don’t want much, do we’ A roof over our heads, 
exotigh bread to eat, and a gta«s of vodka on ho'idays Dut we 
don't even get that D’you think I’d have left home if we had been 
able to make a living 9 At home I’m my own master, the equal to 
everybody else m the village But what am I here? A ser- 
vant* ” 

“But >ou get more to eat here and the work’s easier . . ” 
“Well. I wouldn't say that* Sometimes you work so hard that 
all the hones in your body ache The mam thing though, is that 
you wotW for a master At home, you y.otU for yourself” 

“But you earn more” retorted Yakov 

In his heart of hearts Vassili agreed with his son At home, in 
the village, life and work were harder than here, but for some rca 
son he didn’t want Yakov to know that So lie answered sternly 
“Have you counted the money we eam here 9 Now at home, in 
the village, my boy ” 

“It’a like in a pit. dark and crowded” Malva interrupted with 
a smile “Especially for us women Nothing but tears ” 

“It’s the «ame for women everywhere. and the light is the 
same the same sun shines everywhere*” answered Vassili, looking 
at Malva With a frown 

“You’re wrong there'” exclaimed Malva animatedly * In the 
village I’ve got to marry whether I like it or not, and a married 
woman is an eternal slave reap, spin, tend the cattle and bear 
children V hat’s she got left for herself 9 Nothing but her hus- 
band’s curses and b'ows ” 

"It’s not all blows,” interrupted Vassili 

“But Here I don’t belong to anybody,” said Malva, ignoring 
the interruption “I’m as free as the sea-gull and can fly wheTever 
I want to Nobody can bar my way Nobodv can touch me'” 
“And if they do touch you 9 ” asked Vassili with a smile, re- 
calling what happened ear'ier in the day 

“If they do . I will repay,” Malva answered m a low voice 
The light in her eyes died out 
Vassili laughed indulgently 

“Eh* You’re a game cat, but weak* You’re a woman, and 
you talk like a woman At home, m the village, a man needs a 
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winsan a* part of hi* Me but Iwre she exists onlv to play with.” 
Aft*r a slight patise he added “To am with ” 

They slopped talkin'* Yakov said with a pensive sigh 
“The sea looks a. if there s no end to it*” 

All three gazed at the va^t expanse of water stretching before 
them. 

‘If onh il were all land 1 ” exclaimed "Yakov, spreading his 
aims ut wide “ Vnd black earth’ And if we could plough it all*'* 

On that* what you’d like, is it ,B said \assili laughing good- 
nattiredh and looking approvingly at his son, who*e face was flushed 
with the desire he had expressed II pleased Kim to hear the 
1 d express this lore for the land. Perhaps it would soon call him 
1 act to the ullage away from the temptations that would beset him 
here. And he, \assili, would then be left alone with "Malva, and 
everything would go on as before 

“Yes, you are right. 'Yakov 1 That’s what the peasant wants The 
peasant « strong on the land. As long as be is on the land he’s 
alive once he gets off it— he’s done for r A peasant without land is 
lice a tree without roof* It may be u*eful in *ome way*, but it can’t 
live long — it ir tut rot* It has even lost its fore't beauty — all bare 
and stripped a miserable looking thing’ . YVlist you *aid was 
right Yakov ” 

The sea taking the sun in Us embrace, greeted it with the wel 
com ng nwe of ns Waves, which the parting rays of the sun had 
tinted with the mo*t gorgeous colour* The divine source of light, 
the creator of life, hid the sea farewell m an eloquent harmony of 
colour in order to waken the slumbering land, far away from the 
three who were watching it set, with the joyous rays of the radiant 
dawn. 

“By Cod, my heart seems to melt when I *ee the sun go down’” 
sai3 Yassili to Malva. 

Malva made no reply "Yakov's bloe eyes smiled as they «wept 
the sea to the distant horizon, aid all three sat for a long time 
gazing pensively in the direction where the last moments of the day 
were passing away In front of them gleamed the embers of the 
fire. Behind, the w»ht was unfolding -its shadows around them The 
■yellow sand assumed a darker hue. The sea gulls had vanished. 
Everything around became quiet and dreamxngly caressing . . Even 



MAU A 


123 


the irrepressible waves racing to the beach seemed less merry md 
no if) than the) had l»ecn in the daytime 

•Why am I sitting here’ Its time to go” said Malta suddenly 
Vassih sintered and glanced at hit 'on 

“What’s the hurry he grumbled ‘ ait until the moon rises,” 
he added 

* Why should I’ I'm not afraid Tins won’t be the first time 
l\e gone from here at night'” 

^ akov glanced at his Father lowered Ins head to conceal a 
mocking smile, and then looked at Malta. She returned his Mare, 
and he felt awkward under her gaze 

“All right then, go'” said Vossili feeling displeased and *ad 
Malta got up, said good night and walked slowly along the 
l/a h The waxes rolled right up to her feet as if they were playing 
With ber In the sky the Mars — its golden flowers — twinkled Maltas 
bright coloured b!ou<e faded m the gloom as she proceeded further 
and further away from Vassih and his «on who were following her 
with their eyes 

Darling, my darling 

Quickly come to me 

Iloic l long to hate you pressed 

Close against my breast* 

Sang Malta in a high pitched voice It seemed to Vasili that she 
had halted and was waiting He spat angnly and thought to him 
self ‘She’s doing that to tease me. the Mie-dctiP” 

“Hark at her singing” said ^akov with a smile 
To them she was only a grey patch in the gloom Her voice 
rang over the sea again i 

Do not spare my breasts, 

These ttm uhit- sunns* 

“D’ye hear that'" exclaimed Yakov, starting in the direction 
from which the tempting words had come 

‘So yon couldn’t manage the farm’” he heard Vassih’* stem 
+oice ask. 

l Yakov looked at his father with bewildered eyes and remained 
at his side. 



Drowned by the «ound of the wares only fragments of this 
tan si zing song now reached their ears 

Oh / carutoi close my eyes 
Hone this m^ht 1 

“It a hot sad \a»sfli in a dalJ voice, lolling on the «and “It’a 
night, but t« hot all the same' What an accursed country 

“Its the «and tt got hot during the day ” «ud \akov vi 
a falter rg to ce turning over on the other aide 

“Here, rou' What are jon laughing at 7 ” his father demanded 
•tern y 

“I 7 What is there to laugh at 7 ” Yakov ashed innocently 
“1 should *ay there wasn t' ” 

Both fell silent. 

Above the noi«e of the waves «oupds reached therr ears tha* 
were either sighs or tenderly calling cnes. 


Two weeks passed Sunday came again and again \assili Lego- 
st)cv was lying on the sand next to his shack, looking across the 
sea and watting for Malva. The deserted sea was laughing playing 
with the reflection of the sun and legions of waves were bom to 
race up the sand, sprinkle it with their spray and slip back into 
the sea and merge with it Fverything was the same as it had been 
fourteen days ago except that on the previous occasion Yassili had 
waited for his mistress with calm confidence, now he was wailing 
with impatience. She had not come on the preceding Sunday — sho 
most come today’ He had no doubt about it hut he was already dy 
wig to see her Yakov would not intrude today Two days ago he 
had come for the net with some- other fidiennen and had said that 
he was going into town on Sunday to buy himself some shirts. He 
had got a job as a fisherman at fifteen rubles a month, had been 
out Itdiing several times, and now looked lively and cheerful Like 
all the fishermen, he smelt of salt fish and, like the rest he Wai 
dirty and in rags. % *ss li a ghed as he thought of his son. 

I hope he conies to no harm ” he said to himself “He’ll ge* 
spoiled and then, perhaps, he won’t want to go home. In that 
case I'll have to go " 
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waited His anxiety gradually grew into s dark, suspicious thought, 
hut he kept dming it awa\ And so concealing this suspicion from 
hinv=el{, he wasted until evening, now getting up and pacing up 
and down the sand and now lying down .s^ain Darkness had al* 
ready spread over the «ea hut he still gazed into the distance, waiting 
for the am' a! of the boat 

Malva did not come that day 

On tuning in Vasili gloomily cursed his fate, which forbade 
him to go to the mainland. Over and over again, jtM as he was 
dozirg off bethought he beard the distant splash of oars lie jumped 
np and dashed out of the shack. Shading hu eyes with his hand 
he stared out into the dark troubled sea. On shore, at the fisheries, 
two fires were burning, hut the sea was deserted. 

“All nght, you witch*” he mattered threateningly, and then 
turned In and fell fast asleep 

But here is what happened at the fisheries that day 
Yakov rose early rn the morning, when the sun was not yet 
so hot and a fresh breeze was blowing from the sea He went down 
to the sea to bathe and on the beach he saw Malra She was sitting 
in the stern of a fishing boat that was moored to the beach ami comb- 
ing her wet bair, her bare feet were dangling over the boats aide. 
Yakov stopped short and gazed at her cunouriy 
Malva’s cotton blouse unbuttoned at the breast, had slipped 
down one shoulder, and that shoulder looked «o white and temp 
ting 

The wares beat against the stern of the boat causing it to pitch, 
so that Malva now rose high above the sea and now dropped so low 
that her bare feet almost touched the water 
“Did you bathe’" \akov shouted to her 
She turned her face to him gar® him a quick glance and an 
swered, continuing to comb her hair 

^es. Why are you up so early’” 

"You were up before me” 

"Do yon have to follow my example’*’ 

Yalov made, no reply 

“If yon follow my example” she said, “you may lose your head'” 
“Oh* Isn t she terrible 1 ” retorted Yakov with a laugh, and 
squatting down he began to wash. 
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There was «uch a note of contempt in her TOice that ^ akov felt 
hum I aled both as a male and a human being A mischievous al- 
most vicious feeling overcame him and his eyes Cashed 

“Oh I wouldnt dare eh’ he exclaimed, shifting closer to her 
“No you 1 ouldn t 
‘ But «uppose I do 9 ' 

“Try*” 

“What will happen 9 ” 

I II gi\e vou one in the neck that will send you flying into 
the water ” 

“Go on, do it*” 

“Dare to touch me'” 

He fixed his burning eyes upon her and suddenly Rung Ins 
powerful arms around her crushing her breast and back The 
touch of her strong hot body set his own on fire, and he felt 
a choking in the throat as if be werre being strangled. 

“There jou are* Goon* Hit me* k on said you would ** 
he gasped 

“Let me go kashka*” said Malta, calmly trying to release 
herself from his trembling arms 

“But you «aid you’d give it me m the neck, didn’t you 9 ” 

“Let go* k cull be sorry for it'” 

“Dont try to frighten roe* Oh* Aren’t you sweet*” 

He held her still tighter and prc*«cd his thick, lips against her 
ruddy cheek 

Malta laughed mwchieronsly, took k akov’s arms in a powerful 
grip and jerked her whole body forward The two held tightly In 
each other’s embrace, shot overboard plunged into the water 
with a heavy splash and soon were lo«=l to new amidst a whirlpool 
of foam and spray A little later Yakov’s head appeared above 
the surging water with dripping hair and frightened face, and then 
Malva dived up beside him Waving his arms desperately and 
splashing the water around him, Yakov roared and howled, while 
Malva, laughing heartily swam round him, splashing the salty wa 
ter in his face and diving to get out of the way of the broad sweep 
of his arms 

“kotr' she-devil*” roared Yakov blowing the water from his 
nose and mouth. “I'll drown* That’s enough of it. By 
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\3lc0Y laughed heartily at this insolent speech Malva gazed 
at th“ ragged figure "Uh a *mile 

‘111 tell you what, you denis' III marry you two for twenty 
kopecks' Do you want to’” 

“Oh you clown* Are yon a pne«t 7 enquired Yakov with a 
grin 

4 Idiot* I 1 orked as a janitor for a priest tn Uglich . Give 
me twenty kopecks'” 

4 1 dont want to get married' <aid Yakov 
“Never mind — give me the money I won t tell your father that 
you re larking about with his tart,” persisted Seryozhka, licking 
his dry cracked lips 

“He vouldnt believe vou if vou did tell him'” 

“He will if I tell him' And won t he wallop you'” 

“Im not afraid 1 ” said kakov 

“In that ease HI wallop you my«elf'" said Seryozhka calmly 
screwing up his eyes 

kakov begrud-ed the twenty kopecks, hut he had already been 
warn-d to avoid quarrelling with Seryozhka and to yield to hi* 
demand* He never asked for much, but if it was not given him 
he would get up to some mi*chief at work, or give his victim a 
thrashing for no reason at all Yakov remembered this warning 
and put his hand to his pocket with a «igh 

“Thais right'” said Seryozhka encouragingly dropping down 
«n tlie sand beside him- “Always listen to what I tell you and you 11 
become a wise man. And you” he continued turnin'’- to Mai 
va, “Are you going to marry me soon 7 Make up your mind quick 
ly 1 don t intend to wait long'” 

era re nodung hut a bundle of rags. Sew the holes up 
m your clothing first and then we’ll talk about it,’ answered 
Main 

Soryoitfa, pood M it, reus m h, pMl cornclly, stool t» 
head and said 


Tl wooia bo fete if ,00 poo mo 000 o! yoot .farts.” 

What' exclaimed Malva. 

2“ 1 ""'•t •» »!J ono job don’t want'* 

Z rd™L\n”Vni““t it*- ^ 
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the waves that were racing up the beach and rocking the heavy 
boat The mast swung from aide to side the stern rose and fell, 
splashing the water with a loud sound like that of vexation, as if 
the boat wanted to break away from the beach and slip out >nto 
the broad, green sea, and was angry with the cable that was hold- 
ing st fast 

“Well wh) dont joa go 9 ” Malta asked ^akov 

“Where to 9 " he asked in reply 

“\ou said jou wanted to go to town” 

"I won’t go!” 

“Then go to your father” 

“What about you 9 " 

“What about me 9 ” 

“Will jou go loo 9 ” 

“\o” 

“Then I won t go ” 

* Do you intend to hang around me all day long 9 Malva a«hed 
coolly 

Oh ve- 1 need vou very much' ' answered \akov contemp- 
tuously wftunjr up an 1 going off in a huff 

BqI he was wrong in saying that he did not need 1 er JTe found 
things dull without 1 e A *trange feeling had an«en within 
him t nec his ronver«alion with her a vague fcelmg of discontent 
with, and proten against his father He had not felt this the day 
before, and he had not felt it earlier that day before he met 
Malva. But now it seemed to him that his father was a hin- 
drance to him although he was far out at sea on that barely per 
ceptiblc slop of sand Then it seemed to him that Malva was 
afraid of his father If she were not afraid things would be alto- 
gether different between him and her 

He roamed about the fisheries paring at the people there So- 
ryozhka was s llmg on an upturned barrel in the shade of a hut, 
strumming a balalaika and Binging pulling funny faces the while 

Oh Mr Policeman 
Be cerr hind to me 
Tale me to the station 
T re be-ii on the spree 
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‘What a it about?" 

It* about St Alexei ” 

And she went on to t II him in a pensise sotcr how a young 
lad the «on of s ealtl s and d *lin"ui«hed parents left home, 
sfcandomng all tie comfort* of life and later returned, poor and 
m rag* and lei th t e dogs m tie courtjard of 1 is parents 
hot*e s tl o t r rsl ng his identity until the da) of his death. 
V»Tien «le fin hd tlie Mor> Malta o*hed \akov in a lot* soce 
\Ui d d he do that 9 ” 

\Uio knows’" answered ^akov in a lone of complete indiffer 

erce 

The sand dunes *s ept tip h) tie sip! and wase* ««rrounled 
them \ ague, muffled noi*es were i afted to them from the dis- 
tance — the «ounds of revelry in the fi limes Tl c sun was setting 
tnting the «and a ro*) hue with 1 3 ra>s Tlie »par*e lease* on the 
stunted branches of the v. How trees fluttered fed ly in the lid t breeze 
t!i»t svas blowm" from th* «oa Malsa was «ilmt 'he appeared 
to l e h«tenn" intently for «ometh ng 

Wly d dn t sou go osrr there to tie spur today’’ Takov 
suddenly a*ked her 

Whals that to you’” 

^nkov looked hungrily at tlie woman out of the corner of h» 
eye trying to think* how to say what he was yearning to say 

"When I am elone and il* quiet," said Malra pensiscly "I 
want to cry or sing Only I don’t know any good songs and 
I m ashamed to cry ” 

kakov 1 eard her voice it was low end tende* but what she 
eaid touched no string in his heart, it merely sharpened his desire 
for her 

“Now listen to me” he said in a low voice, drawing closer, 
but beeping his eyes aw as from her * Li'ten to \ hat 1 11 tell you 
I am young ” 

“And fooli«h very foolish’" sa d Malsa interrupting him, speak 
ing very earnestly and «haking her head 

“Well suppose I am foolish’" retorted Yakov in a tone of 
vexation ‘Does one hase to be clever for this sort of thing’ Alt 
right say Im foolish' Cut this fa what I\e got to say Vould 
yon like ” 
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sounds was distinctly heard the drtnken voice of a wonan hvster- 
ically screeching the nonsensical words 


knd the«e word*, as disgusting as lice, overran the fishera* 
that were reeking of saltpeter and decaying fish, an offence to the 
music of the wares 

The di«tant sea dozed calmly in the tender light of dawn, re- 
flecting the pearly clouds. On the «pur, sleep v fisitcrmen "«r« busy 
loading tackle into a fishing boat 

A prey ma*s of netting crept along the aand to the boat and 
lay in foils in its bottom 

Senozhka bareheaded a^d half naked as n«nal stood m the 
stem burning up the fishermen in hts hoarse drunken voice The 
wind plaied among the rents in hu blou.e and ruffled ha red, 
unkempt bair 

‘■las'ili 1 Where s the preen oars 9 ” somebodv shouted. 

“kas-ih, frowning like an October dav, was piling the net ui 
the boat, while Scryozhka s’ared at his bert lack licking Ins lips — 
a sign that he wanted a drink to drive away his banco 1 ** - 
“Have you any vodka’" he asked. 

“kes,” answered \ a*, ill •ullenly 

“la that case I wont go out . . I'll stay here at the dry 
end” 

Ilea ly *” somebody shouted from the beach 
“Cast cfl* Lively now’” commanded Seryodika and then 
clunlcd out of the boat, “k oa go along ” he said to the men. “111 
t*a‘» here See that you spread the net out wide, and don’t get it 
tangled’ And fold it evenly Don’t fa. ten the loop” 

The hoat was pushed into the water, the fishermen climbed 
into it and picking up their oars held them raised, waiting for 
the order to start. 

“One*’* 
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for Sery°*hka toping that this «Io«e would loosen his tongue and 
that he would tell him about the two of his own accord 

Cut Seryo2hka draned the glass grunted and, quite sobered up, 
sat down at the door of the shack stretched himself and yawned. 
“A drink hke that i» like swallowing fire,” he said 
“\nd cant ioi dr nk exclaimed \assih amazed at the speed 
with 1 hi 1 ‘•er or! ka had gulped down the tumblerful of vodka 
'ic* 1 ran «aid the hobo nodding his red head and wiping 
h « mo l i h kers with the palm of his hand “k es I can, broth 
cr' I do ei ery thin" quick K and straight off the hat, without any 
lug"ledt piggledy Co «traight on i* mv motto' Uliat does it 
matter where you get to’ Wcve all got to go the same road — 
from dust unto dut, And you can t get awav from it'” 

“kou wanted to go to the Caucasus, didn’t you’” Vassili asked 
cau’iou*ly leading up to his subject 

‘1 !l go when I feel hke u. And when I do feel like it I’ll go 
straiglt off — one two three and off' I either get my way or 
get a lig bump on rav head. Its all very «implc'” 

“\othing could be simpler' You «eem to be living without 
u«ing your head” 

Serv oihka looked at Vasnli vnth mocking eyes and said 
M \ou think voure clever don’t you 7 How many times have 
you been flogged at the volost police <tation’” 

Vas*ili returned Seryorhka’s «tarr but «aid nothing 
* Is it good to have the polxe knock sense into vour head 
through your backside’ Ekh, you' 'TThat can you do with your 
head 9 Where do you think it wi'l take you to’ Wh3t can you 
think up with it 9 Ain’t 1 right’ But 1 pu«h ngl t on without 
using my head, and I don’t gne a damn' And I bet I II get further 
than you ” said the hobo boastfully 

“\e« I believe you will'*’ answered \ assih with a lan-h ‘ \ou’U 
get as far as Siberia'” 

SeTytahka bum into a hearty chuckle 

Contrary to Vassilr* expectations the vodka Itad no effect upon 
Seryorhka, and this made him angry He could have offered hint 
another glassful but he grudged the vodka On tlie other hand, as 
long as Seryozhka was sober be would get nothing out of him 
But the. hnhn. mpm/ei 'k>% •sihiyw'i vAaiA 
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Seryozbka remained silent, watching the fishiPg boat far out 
at ea describing a l ide circle as it turned its no=c to the shore. 
His ejes were frank and wide open b s face was s i. m pl e and land 
\a-'.siii softened to ards him as he gazed at him 
‘Te* what \ou »a\ > true c he a a fine womai 1 only *hes 

a bit loo*e \« for Aa_hka 111 gne him hell the pup ,H 

I don t like h m «aid Seryozhka 

And \ou av lies making up to her <> hissed Va«sili through 
his cleiched teeth stroking his beard. 

“Hell come between you and her take my word for it’ Se 
ryozhka said emphatically 

The rays of the rising *un bur«t over the honzP n like an open 
fan Above the sound of the wares a faint hail reached their ears 
from the boat far out at <ea 
A h-o o-y ' Pull her in’* 

Get up lads' Hey* To the net' commanded Seryozhka 
The men jumped to their feet and «oon all fire had chosen the 
part of the net each \ as to take A long cable taut and as flexible 
as ste*l stretched from the water to the «hore and the fishermen, 
twi'ting it into loops round their bodies, grunted and gasped as 
they hauled it on to the beach 

Meanwhile, the fi*hmg boat, gliding or er the wares, was haull 
mg rn the other end of the nti. 

The ran bright and magnificent, ro«e over the sea. 

“If you see Yakov tell him to come and sen me tomorrow," 
Yas~rlr requested Ryozhka 
“All right'” 

The boat slipped on to the beach and the fishermen jumping 
out of her grabbed bold of their respective parts of the net and 
hauled it in The two groups gradually drew closer to each other 
and the cork floats of the net. bobbing up and down in the; water, 
formed a perfect semicircle 

Late that evening when the men at the fi«henes were having 
their supper Alalva tired and pensive was sitting on a damaged 
upturned boat and gazing out at tie sea now enve’oped m gloom. 
Far away a li®ht glimmered. Malva knew that it was the fire that 
\assih had lit. Like a lone spirit lost in the dark expanse of the 



mot CORKY 


m 


' I don’t love any o£ you ” 'he answered in a dispassionate 
oicp waring tV'~ smoke aw a) 

“T1 at’s a lie 1 ” 

“VThy «hould I lie?** she aAed and by the tone of her voice 
c eryozhka realised that *he really was not lying 

"If vou dont love him why did you allow him to beat you 9 ’* 
he ashed ! er in an earne t tone 

Do l know 9 What are von pestering me for’” 

“Funm «atd G eryozhka shaking his head 
Both remained silent for a long time. 

■\ighl drew in The clouds moving 'lowly across the sky. cast 
shadows on the sea The waves murmured 

The light from \assilfs lire on the spur had gone out, but 
Malva was *ldl gazing in that direction And SeTyoihka gazed «t 
l er 

“Tell me" he «aid “Do you know what you want ,n 

It onh 1 knew 4 " Mali a answered in a very low voice, heaving 
*. a«p «igh 

"o vou dont kno 9 Tliats had ,n Seryozhka «aid emphatically 
“I alwavs know what I want* And lie added with a touch of sad- 
ne'e in his voice “The troubl* is I rarely want anything" 

“l am always wanting something,” said Malva pensively, “but 
what it is I don’t know Sometimes I feel I’d like to get into 
a boat and go out to sea far far out, and neveT 'ee anybody 
again And someumm I feel I d like to turn every man’s head end 
make him spin like a top around me And I would look at him 
and lau^h Sometimes ! feel so «orrv for them all, and mo*! of 
oil for myself, am] sometimes I want to kill them all and then 
die a frightful death mvself Sometimes I feel sad and «oroe- 
times happy But all the people around me 'eem so dull, like 
‘locks of wood," 

“\ou art light, the people ate no good,” Servcahka agreed 
"More than once I’ve looked at you and thought to myself ‘hou’re 
neither fi«h flesh nor fowl’ hat for all that there s something 
about you you’re not like other women," 

“And thank Cod for that!” said Malva with a laugh. 

The moon rose up from the dunes on their left and 'bed its 
1 1 very light Upon the sea Large and mild, it floated slowly 
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“No 1 ” answered Sfryozhk3 with a touch of pride “I’m town 
bred. I’m a citizen of the town of Uglieh” 

“And I come from PavliA” Males told him in a per ne 
voice. 

“I hale noNxlv to 'land up for 010*'’ continued Servozhka. “But 
the muzhiks they can live the devils’ They have the Zemstvo, 
and all that *ort of ihip'*’” 

“What s the Zemstvo 9 Malva enquired 

“Whats the Zem tvo 9 The devil know*’ It wa* ret up for the 
trazhiki Us their administration. But to hell with iL Let’s 
ge* down to Ins ness — shall we arrange this little joke eh 9 It 
went do any harm. They'll just have a fight, that* all 1 kas-ili 
heat yon didn t he 9 Well let his own *on par him out for it.” 

“It’s not a bad idea.” «aid Malva smiling 

“Just think isn t it a pretty sight to «e** other people bus* 
mg each oth*rs nbs for jour «3ke 9 And onlv at a word from 
yon* \ou wag vonr tongue once or twice and they go for each 
other hammer aid longs” 

‘•peaking half in je-t and half in earnest Servozhka explained 
to Malva at great length, and with equally great real the attrac- 
tion* of the lole she was to play 

“Oh, if only I were a good looking woman 1 Wouldn’t I cause 
some trouble m the world’” he exclaimed »a conclusion, putting 
h j hands to his head and closing his eyes tight as if in ecstasy 
Th“ moon was already high m the sky when thev parted, and 
with their departure the beauty of the night ncrea ed Now only 
the hranl«*s solemn sea, the silvery moon ard the blue 'tar 
spangled sky remained There were also the rand dunes, the willow 
1 ushes among them, ard the two lone dilapida ed buildings in the 
‘and. lookin-» like two huge roughly mad** coffir* Bat ail this 
reemed pe*tv and imignificant compared with the «ea and the 
stars which lacked down upon this shined with a cold lmht 

Father and son *at opposite each other in the shade drinking 
vodka. Hie son had Iroagh! the vodka so that the ns t to h.s fa 
ther should not he dull and also to soften hs father’s heart to- 
wards W SeryoJAa had told him that bi s fa her was an^ry with 
him era Malva. that he had threatened to Lea* Malva alm~t to 
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to tale with you’ ’ He picket! up lias cup angnl), shot Uie vodka 
into hu mouth gathered h« beard into the palm of bis hand and 
tugged it «o vigoromly that his head went down with it 

“I couldn’t have saved much in the «hort time I vc been here.” 
‘aid Yakov 

‘If thats the case, its no use you gallivanting here Go back 
home to the village* 

kakov *miled but said nothing 

“VThat are you pulling a lace lot" 3 \ asstU exclaimed an^ilv, 
irritated bv his «on’s coolnes" “How dare you lajgh when your 
father w talking to jou* Take care 1 louve started taking liberties 
far too early 1 I shall hare to put a curb on you! ’ 

Yakov poured out some more vodka and drank it His fathers 
reproaches provoked him to anger but he restrained himself, tr) 
ing not to say what he was thinking in order to avoid exciting his 
father ‘till more. To tell the truth, he was somewhat frightened 
by the stern and even cruel light in his father’s eye* 

Seeing that hi» son had taken another drink without offering 
him one. \assili flared up ‘till more 

“Your father tells >ou to go home, but yon laugh at him, eh’" 
he demanded “Take vour discharge on Saturdav and quick 
march home' Do you hear what 1 tell vou’" 

“l won’t go *aid kilos firmly ob«tinatel) 'baking his 
head 

“kou wont, eh’’’ roared \a«jli and renting lus hands on the 
barrel he ro*e from his «cat “\Oio do you think you are tailin'; 
to 9 Are pu « dog to bark at your father’ Have you forgotten 
what I can do to you’ Have you forgotten’” 

Hm lips trembled his face twitched convuluvelv the vein* 
stood out on his temple* 

“1 haven’t forgotten anj thing” answered kakov in a low voice 
without looking at hv. father * Djt do you remember even thing’ 
You’d better Jook out’” 

"Don t dare teach me’ III smash jou to a pulp’ ” 
kakov dodged hi3 father’s am aa it ro*e Over his head and 
mUt’ertd through his clenched teeth 

“Don’t dare touch me. You’re not at home in the village * 
“Silence* Im your father no matter where we are’” 



MALVA 


349 


“You cant get me flogged at the % dost police station here 1 
There ain’t no volo«t here’” said Iakov laughing in Ins fatherV 
face and a]«o rising from his seat 

Vassih «tood with bloodshot eyes head thrust forward and 
fists clenched, breathing bot breath mixed wjth vodka fumes into 
his son’s face Yakov stepped hack and with lowering brow, 
watched every movement his father made, ready to parry a blow 
Outwardly he was calm, hut hot perspiration broke out over his 
whole body Between them stood the barrel which «erved them as 
a table 

“I can’t flog you, you say 9 ” Vassili asked hoarsely, arching lu* 
hack like a cat ready to spring 

“Everybody’s equal here You are a labourer and «o am I” 

1 Is that what it is 9 ’ 

“What do you think 9 Why are you mad with me 9 Do you 
think I don’t know 9 You started it " 

VaSsiIi emitted a roar and swung Ins arm with such swiftness 
that Yakov was unable to avoid it The blow came down on hia 
lead He staggered and snarled into the angrv face of his father 

'Take care 1 ” he warned lnm clenching his fist* as "\ assili rn»«ed 
his aim ag3in 

‘I’ll show you take care’” 

“Stop I tell you 1 ” 

“Aha* You’re threatening vour father 1 >our father 1 
1 our father* ” 

Tlie small "hack hemmed them in and hampered their move- 
ments They stumbled over the *alt hags, the overturned barrel and 
the tree stump 

Parrying the blows with his fists, ^akov pale and perspiring 
teeth clenched and eyes blazing like a wolPs slowly retreated be- 
fore his father, while the latter followed him np waving his fists 
ni his blind fury, and *uddenlv becoming strangely dishevelled like 
a hnsthng wild boar 

“Leave off* That’s enough* irtop it*” said Yakov in a calm 
and sinister voice passing through the door of the shack into the 
open. 

His father roared still louder and followed lum. but his blows 
only encountered fiis son's lT*t« 
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\real you mad Aren’t you mad,” said \akov tcasingly, 
realizing that he was far more agile than hu falher 
‘\oti wait You only wait, ” 

I>ut Aakov skipped a«ide and ran towards the sea 
\assili went after him with lowered head and outspread arms, 
but he stumbled over «omcthing and frll flat on the ground Ife 
quickly rose to hi« knees and then sat down on the sand, propping 
Ins bod) up with his arm* He was exhausted by the scuffle, and 
he positueli howled from a burning sense of unavenged wrong 
and the biller con«ciousnc*s of his weakness 

“May )OU be accursed*” he shouted hoarsely, stretching his 
neck in the direction \akov had gone and spitting the foam of 
madness from his trembling lips 

Iakov leaned against a boat and clceely watched his father 
while rubbing his injured head One of the sletoes of his blouse 
had been torn out and was hanging by a single thread The collar 
was a!«o torn and his white perspiring che*t gh*tened in the 
sun as if it had been smeared with grease. He now felt con 
tempt for his father He had always thought of him as being strong 
er than himself and vein® him now «itting on the sand, dishev 
died and pitiful threatening him with h» fists, be smiled the 
condescending, offensive smile of the strong contemplating the 
weak 

“Cur*c you* May you be accursed forever*” 

Yass li shouted his curves fo loudl) that kakov involuntarily 
glanced out at sea, towards the fisheries as if afraid that some- 
body out there might hear these cries of impotence. But out there 
there was nothing but the waies and the sun. He then spat out and 
said 

Go on, shout* Whom do you think you are hurting 9 Only 
yourself And since this has happened between us 1 11 tell yon 
what l think. ” 

“Shut up’ . Get out of my sight* Go away*” roared \essili. 

“I won’t go hack to the village,’’ said kakov, keeping his eyes 
on his father and watching every movement he made. “1 shall stay 
here for the winter It 5 better for me berc I’m no fool I under 
stand that. Life’s easier here At home you’d do as you like 
with me, but here look’* 
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Willi that he doubled up his fist «hoved his father a fico 
and laughed not toudty, but loud enough to mate Vassih jump to 
his feet again wad with rage He picked up an oar and made a 
dash for Yakov shouting hoarsely 

“Your father 5 Do that to your father? Ill kill you'” 

By the tune he reached the boat blind with fury, Yakov was 
already far away, running with his torn out sleeve flapping behind 
him 

Vassilj hurled the oar after him hut it dropped short and 
again exhausted, the old man leaned his chest again-*! the side of 
the boat and madly scratched at the wood o$ he gazed after Jm son 
The latter shouted at him from a distance 
“You ought to be ashamed of yourself Y ou’ve got grey hairs 
ntrciul), and yet you go mad like that over a woman' Ekh you' 

1 ut l*m not going back to the ullage Co back yourself 
You’ve no bu»ine«s to le here!” 

“Vashka' Shut up 1 ” roared Vassih drowning Yashka’s voice 
“Yashka* I’ll kill you' Get out of here'” 

Yakov strolled off at a leisurely pace 

His father watchej him go with dull, msan« eyes He alreaai 
looked shorter his feet seemed to have sunk into the sand. 

He had suik up to the wai«t up to the shoulder to the 
neck he was gone’ A moment later however somewhat further 
from the spot where h" had vanished, his head reappeared, then 
his dioulder* and then his whole 1 odi but he was smaller 
now He turned round looked in \s*m1iV direction and shouted 
somHhing 

‘Cur«e you' Cow sou' t ur*e you' * shouted Yassili in reply 
Hu son male a gesture of disgust turned round and went off, 
and again vanished behind the *and dunes. 

\n.«sil| gazed for a long time in the direction his son had gone 
urltl his bark ached from the awkward posture of his body ns ho 
lay leaning against the loat He rose to his feet and daggered 
from the pain he felt in every lin b Hus belt had stij ped up to 
his armpits. He unfasten'd it with his numbed finger* hfon-ht it 
close to his eyes an-1 threw it on the sand. Then he went into 
the shack and halted tn front of a hollow m the sand and re- 
sresnhrtft! that that was where he had stumbled, and that had 



15® 


MAXIM COFtKT 


he not fallen he v ouW have caught hia son. Hie «hack "as in 
utter disorder ^ assili looked round for I lx* vodka bottle He 
saw it lying among the sacks and picked u up The bottle was 
tightly corked and the vodka had not been fpilt. Vats li slowly 
prized the cork out and putting the mouth of the bottle to his 
Iijw he wanted to dnnk but the bottle rattled against ms teeth 
and the vodka (lowed out of his mouth on to bis beard and chest 

Vassil heard a ringing in his ears, his heart throbbed violent 
h his back ached unbearally 

‘‘Alter all I am old 1 ” he saul aloud and sank down on the 
sand at the entrance of the «hack. 

The sea stretched out before h m The waves laughed nowily 
and playfully as always, \assih gazed for a long time at tlie 
water and remembered the Teaming words his son had uttered 

“If only all this wav land* lUack earth' And if we could 
plough it all* 

A bitter feelin* oiercame this muzhik He vigorously rubbed 
his chest looked around and heaved a deep «igh. His head 
drooped low and I is back bent as if tinder the; weight of s heavy 
burden His ihroal woiked convulsively as if he were choking He 
coughed hard to clear his throat and crossed himself looking up 
into the eky Gloomy thoughts descended upon him 

For the sake of a loose woman he had abandoned his wife, 
with whom he had lived m honest toil for over fifteen yesra 
and for this the Lord had punished him by the rebellion of his 
son That was so oh Lord* 

His son had mocked at him had torn his heart Death 
would be too good for him for having vexed his father s soul in this 
way' And what for' For a loose woman wild was living in Sin 
It had been a sirv for him an old Wan to forget his wife and son 
and to associate with this woman 

And so the Lord m His holv wrath had reminded Jnm of Ins 
duty and through ha son had struck at his heart in jn t punish 
went That was so oh Lord* 

S King huddled tip on the sand \ assili crossed himself and 
hhnkoJ his eyes brushing away with his eyelashes the tears that 
were blinding him 

The *un sank ir-to the 


The lurid glare < f ll e vun=et slow 
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ly faded away A warm wind from the silent distance fanned the 
muzhik’s face that was wet with tears Absorbed in his thoughts 
of repentance, lie sat there until he fell asleep 

Two days after his quarrel with his father, Yakov, with a num 
her of other fishermen, went off m a large boat towed by a steam 
tug to a spot thirty versts from the fisheries to catch «tuTgcon Five 
days later he returned to the fisheries alone in a sailing boat — he 
had been sent back for provisions He arrived at midday, when the 
fishermen were resting after dinner It was unbearably hot, the scorch 
ing sand burnt one’s feet, and the fish scales and fishbones pricked 
them Yakov cautiously made lus way to the hutments, cursing 
himself for not having put his boots on He felt too lazy to go back 
to the boat *o get them and, besides, lie was hurrying to get a bite 
and also to sec Malva He had often thought of her during the 
dull time he had spent at sea, and now he wanted to know whether 
she had seen his father and what he had told her Perhaps 
ho had beaten her That wouldn’t be a bad thing— -it would knock 
the starch out of her a hit' As it was, she was far too perky ami 
impudent' 

The fisheries were quiet and deserted The windows of the hut 
meats were wide open, and these large wooden boxes also *=eemed 
to be gasping from tho heat la the agent’s office, which was hid<f-*n 
among the huts an infant was bawling with all its might Low 
voices were heard behind a pile of barrels 

Yakov boldly stepped up to the barrels he thought he heard 
Malva’s voice On reaching them, however, and looking behind 
them, he started back, frowned and halted 

Rehind the barrels, in their shade, red haired Seryozhka was 
lying on his back. Ins hands under Jus head On one side of him 
sat his father, on the other side was Malva. 

“What’s he doing here 9 ’ said Yakov to himself, thinking of his 
father “Has he given up lus quiet job to come here so as to be near 
er to Malva and to keep him away from her 9 Oh hell' What If 
mother heard about all his goings on 9 Shall I go to him or Hot 9 ** 

“Well'” he heard Seryozhka sty So it’s godd bve eh 9 All 

right' Go and grub the soil'” 

Yakov blinked hi3 eyes with joy 



MAYlSl CORKY 


154 


Y e« 1 H go* his father «aid 

Yak or then boldly stepped forward end exclaimed mcmij 
“Greetings to an hone«t company 1 ' 

Hts father "hot a rapid glance at him and turned away Main 
did not turn an erela«h but Seryozhka jerked his leg and c aid in 
a deep bass toice 

‘Lo* Our belored son Ya*hka hath returned from distant lands'” 
And then he continued in his usual voice “He deserves to be flayed 
and his skin used for a drum lik“ a sheepskin*’ 

Malta laughed «oftly 
“Ita hot’" «aid Y akov ‘iltinf down 
\ as«ili glanced at him again and f-aid 
“Ire been waiting for you Yakov” 

Yakov thought his voice was softer than usual and his face 
looked younger 

“Tie come back for provision*” he announced and then he 
asked ^enozhka to give him some tobacco for a cigarette 

You’ll get no tobacco from me. you young fool'” *aid Se 
rvozhka without moving a mu*cle 

Im going home ^akov * «aid \a*sili impressively, making 
marks on the sand with hi* finder 

‘Is that so’” an«wered "iakov looking innocently at his father 
“filial about you are vou remaining here’” 

‘Yes I’ll remain. There* not enough work for both of us 
at home” 

“MTell I wont *ay anything Do as you please You re 
no longer a child. Only remember th s — I won t last much long 
er Perhaps I shall live but as for being able to work — Pm not 
sure about that I ve got unused to the land don’t forget 

— you ye got a mother back home” 

He must have found it hard to talk, his words seemed to etick 
in his teeth He stroked his beard and his hand trembled 

Tdalva stared at him Seryozhka screwed up one eye and with 
the other large and round, looked hard into kakov’s face Yakov 
was bubbling over with joy hut fearin'* to betray it he «at silently 
staring at his feet. 

“So don’t forget your mother remember you’re her only 
son'” said \assih 
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‘You needn’t tell me that I know’’ said Yakoi 'hrinkmg 
“All right, since you know*’ said hi s father, eyeing him dis 
trustfully “All 1 say is — don’t forget’” 

Vass h heated a deep Sigh For scieral moments all four re- 
mained silent Then Malta «aid 
“The hell will go soon 1 ’ 

“Well, I’ll go along’” «aid Va*silt rising to Ins feet The otlier 
three did the same 

“Goodbye, Sctgei’ If e'er you are on the Volga, perhaps 
jou’H look me up 9 Sunlirxh Uyezd k i11age of Mazlo Nikolo 
LyWsshaya Volo»t" 

“All tight’ ’ said Set} ozhka shaking Vass ill’s hand holding it 
tight in his sinewy paw that was overgrown with red hair and smil 
mg into hi'* sad graxe lace 

“L) kovo-N ikohkaya is a fairly large place It’s known all 
oxer the countryside, and we live about four versts from it,” Vas 
sill explained 

“All right, nil right I’ll look in if cxer I’m that way’” 
“Good bye l” 

“Goodbye old man’” 

“Good b>e Malm,” said Vassili in a choking xoicc without look 
mg at her 

Malm unhurriedly wiped her lips on her -deexe and placing her 
white hands on Vassili s shoulders silently and gravel) kissed him 
three times on his cheeks and lips 

Vassili was confused and muttered something incoherently Yakov 
dropped his head to conceal an ironic -unde while Seryozhka looked 
up into the sk) and )awned «oftlv 

“You’ll find it hot work walking’ he said 

“Oh that’s nothing Well goodb)e, V ako\ ’’’ 

“Good h>c’” 

The) «tood opposite each other not knowing what to do The 
sad phrase * good b) e,” which had rung out so often and monoto- 
nously during lhe«c few seconds awakened a tender feeling for his 
falher in Yakox’s heart, but he did not know how to express it to 
embrace him as Malva had done or to shake hands with him as 
Seryozhka had done Va«sih was xexed by the irresolution expressed 
in his son's posture and face, and he ttiYl fdt something that was 
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akin to shame in \ ai o\ s presence. This feeling had been roused 
li his recollection of the «cene on the «pur and by Malva’s lasses 
“And so — don’t forget your mother' ’ be «aid at last. 

“AJ1 right all right ' ” exclaimed Yakov with a cordial 'mile 
“Don’t worry I II do the right thing’” 

He nodd>*d hi* head 

Well thats all’ Farewell May the Lord send you all the 
best Think of me kindly Oh Seryozhka' I huned the tea 
C3n in the «and under the stern of the green boat’” 

”Wha*’a he want the tea can for 9 ” kakov enquired hastily 
“lie* taken over my job out there on the «pur” explained 
\assilt. 

Yakov looked at Servozhka, glanced at Malva and dropped his 
head to conceal the jovous sparkle in his eves 
“Well, good bye, friends. I’m going.” 

Vais li bowed all round and weri off. Malva went with him. 

“I’ll *ee vou off a little way,” she said 

‘'eryozhka dropped down on the «and and caught hold of 
Iakovs foot |u-t as kakot wa3 about to step out after Malva 
“Whoa’ Where vou off to 9 ” 

“Wait* Let me go'” cried ^akov trying to tear liu foot free 
But Seryozhka caught him by the other foot too and said 
“Sit down next to me for a while*” 

“Hey' Stop playing the fool’” 

“I’m not playing the fooL But you sit down'" 
kakov sat down. 

“What do you want 9 " he demanded through hi* clenched teeth 
Shut np for a minute* Let me think and then III tell 

Seryorhka looked threateningly at kakov with his insolent eves 
and Iakov yielded to him 

Malva and Yaasih walked on m silence for a little while She 
cast sidelong glsty*, »t h » face and her eyes glistened strangely 
\a<»ih Frowned ard said nothing Their feet sank to the loose sand 
and lhrv walked very slowlv 
assya’* 

*Wh*t 9 " 
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“I made you quarrel with \a*hk3 on purpose . You could 
have lived here together without quarrelling” "he said in a calm 
and even voice 

h> did you do that 9 ” Vftssih asked after a brief pause 
"I don’t know . Just like that 1 ” 

She shrugged her shoulders and laughed 
“A tuce thing to do' Ekh you’” he «avd reproachfully m an 
angry voice 

She remained silent 

“You’ll spoil that boy of mine spotl him completely ' Ekh’ You 
arc a Midi, a witch 1 1 ou don’t know the fear of Cod' You hue no 
shame* What «irc you doing 9 " 

“What ought I to do 9 ” «he a«ked aiul there "as a note either 
of anxiety or of Aeration in her \oico, it "as difficult to «ay which 
“What you ought to do 9 Ekh you 1 ’ exclaimed Va«sili feeling 
anger welling up m lus heart against her 

He passionately wanted to strike her to knock her down at his 
feet and trample upon her On the «and to kick her in the breast 
and face with his heavy boots He clenched Ins fist and looked round 
Near the barrels he could sec the figures of Iakov and Sc 
ryozhka their faces were turned toward* him 

“Go away go awav* I could smash you, you ’ 

He ln«sed the abusive word almo't in her face His eyes were 
bloodshot Ins beard quivered and ln« hands mtoluntanly stretched 
towards her hair which had slipped from under her kerchief 
She, however, gazed at him calmly with her greenish eye* 

“I ought to kill you you slut’ Wait you’ll pet what’s com 
ing to you’ Somebody’ll wring your neck vet*’ 

She smiled, said nothing and then heaving a deep *igh, «he 
said curtly 

“Well, that’s enough’ Goodbye’” 

And turning on her heel she went back 

Vassili roared after her and ground his teelh But Halva walked 
on, trying to step into the distinct and deep traefo of Yassih’s foot 
steps in the sand, ami each time she succeeded she carefully oblit- 
erated them with her foot And so she proceeded, 'lowly, until «lie 
reached the barrels where Seryozhka greeted her with the question 
“Well, so you saw him off 9 ” 
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Maha nodded in the affirmative and sat down beside him. Ya 
kov looked at her ard «mded tenderly, moving his lips a* if he 
were whimpering something which he alone heard 

“Now that you’ve «aid good lye you feel *orcy he’s gone, eh?” 
Scryoihka asked again ijjoling the words of the fong 

“When are you gom w out there to the spur 7 ” asked MaUa by 
way of reply nodding in the direction of the se3 
“Tins evening” 

TO go wnh you ** 

“\ou will* Now that’s what I like'” 

“And I ’ll go 1 ” «aid }akov emphatically 

“Who’s innung sou’” S<*ryozhka asked, screwing up his eyes. 
The «ound of a cracked Vw 11 was heard calling the men hack 
to work the stroke* ha*tilv following one another arid dying away 
in the merry surge of the waves. 

“She is'” «aid \alov looking at Maha challenging!* 
l 7 " die exclaimed in surprise “What do I want you for 7 ” 
“I-rts talk straight Nadika" wvA Sergei <exnYy rising to hvs 
feet “If vou «tart pestering her I’ll smash you to a pulp* And 
if vou put a finger on hn III kill vou as I would a fly 1 One 
crack on the I rad — and vouTl he a goner’ It’s ver> simple with 
me'” 

Hu face, his whole figure and knotty hand* «tretching towards 
Yakov’s 011-01% all very convincin'*!) testified that U was very 
simple with him. 

Yakov «trpped hack a pace and said in a choking voice 
“IS ait a bit' Why, she her*clf ** 

‘Now then — lhats enough’ Who do vou think, yon arc 7 Mot 
ton’s not for you to eat, you do"’ Pe grateful if you get a Lone to 
gnaw Well what are you glaring at 7 ” 

^akov glanced at Malva Her green eyes were laughing in hi3 
face an offensive humiliating mocking Iau®h and she pressed agaxn*t 
^eryozhkas «ide so lovtrglv that the sweat broke out all over Ya 
kovs hod) 

They walked away from him, «ide by *ide and when thev had 
gone a little di'tancc they Loth laughed out loudly Yakov dug hi3 
righ* foot deeply into th- «and and stood as if petr fied breathin'* 
heavily. 
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In the distance, over the yellow, deserted, undulating sand, a 
small dark human figure was moving. On its right the merr) mighty 
sea glistened in the sun, and on its left, right up to the horizon, 
stretched the sand — a dreary, monotonous desert, Yakov looked at 
the lonely figure and blinked his eyes, which were full of vexation 
and perplexity, and vigorously rubbed his chest with both his 
hands. 

The fisheries were humming v>i‘h activity, 

Yakov heard Malta shouting in o re-onant throaty voice: 

. “Who took my knife?” 

Tlie waves were splashing nowily, the sun was shining, the sea 
was laughing. . . . 
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0 ER THE «ilver plain of ocean wind* are gathering the storm- 
clouds and between the clouda and ocean proudly wheels the Stormv 
Petrel like a streak of sable lightning 

Now his wing the wave care'res, now he ri*es like an arrow, clear 
ing clouds and crying fiercely, while the clouds detect a rapture in 
the bird’s courageous crying 

In that crying «ounds a craving for the tempest' Sounds the flam 
ing of his pa**ion of his anger of his confidence in triumph 

The gulls are moaning in their terror— moaning, darting oer the 
waters, and would gladlv hide tlieir horror m the inky depths of 
ocean. 

And the grebes are al«o moaning Not for them the namcic** 
Tapture of the rtruggle Tliey are frightened by the crashing of the 
thunder 

And the fooftdi penguins cower in the crevices of rocks, while 
alone the Stormy Petrel proudly wheel* above the ocean, o’er the 
silver frothina waters' 

Ever lower, ever blacker, «ink the *tonn clouds to the sea, and 
the singing waTes are mounting in their yearning toward the thunder 

Strikes the thunder Now the water* fiercely battle with the winds 
And the winds m fury ware them in unbreakable embrace hurling 
down the emerald masses (o be shattered on the clifis 

Like a streak of sable lightning wheels and cries the Stormy Pet 
vel, piercin'^ storm-clouds like an arrow cutting swiftly through the 
water* 

He is coursing like a Demon the black Demon of the tempest 
ever laughing, ever sobbing — he i« laughing at the storm-clouds he 
as sobbing with Ins rapture 

In the crashing of the thunder the wise Demon hears a murmur 
of eahau'tion He is certain that the clouds will not obliterate the 
run, that the *torm-c!ond« never never, will obliterate the sun 
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The waters roar. . . . The thunder crashes. . . . 

Livid lightning flares in storm-clouds o’er the vast expanse of 
ocean, and the flaming darts are captured and extinguished by the 
■waters, while the serpentine reflection^ writhe, expiring, in the 
deep. 

The storm! The storm will soon he breaking! 

Still the valiant Stormy Petrel proudly wheels among the light- 
ning, o’er the roaring, raging ocean, and hvs cry re«ounds exultant, 
like a prophecy of triumph — , 

Let it break in all its fury! 


11 — 830 



COMRADE 

A TALE 


I 

EvERtTirrvc in this town was strange and incomprehensible Its 
roan) churches raised their varicoloured cupolas skywards, but the 
walls and chimneys of the factories rose above the bell towers, 
and the churches obscured by the heavy facades of business houses, 
were submerged to the lifeless labyrinth of stone walls like fantas- 
tic blossoms amid a heap of du £ t and debris And when the church 
bells summoned to praven their metallic cnes fell upon the iron 
of the roofs and were lost amid the narrow canyons between the 
bouses. 

The buildings were unmen«e and frequently handsome, but the 
people were ugl> and always contemptible from rooming till night 
they bustled about like grey mice, •currying along the narrow, crook- 
ed streets of the town and searching with avid eyes, some for 
bread, others for amu'emenL Still others, standing on the cross- 
roads, kept a hostile and watchful eye on tbe weak to see that they 
humbly subm tied to the strong The strong were the wealthy end 
everyone believed that money alone pave man power and freedom. 
All of them desired power for all were slaves, the luxury of tbe 
neh evoked the envy and hatred of the poor, and for no one was 
there sweeter music than the clink of gold, and hence every man 
was ar other man’* enemy and one and all were ruled by cruelty 
Sometimes the sun shone over the town, but tbe life was always 
datk and the people were like shadows At night they lighted a 
myriad of bright lights, but then tbe hungTf women came onto tbe 
street to sell their caresses for money, the odour of diverse rich 
food* assailed tbe nostrils and everywhere silently, hungrily blazed 
the re*ertful eyes of the starving, and a muffled moan of misery, 
too weak to cry aloud in angui'b echoed faint!) over tbe town. 
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Life was dreary and full of anxiety, all men were enemies and 
all men were in the wrong only a few felt righteous but they were 
as coarse as animals, they were crueller than all the others 

Everyone wanted to live and no one knew how no one could 
freely follow the path of his desires, and every step into the future 
caused an involuntary glance back at the present which with the 
powerful relentless hands of a greedy monster halted man m his 
tracks and enmeshed him in its viscid embrace 

Man paused helplessly in pain and bewilderment as he beheld 
the ugly grimace on lifes face Life gazed into h s heart with thou 
eands of sad helpless eyes and beseech ed him wordlessly where- 
upon the bnsht images of the future died m his 'ou! and man’s 
groan of impotence was submerged in the uneven chorus of groans and 
cries of miserable, wretched people tortured on the rack of life 
There was always dreariness and anxiety sometimes terror and 
the dork gloom) city, with its revoltingly symmetrical heaps of stone 
that blotted out the temples, stood motionless, surrounding the peo- 
ple Idee a prison and giving back the sun s rays 

And life’s mu«ic was a muffled cry of anguish and wrath a 
soft hiss of hidden hatred a menacing roar of cruelty, a sensual 
scream of violence 


11 

Amid the gloomy turmoil of sorrow and misfortune m the 
convulsive grappling of greed and want, in the morass of pitiful 
egotism a few solitary dreamers went unnoticed about the base- 
ments where dwell the poor who had created the wealth of the city, 
spumed and derided jet full of faith in man they preached revolt, 
they were rebellious sparks of the distant flame of truth Secretly 
they brought with them into the basements small but always fruit 
fill seeds of a simple jet great teaching and now sternly with a 
cold glitter in their eyes now gently and lovingly planted this 
bright burning truth in the 1 eavy hearts of tl e slave-men the men 
turned by the will of the brutal and avaricious into blind and 
dumb tools of acquisition 

An! "foese irsi\ io'mtatAiitvr, y/toy-'iC YftVK.ei {if-’trtrtSir&j Vo 
the music of the new words a music their weary hearts had desired 
11* 
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thinly for so Ion" and gradually they raided thar heads, extne&t 
tng themselves from the web of cunning lies with which their pow- 
erful and greedy tormentor* had entangled them. 

Into their lives «o full of a dull, suppressed resentment, into 
hearts poisored by «o raanv wrong* mto minds muddled by the 
flashy wisdom of th_ powerful — into this hard and miserable exig- 
ence 'aturated with the bitterness of humiliation — a simple radiant 
word was flun* 

‘Comrade ” 

It was not new to them the} had heard it and uttered it them 
“elves. but until then it had had the same empty, dull sound as all 
the familiar hackneyed words which to forget is to lo*e nothing 

But now it bad a new nn<* «trong and clear, it sang with a new 
in canine and there wa* something as bard, «parhUng and many fac- 
eted about it as a diamond 

Thev accepted it and uttered it cautiondy eently, cherishing it 
tenderlv in the-r hearts as a mother her babe «he rocks in its cradle. 

And the deeper they penetrated into the radiant soul of the word, 
the brighter and finer it seemed to them 

tjComrade*" thev «aid 

And thev felt that this word had come to unite the whole world, 
1o raise all men to the sumnrts of freedom and weld them with 
new bonds, the firm bonds of respect for one another, respect for 
man’s freedom. ^ 

Vhoi this word took root in the hearts of the slaves, they ceased 
lobe slaves and one day thev declared to the city and all its mighty 

“Enough 1 ” 

^Thereupon life 'topped, for they were the force that *ct it in 
motion they and none other The water ceased to flow, the fires 
■died, the city was plunged in darkness and the powerful were as 
helpless as infants. 

Fear po«e<«ed the souls of the oppr»<ors and suffocating in 
the stench of their own excrement, they stifled ibetr hatred of the 
rebels in fear and amazement at their power 

The spectre of hunger haunted them, and their children wailed 
piteously in the darkness. 

Houses and churches, enveloped in gloom, merged in a soul 
less chaos of ‘tone and iron, an ominous stillness held die streets 



COMRADE 


16a 

in the grip of death, life stood still, for the power that gave it birth 
had grown aware of itself and the slave-man had found the magic, 
invincible word to express his will — he had freed himself from 
oppression and had seen his own power — the power of the creator 
Those were days of misery for the mighty, for those who had 
helloed lhetn«ehes to be the masters of life, the night was as a 
thousand nights, so thick was the gloom so pitifully meagre and 
timid the lights that flickered in the dead city and that city built 
m the course of centimes, the monster that had sucked the blood 
of men rose before them in all its abominable ugliness a pitiful 
heap of stone and wood The sightless windows of houses looked out 
hungrily and gloomily onto the streets where the true masters of 
life now walked with a new vigour They too were hungry, hungrier 
indeed than the other*, but the sensation was a familiar one, and 
the suffering of their bodies was not as acute as the suffering of the 
masters of life, nor did it dim the flame that burned brightly in 
their souls They burned with a knowledge of their own power, 
the promise of coming victory shone in their eyes 

They walked the streets of the city, this dismal cramped prison 
of theirs where they had been scorned and derided where so many 
injuries had been heaped upon their souls, and they saw the great 
significance of their labour, and this made them conscious of their 
sacred right to he the masters of life, the makers of Us laws its crea 
tors And then with a new force, with a dazzling radiance the life 
giving, unifying word bounded 
“Comrade 1 ” 

It rang out among the false words of the present as glad tidings 
of the future of the new life that awaited all and eieryone Was it far 
or near, that life 7 They felt U was for them to decide they were 
appxoachmg freedom and they themselves were postponing iU coming 


III 

The prostitute, but y e'terdav a half starved animal, waiting 
wearily on the squalid street for someone to come to her and cruelly 
purchase her caresses for a pittance — the prostitute too heard that 
word, but smiling embarrassedly she did not daie to repeat it A 
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‘ Comrades ” 

On the faces of tho«e who bore this word m their hearts who 
had invested it with flesh and blood and the strident sound of a clar- 
ion call to unity— on their faces glowed the pride of youthful crea- 
tors and it was clear that the strength they so lavishly invested in 
this word was indestructible inexhaustible 

Against them grey, blind mobs of armed men were already 
being mustered forming themselves silently into even lines — the 
wrath of the oppressors was about to descend upon the rebels who 
were fighting for justice 

And in the crooked, narrow streets of the great city among its 
chill silent walls built by the hands of unknovm builders a great 
faith in the brotherhood of man was spreading and maturing 
“Comrades 1 ” 

Hero and there fire bur«t forth that was destined to flare up 
into the flame that would envelop the earth with the strong bright 
feeling of the kinship of all men It will envelop the earth and sear 
it, reducing to ashes the malice hatred and cruelty that disfigure 
us, melting all hearts and merging them in a single heart the heart 
of upright, noble men and women linked in a closely knit friendly 
family of free workers. 

On the streets of the dead city the slaves bad built, on the streets 
of the city where cruelty had reigned faith in man, m his victory 
ovei^himself and the evil of the world giew and gathered strength 
And m the chaos of uneasy joyless existence, like a bright, mer 
ry star a torchlight into the future, shone that simple heartfelt 
word * 

' Comrade'” 
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“He knows 

The crowd flowed sluggishly down die canal like street break* 
ing up into eddies, murmuring arguing and discussing swerving 
against the house walls and again filling the middle of the street, a 
dark, fluid mass A vague ferment of doubt seemed to pervade it, 
an obvious, intense expectation of something that would light up 
the path to the goal with belief in success so that this belief could 
bind, merge all the fragments m one, strong and harmonious body. 
The) tried to conceal their lack of belief, but could not do so, and 
a vague feeling of anxiety, and a particularly acute sensitiveness 
to teound, was observed among them They shuffled along cautiously, 
pricking up their ears, staring ahead, per«istently searching for some- 
thing with their ejes The voices of those who believed in the 
strength within them and not in a strength outside of them, imbued 
the crowd with a sense of fear and irritation far too acute for one 
who was convinced that he had a right to contend in open dispute 
against the power he wished to see 

As it poured from street into street, however the crowd rapidly 
grew, and this outward growth gradually created a feeling of inner 
growth, awakened the consciousness that the slave-people had a 
right to call upon the government to pay attention to its needs 
“Say what you like, hut we, too, are human ” 

“‘He’ will understand that vie are only asking ” 

“He must understand' We are not rebels. ” 

“Then, again there’s Father Gapon ” 

“Comrades' One doesn’t a«h for freedom ” 

“Oh Lord' * 

“You wait, brother * ’ 

‘Chase him away, the devil'” 

“Father Gapon knows be«t ” 

A tall man m a black overcoat with a vellow patch on the shoul 
der got up on the curb and removing hj3 cap from bis bald head 
began to talk loudly and solemnly with flashing eyes and trembling 
voice He talked about “Him,” about the tsar 

At first there was an artificial exaltation m his words and tone 
of voice, they lacked the emotion, which, by infecting others, can 
almost perform miracles. It seemed as though the man was straining 
himself in an. effort to awaken and conjure up an image that had 
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They now walked at a more rapid pace, without hesitation and 
with each «tep thej took, they infected e3ch other with this unity 
of mood, with the intoxication of self-deception. The ‘He” which 
they had just created persistently routed in their minds the shades 
of the ancient, benevolent heroes, echoes of the legends they had 
heard in childhood, and absorbing the vital strength of the human 
■desire to believe, ‘He” grew and grew m their imagination . 
Somebody shouted 
*“IIe’ loves us . ” 

And there can be no doubt that this mass of people sincerely 
believed in the love of the being whom they had just created 

When the crowd poured from the street onto the embankment 
a long, crooked lino of soldiers haired its way to the bridge, hut 
the people were not daunted by this thin grey barrier There was 
nothing menacing in the figures of the soldiers that were distinctly 
drawn against the light blue background of the broad river They 
•were skipping to warm their frozen feet, {lapping their arms, and 
pushing each other about On the other side of the river the 
people saw a large, gloomy house That was where “He,” the tsar 
the master of this house, lived Great and strong kind and loving, 
be could not, of cour«e, have ordered his soldiers to prevent the 
people from going to the one they loved, and to whom they wished 
to 'peak about their needs. 

Still, a shadow of perplexity appeared on many faces, and the 
people in front reduced their pace Some looked back, others left 
the crowd and stepped onto the sidewalk lut all tned to show 
that they were aware of the presence of the soldiers and that it 
did not surprise them t *ome calmly gazed at the golden angel 
that glistened high in the sk> above the gloomy fortress, others 
smiled A voice said commiserating! y 
“It's cold for the soldiers. " 

“Rather ** 

“Put still they’ve got to stand there*” 

“The soldiers are here to keep order” 

“Quiet now, fellow** . Keep calm’” 

“Three cheers for the sold er**” somebody shouted. 

An officer, wearing a yellow hood thrown back on his shoal 
ders, drew his sword from its scabbard and, brandishing the curved 
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«teel blade, shouted somethin" to the crowd The soldiers sprang 
to attention and stood motionless, shoulder to shoulder, 

“What ore the) doing 9 ” a rather plump woman n‘hed. 

Nohodf answered her Suddenly everybody found it difficult to wall. 
“Stand hath'” thev heard tlie officer shout. 

Some of the people looked behind and saw a dense mass of 
bodies into which a dark human rtrer was continuing to flow in an 
endless stream Yielding to the pressure ol this riser the crowd 
moved on and filled the open apace in front of the bridge Several 
people itepped forward, and, wanng white handkerchiefs, went out 
to meet the officer, ahouUnR 
“We are going to our tsar’" 

"In a perfectly orderly manner’” 

“Co back’ If you don’t. I shall order my men to shoot’” 

When tlie officer’s voice reached tlie crowd it wa* echoed by 
a buzz of amazement Some of the people had said that they would 
not be allowed to go to “Him," but this threat to shoot at the 
people who were going to “Him” in a perfectly orderly maimer, 
behenng m hi* power anl benevolence, distorted the image thev 
had created “He" was a power above all powers and bad no rea- 
son to fear anybody, had no reason to repulse hu people with 
bayonet* and bullets. . 

A tall, gaunt man with a starred face and Hack eyes sudden- 
ly shouted out 

“Shoot 9 ^ on won’t dare’” 

And turning to the crowd be continued londlv and angrily* 
“Well 9 Didn’t I tell vou they wouldn’t let us through? ' 
“Who 9 The soldiers 9 ” 

*Tlol the soldiers, but them, over there . 

And he waved his arm into the distance 

“Those higher up Ah* I told you so, didn’t I*" 

“We don’t know yet. , .” 

“When they hear what w-e’ve come for, they’ll let ns through’” 
The noise increased. Angry exclamations and sarcastic remarks 
wese heard. Common sense had been shattered against this silly 
barrier and was now silent. Tb~ gestures of the people became more 
nervous and agitated. A raw, cold wind blew from the nver. The 
ngid bayonets glistened. 



TIIE NINTH OF JANUARY 


173 


Bandying remarks and -yielding Jo the pressure from behind, 
the people pushed forward Those vho had been waving handier 
chiefs turned aside and disappeared in the crowd, but those in 
front, men, women and children were all waving white handker- 
chiefs now 

‘Shoot’ What are you talking about’ Why should they’” said 
an elderly man with a beard streaked with grey “It’s simply that 
they won’t let us cro«3 by the badge and want us to go straight 
oier the ice” 

Suddenly a dry uneven rattle broke out and it seemed as 
though the crowd had been lashed by scores of invisible whips 
For a moment all voices seemed to have been frozen, but the mass 
of people continued «lowly to push forward 

* Blank shot,” «aid somebody in a colourless voice whether en 
quinng or stating a fact was not clear 

But here and there groans were heard and several bodies lav 
at the feet of people in the crowd A woman wailing loudly and 
holding her hand to her brca«t, rapidly stepped out of the crowd 
towards the bayonets which were thni«t out to meet her Several 
people hurried after her, and then some more, sweeping round 
her and running ahead of her 

Again came the rattle of nfle fire louder but more ragged 
than before The people landing near die fence heard the boards 
crunch as if they were being fiercely gnawed by invisible teeth 
One bullet "craped along the wooden fence and knocked small 
chips from it, scattering than into the faces of the people People 
fell to tlie ground in twos and threes, «ome sank to the ground 
clutching their abdomens, others hastened away limping still others 
crawled across the snow, and everywhere bnght scarlet patches 
appeared on the snow spreading giving off vapour and attracting 
every bodv’s eyes. The crowd swept hack, halted for a moment as 
if petrified and then a savage nerve-racking howl rose from hun 
dreds of throats. It rexe and floated in the air like a continuous, 
irrtcn«e!y vibrating and discordant combination of cric* of acu’e 
jam, horror protect mournful perplenty and cries for help 

Croups of people bendm" low ran forward to pick up the 
killed and wounded The wounded too were shouting and shaking 
t!nr fists. The faces of all had suddenly dunned and there was 
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A boy who had climbed up a lamppost shouted out: 

“Gapon is a traitor!” 

“Do you sec tire reception they arc giving us, comrades?,..” 

“No! It’s a mistake 1 Things like this can’t happen 1 Try and 
understand!” 

“Make way lor the wounded'” 

Two working men and a woman were leading the tall, gaunt 
m3ti He was all covered with snow, and blood was dripping from 
the sleeve of hia overcoat His face was livid, his no«e was sharp- 
er, and h« dark lips moved feebly as be whispered 

“I told you they wouldn’t let us through* .. They are keeping 
him away from us What do the) care about the people 1 ” 

“Cavalry!” 

“Run!” 

Tlie wall of soldiers shook and then opened like the two 
leaves of a wooden gate; and through the opening, on prancing, 
snorting horses, filed a troop of cavalrymen. The sharp command 
of an officer rang out, and above the heads of the horsemen sabres 
flashed like silver ribbons, cleaving the air and sweeping in one 
direction. The crowd stood swaying, excited, waiting, not believing. 

Silence reigned. Suddenly a fremied shout was heard: 

“M a-r-ch’” 

It seemed as though a whirlwind struck the faces of the people 
and a» if the ground heaved undcT their feet. Then commenced a 
mad stampede People ran, pushing and knocking each other down, 
dropping the wounded they were carrying, and jumping over dead 
bodies. The heavy clatter of horses' hoofs reached them. The horse- 
men yelled, their horses leaped over the wounded, the fallen and 
the dead, sabres flashed, cries of horror and pan went up and 
now and again the swish of *teel and its impact with bone was 
heard The cries of the injured merged in a prolonged, hollow 
groan .. 

“A-a-a h!" 

The horsemen swung their sabres and brought them down on 
the heads of the people, their lodes lurching oyer their horses* 
sides with everr blow. Their faces were flashed and looked sight- 
less The hot»rv neighed, bared their teeth ferociously and wildly 
tc«*-d their heads ... 
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Tbe people were driven baci. into the street from which they 
bad come, and no «ooner had tbe clatter of hordes' hoofs died 
away in the distance than they began to look at each Other, gasp* 
mg for breath, their eyes bulging with astonishment, A guilty 
smile appeared on mans faces Somebody laughed and ‘aid 
“Oh. didnt I inn ” 

“It was enoa-’h to make anybody nsn 1 " answered another 
''nddenlv cne of amaiement, fright and anger ro«e on all 
«ufes. 

“What* the meaning of this, brother* eh’” 

“It s murder tbals what it u fellow Christians*” 

“What for 9 ” 

“There* a government for too'” 

“Hack ns to pieces, eh 9 Trample upon ns with hor*es 
And so they stood there in bewilderment, expressing their in 
■Agnation to each other They did not know what to do ISobody 
went awav They pressed a«ain*t each other trying to find a way 
out of this motley confns on of feeling they looked at each other 
with arxions ennositv and yet, more surpn*ed than frightened, 
waited for something pricked np their cars looked around « 
pectantlv Bnt all were crushed and stunned bv amazement, this 
was the feeling that was uppermost in their hearts and prevented 
■that mood from merging into something more natural m this 
■unexpected frightful idiotically uncalled for moment, impregnated 
•with the hlood of the innocent. 

A young voice called out energetically 

“Hev* Come and pick np the wounded 

Everybody awoke from their torpor and proceeded quickly to- 
wards the river From the opposite d rrction came injured people 
covered With blood and snow «ome crawling over the enow and 
ethers staggering on their feet. These were picked up and earned, 
Irrozthiks were stopped, their passenger* were ordered to get out 
and the wounded were pm m their place and driven away Every 
hods became careworn, -loorav and silent. They looked at the 
wounded with approving eyes, «ilently measured tilings, compared 
them, and pondered deepli to find an answer to the fnshtful 
question which confronted them IT® a vague, formless black shadow 
Tt obi tented the image of the hero the tsar the fount of chanty 
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A rather stout poori) clad woman with a land, motlerl) face 
and large sad eyes walked down the middle of the street She 
was weeping and ■upporting her blood-stained left hand with her 
-»ghL 

“How «hall I be able to work now’’* «he wailed. “How shall I 
feed my children To whom can I go to complain’ Fellow 
Chri tian who to protect the people if the tsar too is again'! 
us’” 

Her question' loud and clear awakened the people roused and 
stirred them People ran up to the woman from all sides baited 
n front of her and listened to what the said gloomily, but alien 
lively 

“So it means that there is no law for the people’ ** 

Sighs broke from the lips of some of the people around her 
Others swore under the r breath 

A shrill angry voice shouted out from somewhere in the crowd 
“I got assistance They broke my «on s leg'” 

M_> Peter *ras kjJJed'” another vow* 'houled 
Numerous cries of a similar kind went up The) lashed the ear 
and more and more often called forth a vengeful echo whipped 
up the feeling of ra~e and stimulated the con'ciouane" that 
something had to be done to pro m one*elf asainst the murderers 
Something like a decision appeared on the peoples pale faces 
"Comrades’ Lets go into town After all, perhaps well pet 
*ome explanation of this Lets go a few at a tune’” 

“They’ll slaughter us. ” 

“Let s talk to the soldiers Perhaps thev 11 understand that 
tleres no law wh ch permits the killing of people'" 

“Perhaps there is fetich a law How do you know’” 

The mob slowly but steadily underwent a change it became 
transformed into the people The young people went away m small 
groups but all went m one direction back to the river Mean 
while, more and more wonnded and killed were being carried 
away The *mell of warm blood pervaded the air and groans and 
exclamations rent the air 

"Yakov Zim n was shot right through the forehead ” 
“Thanks to the Little Father the tsar'” 

-e-s' He gave Us a nice reception'" 
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IV 


Sescral strong oaths were uttered. On!j a quarter of an hour 
before the crowd would have tom to pieces nnjbodt who had ut 
lered only one like them. 

A little girl ran down the street loudls asking cservbods, 

“Have toil seen my mummj ?" 

The people looked at her silently and made waj for her 

Later, the woman with the shattered hand wn* heard err ms 
out: 

*Tm here. I’m here!" 

The street became deserted. The )oting people dispersed more 
and more quickly, while the older ones mosed of! in twos and 
threes, gloomily and unhurriedly, casing furtive glances at the 
jonng people who were hurrying away. Thev spoke little Only 
now and again somebodj, unable to restrain bis bitter feeling* 
exclaimed in a low soice: 

"So they have ca*l off the jieople. . . 

"Damned murderers!" 

They expressed pitv for those who were killed; and thev had 
an inkling that a certain strong, slavish prejudice was killed too. 
hut they prudently said nothing about it, they no longer pro- 
nounced “His” name, which now jarred on their ears «o as not to 
stir up the sorrow and anger that smouldered in their heart* . . 

But perhaps they said nothing about it ltecause ther feared that 
another prejudice would come to take the place of the dead one 

...A close, unbroken cordon of soldiers was drawn round 
the tsar'* house. Car airy were posted in tlie palace square, right 
under the windows, to which to«c the smells of hay, horse dung 
and hor«e sweat, and tlie sounds of rattling sabrr% clinking spur*, 
commands and stamping fret. 

A dense ma*s of people, tens of thousands, with cold anger 
gnawing at their breasts, bore down upon the soldiers from all 
»id~s. They spoke calmly, but with a new emphasis, new- words 
and with new hope, which they llurmselves scarcely understood. 
A company of soldier*, one flank resting against the wall of the 
building and the other against die iron railings of the park, 
liarred. the was to the palace square. Close up against theta, Cace to 
face, stood the crowd, immeasurable large, mute and black. 

\z* 
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to the other Hearing this talk they sighed heavily, looked this, 
way and that, and smacked their frozen lips Their faces lm<f 
with cold, all bore the uniform impress of despondency, perplexi- 
ty and stupidity They blinked their eyelids and lowered their eyes- 
Only a few of them screwed up an ej-e os if taking ami at 
something, and clenched their teeth, evidently finding it difficult to 
restrain their anger at this mass of people who were compelling 
them to freeze like this The entire grey line breathed weariness 
and boredom 

The people stood opposite the soldiers breast to breast and 
pushed from behind sometimes collided with them 

“Steady there*” one of the «o!dicrs said in a low voice when 
ever Uus happened 

Other people grasped the soldiers’ hand* and spoke to them 
ardently The soldiers listened, blinking their eyes, their faces be 
came distorted «b> indefinite grimaces^ wiuch made them look pitiful 
or shy 

“Don’t touch the gun*” one of them said to a young lad in a 
fur cap The boy was tapping the soldier’s cheat and saying 
“You’re a «oldicr, not a butcher You were called up to 
protect Ru*»«ia against her enemies, but they are making you shoot at 
the people. But try and understand* Tkie people— that's Russia*” 
“We are not shooting*” answered the soldier 
‘Look*’’ said the boy, pointing to the crowd “This is Russia, 
the Russian people* They want to see their tsar ” 

Somebody interrupted with a *hout 
“They don’t*’’ 

“Is there anything bad in the people wanting to talk to the 
tsar about their affairs 9 Tell me is there 9 ” 

“1 don’t know'*” answered the soldier, spitting 

The man next to him added 

‘Tie have orders not to talk ” 

He sighed despondently and lowered his eyes 
One little soldier suddenly 1 Tightened up and asked ihe man 
vn front of him eaaerly 

“Hey, you* Aren’t you from Ryazan 9 ” 

‘No, I’m from Pskov Why do you adc 9 ” 

“Oh, ju*t like that Pm from Ryazan " 



He n«W a broad -mile and htmebed his .boulder, from lire 

cold 

The crowd swased in front of the «traight grey wall and beat 
agarn l a like the naves of a riser beating agaui't Us rocky banks 
recedmg and rollm* forward again It u doubtful whether mans- 
of the people knew why they were here what they wanted, and 
at ey were waiting for They had no conscious aim or definite 
intention They w e r e conscious only of a bitter -en^e of wron- 
of indignaton and many 0 r a d«,r e for revenge this is what 
bound Hen, ,11 tap, h „, „ „„ L * „„ 

on. upon rrbomio th-,. ft*,, „„ „ po „ |o w 

Tbe raid .rs d d not ron» Bn.rr tht. did not ir 
, the pmpl^tb^ „ mp | r injpiJ „ n j „ n|l , h 

HALTS'" 10 l " p ,r ™ • w "™- - -« <->■ 

“hZ^tti'T 1 ">'* "*r 

“?* “ 0 “" 11 10 ”* le )«« »«« lo 1 . down and d,. « 

baT,«k! **" ' h ’ T ' ™’ ,d P> •»* !• our »»m 
“What a jh c time’” 

J* was nearly 2 o’clock 

lhr“»^L’” ST* * W “” n ” “ y “ 

m which^}jp ,)0, V a** S r * Te ^ ace an d the sen o us and confident tone 

There “:att?,r , ; 0n CW>lKl ,l * «* «>e people 

profojmd than the ^ 

out in tie eoML *° Wa “ f ° r ’ ^° U “ rp on,v W«ng *e men 
fean^o? 0 *** * ” y0an - m3B •" a 1 ood a.ked the «er 

answered coolly remalned * l,CTrt for a moment and then 

Wc are OTl3 ered to— w c w,ll'” 



THE NINTH OF JANUARY 1S3 

“Because you are disobeying the orders of the authorities’’ 
explained the sergeant major rubbing his car 

Tlie men listened to the talk going on among the crowd and 
blinked their eyes despondently One of them softly exclaimed 
“Wouldn’t it be nice to have something hot cow 7 " 

“Would you like some of my blood’” somebody asked him in 
a tone that was both angry and sad 

“I’m not a wild beast ” amwercd the soldier gloomily and 
resentfully 

Many eyes stared at the broad flat faces of the Fong line of 
soldiers with cold, silent curiosity contempt and di«gu«t But the 
majority Ined to warm them with the fire of their own excitement 
to stir something in their hearts, winch had been tightly com 
pressed by barrack life and m their heads, which had been «tuITcd 
with the rubbi«h of barrack room training Most of the people 
wanted to do something to put their thoughts and sentiments into 
practice somehow and they kept obstinately beating against this 
grey cold wall of men who wished only one thing — to warm their 
bodies 

The t3lk became mor ardent, tli» words more and more 
striking 

“Soldiers'” «aid a thick «et man with a long broad beard and 
blue eyes ‘Who are vou’ Aren’t you sons of the Russian people’ 
The people are poor downtrodden without protection without 
wrork and without bread and so they ha\e come here today to ask 
the tsar to help tliem But the tsar orders you to shoot, to kill 
them' Soldiers' The people — your fathers and brothers — are ask 
ing for assistance not onlv for themselves, but also for you' You 
are being put against the people They are compelling you to 
kill four own fathers and brothers’ Think of what you are doing’ 
Don't you understand that tou arc going against yourselves’" 

That voice, calm and even the fine face and ^rey-streaked 
beard, the whole appearance of the man and bis simple and truth 
ful words evidently moved the soldiers They lowered their eye# 
at his glance they listened to him attentively, some shaking their 
beads and sighing others frowning and looking round One of 
them advised in an undertone „ 

“Go avtav — tl* officer will bear you 1 ” 
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df, re , 0 , nh ;; 01 '; \ mc rt t n,0 *»calnl one and roused on unhealthr 
m a dueuaitm* ’ ° n “ **“* d'tply It distorted the imagination 
engaged m ktllmg"' know *"***' *° ,d,cra a " d oth " 5 P rof «* ,OMlly 
Bungled with'a^l < f d t !V t r * ,rea,e< * Curses, oaths and cries of pw> 

TheVaSUSSS?. wl “ ll '»E Win,- aad groanr 

nsd a. the dead The.r faeo "cL p, “ ,rf ° n p0 °liT 
pressed togetl er a5 ,f .f,_ ” e a ‘ h P 1 ** th«r lips were closely 

^framed thetnsehes became IT* * ° * h0Ut * h *' ,,e }** 
front of them with wide*»w- * M *S a, wt orders Tliey stared in 
waa nothing human in that^” ,hey n ° Ion ?or blinked. Ther- 
cant apots on the grey dra 7# '* 4wn ^ a » though tho*e dull * a 
not Want to see because tW “*** " We sl E*i l l»s Perhaps they did 
the warm blood which they bT* *? Cmly afra “ 1 ‘hat if they sa* 
more Their nfles trembled m it, * pi ^ they would want to spiH 
they were bonng mio iJ, c - n* "J n< k the layoncts twi«ting as if 
the dull indifference of tb- Ut , 9 ,rrin hling could not dispel 
W the violence wfed, had been"!) * W hearts had been hardened 
bad been thickly plasteredTuh T *° ' ht ‘ r ^ and molds 
bearded bl ne<ye d man ros, U d ", ga,, ‘ n P P“tnd falsehood TV 
"the sold ers , . obbjnw J. 0 ™' 1 * Pound and aga n addressed 
■P’ 1 ' ° " hM *‘"l. W, twitching as hr 

You have not killed ny t, 

cndmnf, “ ■ Vr. n „ i , 0 , d „ ft. « 

, Pmplc .gam t , 

I j", ' ' ' 3,i and wounded Seieral In'" 0111 P Prc^l forward to pid 
•ddreawn. ft. , oId ““»» >*■ dr ft. .nr who w* 

to ,h„ n , „ d , 0 nIm , P 1 "' K alw, began to plead 

f»pa.hr TV roc £ <•« o f "-ad»J a»d 

” “* "air. confidence that tm* 



TllE NINTH Ol JANUARY 18? 

would pm ail, with a desire to prose the absurdity and madness of 
cruelty and to make the soldiers understand how awful was the mis- 
take they had made They wanted and tried hard to make them 
undcr<taml how shameful and disgusting was the part they were 
imoluntarily playing 

The officer drew his revolur from its hol'tcr carefully ex 
amincd it, and strode up to the group that was talking to the men 
They made way for him, unhurried!) as one steps aside when a 
stone is slowly rolling down the mountainside The bluc-eycd beard 
ed man howerer, did not budge, but met the officer with ardent 
words of Teproach, and with wide gestures pointed to the blood all 
round 

“How are you going to justify this 9 ’ he iwked him ‘There is 
no justification for it ” 

The officer stood in from of the man knitted his brows in a 
preoccupied manner and raised his arm. The shots were not heard, 
but wisps of smoke encircled the arm of the murderer, once, 
twice and thrice After the third time, the bearded man’s knees 
gave way, his head fell back, and waving hts right arm he fell to 
the ground People rushed at the murderer from all aides He re- 
treated 1 randishmg his sword and pointing his rciolier at ciery 
body A boy fell down at his feet and he plunged Ins sword 
into his stomach He shouted m a pratin'’ voire and jumped about 
like a prancing hor»e Somebody threw n cap in his fare He was 
|>clted with clots of blood stained snow The serpnnl major and 
several mm ran towards him with out thrust Layoncts and the 
attacker* ran away The victor waved his sword at the retreating 
people threateningly, and then he suddenly lowered it and plunged 
it on« again into the bodv of the bov who Vos crawling at his 
feet bleeding pro fusel v 

\nd again the brassy strains of the bugle rang out, On hearing 
them the jwople Taj idly deserted the wyuate, tut the sounds contio 
tied to undulate in the air a« if juttm* the fimdung touches to 
the vacant eyes of the soldiers the bravery of the officer, his red 
tipped *wortl and his di«hev tiled moustache , . 

The vivid, scarlet hue of die Hood irritated the eye and yet 
fascinated one, rousing a drunken and vicious desire to see more 
of it to see it everywhere The soldier* looked alert, thev stretched 
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their necks this way an i that as if scan bin* with their eve* for 
more living targets for their lul|rt< 

The officer stood at one end of lie line waved Ins sword and 
shouted something in a choking to re angrily savagely 
From all sides came answerin'* cries 
“Hutcher'” 

“Scoundrel 1 ” 

The officer stroked his moustache 
Another volley was fired and then another 


The streets were packed with people as tightly as a sack with 
grain. There were fewer working men I ere most of the people 
were small shopkeeper* talesmen and clerks «ome of them had 
already seen the blood and l!w* rorp-es, and others had hero heat 
en up !v tlie police They were brouelu out of t! eir houses into 
the street by alarm and they spread alarm everywhere, magnify 
ing the outward horror* of tie day Men, women and children 
looked around anvioudv an I listened intently and expectantly They 
told each other about the killing moaned and groaned, swore, 
questioned the sh-htly wounded working men, and now and again 
lowered their voices to a whisper and talked mysteriously to each 
other Nobody kn-w what was to he done and nobody went home 
Tney felt and guesvd that somethin" important was going to happen 
after this lulling something more profound and tramc for them 
t an e hundreds of killed and wounded who were strangers to 


Up to this day they had lived almost without thinking with 
T" i”’"! kno ’* 5 *hen or how acquired, about the gov 
e aw th e authorities, and their rights, and these ideas, 
0U *i not P rcTenl their brains from becoming en 
cW '">*» being covered with a thick 
a attain nowcT* ft accu * ,ome<! »° think that there was 
capable or twoi^ f “ nctlon 11 was to protect them and was 
im a ir r* ,hem * -Hus habit gave 

some thomrhts T -* €CUn, > Mfc S Mrded them from all trouble- 

tr «a pmpnd* 

I ml „„ h „^ Uo ^ 
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strong and tenacious The 'cratches and fissures 'oon healed and 
the ideas retained their lifeless integritj 

But today, their brains were suddenly expo ed and lh<-> shud 
dered , their brea'ts were filled with alarm that chilled them like 
a cold blast Everything that had been establi'hed and habitual 
was upset, was 'battered and had vanished All of them were con 
scious, more or less clearly, of a sad and frightful loneliness snd 
defenseles=ness in face of a cruel and cynical power which recog 
rnzed no lights and no law This power held all lives m its bands 
and could with impunity sow death among ma«es of people 
could destroy the living just as its will dictated and in any numbers 
it plea«ed Nobody could restrain it It refused to talk to anybody 
It was all powerful and coolly proved that its authority was limit 
less by senselessly Strewing the streets of the city with corpses and 
flooding them with, blood Its bloody, thir'ly, in'ane caprice was 
clearly visible, and it 'owed universal alarm, a gnawing, «oul de 
'troying dread But it al’o persistently rou'cd the mind compelling 
it to dense new plans for protecting the individual new methods 
for the protection of life 

A short, thick 'et roan was walking along with lowered bead 
'winging his blood-stained hands The front of his coat was also 
profusely 'tamed with blood 

"Are you wounded 9 ” be was asked 

"No ” 

"What about the blood?” 

“It's not my blood " the roan answered and parsed on Suddenly he 
halted looked round and said in a loud voice that sounded queer 

“It’s not my blood It's the blood of those who believed ** and 
he Went on his way, lowering his head again, without fini'hing 
what he had to 'ay 

A tioop of horsemen rode among the crowd swinging their 
knouts The people rushed away from them in all direction', col 
bding with each other, and prcs'ing against the walls The sol- 
diers were drunk They 'miled idiotically, swayed m their 'addles, 
and now and again a3 if reluctantly, 'truck at people’s heads and 
shoulders with their knouts One manias bowled over by a blow and 
fell to the ground, hut he sprang to his feet again end n_ked the 'oldier 

“What was that for 9 Ekh* You Irate 1 ” 
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h “ *»d .about reming m hr. 

soldier laughed ' d " >PP " 1 ll,c S™»nd again. Tl' 

horrified ..m?* * re ^ om S' ’ shouted a respectably drwsed. 

end^rnsrlT^' 1 ') ° f CTCIted r mices continued without interruption, 
Sr ul! e ?°1 ? f the anguish ol despair, 
»»Ua,d JlT. lh, t >lo»lj and imperceptibly united re-urrectei 
B„ f ”"' l! " h “h *« unaccustomed to wo* 

t>ut men Of peace appeared 

3 hr d f, h ' alu “ 'he soldier’- demands 
^he soldier -pud. him d.dn, be’" 

Me should have got out of the way"* 

..Am." L»th/ h,7 ■ir d,ns “ 3 

"“/-’irt r*- - - ,oTo^jht J 

^.h. tad y:e's , rr„srne ,, V" , f t nU ■£ 

^e Here goin- Thcv bar? , , y Tlie Ministers knew why 

allowed to go’ T >«''■» H we were no, 

of time to tell us. Wc didn’t anae, ib^ They had plenty 

police and ihe Mmislers-ihal « e 3' „ ’ IV T h”'*- 11 ; 

“What did you a-k f or ln xnl ^h’ murderers 

sreyhaired. lean old man. tho^,fX'‘“'i’” '"f'"'' 1 ‘ ,h °^ 
“We ashed tha, ft, .hodd " d P*«1 t 
fd by the people and govern th representatives elect 

tbe government officials. Thri^.' ““"^T witH ,hem ’ ^ not vlth 
thev have robbed everybody ** Dn drels have ruined Russia 
**^es that s true. Tr. , 

lie old man a ' e control*” observed the M 

down tlie sleeve ^Thi! *ad they carefullv rolled 

"Ibant you,” he said “l , n u 

SO»ng that nothmg would come of J 11,31 n *» 710 «* 

was right.” of ,L I' 0 * dev will «* dial I 

unhurriedly tri dP*** **” ha " d ,n *° h * buttoned overcoat and 
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'“Do you hear how they talk 9 Tou know what that means broth- 
er , 

“Y e-s* Still, they «hotildn’t ha\e done this slauchter " 

* They «hot him toda) It max be mj turn tomorrow ” 
“You’re right there ” 

At another spot two men were arguing heated!) One «aid 
“He might not ha\e known*" 

“Then wh) . " 

But there were few now who wanted to mne the corpse so 
few that they were hardly noticeable The\ onli routed anger by 
their attempts to raise again the ghost which had now been laid 
They were attacked as if the) were enemie* and the) ran away in 
fright 

A battery of artiller) rode into the street The soldiers sat on 
their horses and lunhers thoughtfull) gazing ahead oier the 
Iseads of the people The crowd pushed back to make way for the 
guns Sullen silence reigned only the rattle of the harness and 
the clatter of ammunition boxes was heard The gun barrels, sway 
ing like elephant’s trunks pointed their muzzles to the ground as 
if smelling it. The ca\ aleade reminded one of a funeral 

Shots rang out m the distance The people stood petrified lis- 
tening intentl) Somebod) said 
“Again*’’ 

Suddenly a ripple of excitement swept down the street 
“Where, where 9 ” 

‘On the Island On \assil\e\*k) 1‘land 
“Do you hear 9 ” 

“You don’t sa\ 9 " * 

“On my word of honour* The)’\e captured a gunsmith’s 
shop * 

“Aha*" 

"They cut down the telegraph polrs and built a 1 arricadr ” 
“Is that so 9 ’’ 

“Is there a lot of them 9 
“Plenli 

“Oh* If onh thei aienged the innocent blood tbit Jia« been 
spilt”* 

“Let’s go there’" 



MVXtM CORKY 

Let s go Iran Iranotich eh’’’ 

“Y-e-»« Put \ou bo> ' 

The figure of a man appeared above the crowd and in the twi 
light an appeal rang out 

Who wants to fight for freedom’ For the people for man* 
nght to life and labour’ He who wants to die in battle for the 
future— let him -o and help'” 

Some gathered round die man, and a clo«e-packed knot of 
lodie. was formed in the middle of the street Other people burned 
awa) r 

‘'Vou «ec how angrj the people are'" 

“Quite legitimately ' Quite’” 

“But it a madness. ” 

He crowd railed in the l.ilighl People dv.perred lo licit 
ome-, carrying with them an unfamiliar sense of alarm, a fnght 
emng serwe of loneliness, a half awakened conscious™** of the 
trajedv of their lire the oppre*<ed <croe1e*s lives of slaie* 

«nd a readiness to adjut themselves to everything that would be 
•dvanta^eous and convenient . 

The atmosphere became more ten«e than eser Darkness broke 
me contacts between people-the feeble contacts of external inter 

* ' Ao laeloi f,re Jn hearts hastened to tbeir 
accustomed nooks 

higll wu foiling In. bin lb. were nol lit ■ 

Dregoon..- .homed , ho.,.. ^ 

horeo ampIdfciThwb”/™ *PP'> lrf ’W 

down upon the peoolc. TV. r ., 1 f '“ *“< 1™ chotgcd 

rooted. 'Z » • nicer w, r , Her 

Iigible rerech.n. ^ M»A »" nnmld 

lor-cv looted mrelW „d M P ." " “ o’" 1 80111 ”™ " d 

doPr. tlcre were f„„ „ " 1 d " W S* 1 ™ S'‘ n,d 

Were heard ^ ut *^ e rounds of numerous blow* 

Hit them with whale. «r _ 

for blood'” omes to your hands, comrades' Blood 

“Run’" 

“Don’t dare soldier! i*_ 

-Hildicrewrdicnhh,^,?^." 
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Upsetting the liny dark figures the hordes pranced, neighed 
and snorted The cla«h of steel was heard A command rang out 
‘Squad!.,.” 

A bugle rang out, hurriedly and nervously People ran, push 
ing each other and falling Th<* street became deserted, but dark 
hummocks remained on the ground and from somewhere down a 
aide street, came the rapid clatter of hca\y hoof« 

“Are you wounded, comrade’’ 

“My ear's cut off, I think 

“What can you do with bare hands’ 

The sound of rifle fire echoed in the deserted street 
‘They haven’t grown tired of it yet — the devils' 

Silence. Hurried footstep* How strange that there were so few 
sounds and no movement in the street A subdued liquid mur 
mur floated from all directions, as if the «ea had invaded the 
city 

Somewhere near, a low moan trembled in the darkness Some- 
body was running and breathing heavily 
An ansious voice enquired 
“Are you wounded, 'iakov 9 " 

“It’s nothing 1 ” answered a hoarse voice 

From the «ide street down which the dragoons had galloped 
a crowd reappeared and flowed blackly across the whole width of 
the street Somebody walking in front but inseparably from the 
crowd, was saying 

* Todav wc took a pledge sealed with our blood — henceforth we 
must be citizens’ 

Another voice interrupted him and said nervously with a «ob 
“\e* — our fathers have shown us wha' they really are 1 
And somebody cl«e said threateningly 
*tTc shall never forget this day’” 

They walked quickly in a cIo«e-packed crowd, many talking at 
once, and their voices merged chaotically with the dark, angry, 
rnurmer Now and again somebody raised his voice to a shout, 
drowning all the other voices 

“Chn«t,. how many were killed today*" 

“And what Tor’''’ 

"No* tlV can nrvpr fnrprt this dsv 


tv MO 



MtXIW GOfiM 


uade thf 


Sinicbod, „„ ,h, side. , , fralncJ 
'int-ter prophecy 

“Shu” up l0 S„ v ‘"'"' “ h " r '° pl '‘ UooJ 10 T “’ r 

... j b "*”' **" an<1 1 ul( ‘ cr Passer, by turned licit heads u 
A 7T° ' ind P°“ W 

tl i ^ r0ra , 8 Wln ^ 0 '* •hfew n fa n t yellow patch opon the 
tie cr j *i Pa,C ^ *' 0 b * ael: Pl " urf A were teen One was silting on 
„ 'Jl f",” S ■*“» 1 a '»»PPW lie olher »„ bendin. 
r h '”g H him rise And a-ain one ol 

inem «aid, eoftly and «adlv 
“Sla\es ** 



TALES OF ITALY 


I 

The TIL\m cut employees in Naples were on strike a strng of 
empty cats stretched the entire length of the R viera di Chiaia 
and a crowd of conductors and motormen, jolly, volulile iVcapoli 
tans, as volatile as quicksilver, had gathered on Piazza della Vit 
tona Aho\e their heads over the park fence sparkled a fountain 
jet like the «lcndcr blade of a sword, around them milled a large, 
hostile crowd of people who had to travel on business to all parts 
of the huge city and all these shop assistants, arti«an«, petty traders 
and seamstresses loudly reproached the "Inkers. Harsh words and 
biting jibes were uttered and there "as much gesticulating, for the 
Neapolitans speak as cTpre«sivcI> and eloquently with their hands 
as with their indefatigab'e tongues 

A light breeze was wafted from the «ca, the dark green fronds 
of the tall palms in the city park swnjcd gentle, their trunks Idoh 
mg strangely like the clumsy legs of some monger elephants. 
Urchins, the half naked children of the Neapolitan streets, romped 
about, filling the air with their sparrow like twitter and laughter. 

The city which resembled on old engraving, was bathed in the 
generous rajs of the blazing «un and seemed to reverberate like 
on organ, the blue waves in the gulf plashed aeamst the stone 
embankment adding a muffled beat like the throbbing of a tam- 
bourine, to the hubbub and cries of the city 

The sinkers huddled gloomil) together barely replying to the 
irritable outcries of the crowd, some or them climbed onto the 
railing of the park peering anxiously down the street over the heads 
of the people, like a pack of wolves surrounded by the hounds. It 
was clear that these peopl* in their uniformed attire were efo«eJy 
linked bv an unshakable rr*olve to ‘land their ground and this 
irritated the crowd still more Rut the crowd too had iti phllww- 
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good fu moored] v t-hafT* 11111 !/ l** !*** t* 11511 rers and censured 
came too heated. A deLa^h °' "f” W!len sbouta and gestures be 

■*> m- ZttZfZiss lhe,r * T 

street, ready to inter™ P .1 ^ ‘ bm 'dmgs on a narrow side 

capes end the scarlet X.ne- i l ,hre<v<:or ii-red bats, abbreviate* 
their troupers. **“ ** lwo ctreak s or blood running dowt 

.,ded“'tS t/?"?'"* »d per,™,,,* m i 

seemed the «tnfcer« BinU"| PI tbe crowd ’ a pacifnng «pint il 
oro*e from the crowd ° ’*** t0?eliier Wltb KI faces as shouts 
‘"The soldiers'” 
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the stone cau'ewav Th j ca P CT » tapping with his feet against 
elovsly through the 'j 0 " Dctors an d motormen made their way 
looked grimmer than Tlr l ° * C , C3r " ,ome climbed aboard Thev 
Crowd snapping retorts * , forea< ^ their way through the 

bubbub subsided “* exclamations from a 1 ! sides. The 
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The man m the top hat and several other respectable-looking 
citizens with him waved their arms wildly and shouted 
“The last time . ultima \olta* Do you hear 9 *’ 

The officer stood with his head inclined twirling his moustache 
with a hored air, a man ran up to him waving his top hat and shout, 
mg something in s hoar«e voice The officer glanced at him out of 
the corner of h« e>e then drew him°elf up threw out his chest and 
rapped out commands in a loud voice 

Whereupon the solders began jumping onto the platforms of the 
cars, two on each platform ehile the molormen and conductors 
jumped down one after the oher 

This struck the crowd as being funny — it roared, whistled and 
laughed but all at once the noise «ub«ided and with grim, tense faces 
and eyes wide with honor the people fell back from the cats m 
heavy silence and stampeded toward the front car 

There within two feet of its wheels, stretched across the rails lay 
one of the motormen fits gtey head was bared and his face, the face 
of a sold er with the moustaches bristling angrily, stared up at the sky 
As ihecroud gaped, a lad, small and agile asamonke) threw him- 
self down beside the motorman and one by one others followed suit 
A low hum ro«e from the crowd and voices were heard calling 
fearfully on the Madonna some cursed grimly, the women screamed 
and groaned and the urchins excited by the «pectac!e, bounced about 
like rubber balls 

The man tn the top hat yelled something in n hysterical voice 
the officer looked at him and shrugged hu shoulders — his soldiers 
bad been «ent to lake oicr the cars from the tram men but he had 
no orders to fi«ht the striker* 

Then the top ha! surrounded ly some officious people, rushed 
oier to the carabinieri — and now tley came forward and bent over 
tlie men lying on the rails intending to remove them 

There was a 1 r ef scuffle then suddenly the whole grey dusty 
crowd of on ookers swayed bellowed howled and rushed over to 
the rail* — a man m a psnama smt hed ofT his hat threw it into the 
air and wa« the first to lay down be* de the end striker slapping 
him on the shoulder and shoutin'* words of encouragement m his ear 
One 1 v one people began to drop down onto th« rails, as if 
heir feet hid gnen wav henevlh them— jollv. noisy folk who had 
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not been there ai all two minutes ago. They threw themselves on the 
ground, aug 'ng and pulling faces at one another and shouting to the 
olncer who Mi sajwg something to the top-hatted Individual shaking 
^ g oves on er his nose, chuckling and shaking his handsome head. 

And more and more people poured onto the rails, women 
rapped their baskets and bundle-, small boys, shaking with laughter, 
I. , If 1 e ‘hisering puppies, and decently dressed people 
rolled about in the dust 

, ™ e . 6 " o» the pisiform of the front cir 

Jm r br ‘ p ° r miiT ,h ' 

. \ * r ' / | n 5 l "5 to the bar, for support, throwing bacfc their 
, . f n f?. ! n " ^ oruar d. convulsed with amu«emenL They did 
ot ,oofc al «H mechan'cal toys now. 

“ J ou t r * atcr lflc tram-car-, scraping and clanging were 
he ili ^ *' ! 'rj’ 0f N >'“ >»tl O, lit. platforms .tool 
poiMv " ” d J ““” «“ — »»'W the victors, ssk» S 

“Bighetti?!” 

vJ r n L?ir~ n ^ ***** thtm th ' a "<* yellow slips of 
7 a wink, smile and good natured grumbling. 


dense crowd vas'Ts^M,!™"!. °* *** e railwa 7 station in Genoa a 
there were a good m, ’ 1 vrrf mo *tlv workingmen .but 

veil. In front of ii,." 7 re \ pectabI F dr «°«l and well-fed people as 
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banner of the citv «?,». f nd embroidered silk 

organizations beside it rw Tar *°°° ured banners of the workers’ 
glittered,, the tips of thl n, * »^° i”* tasie ^ ii fringes, and cords 
turu ffis . ehoiTsi^t ,?, - 1 ' " 1» .ilk ruJw sr.d a low 

Above, on It, tS S ’^ ,° C "^ r : 0n,U ''feti,c throw, 
who hod new “’V"' 1 "' ° f Co'»”h«W the 

•^eause he believed. Today too Ka 1 V s*** ******* nnd who won 
-hii marble lips «*med tt>'i 00 sa^n» 00l ' Cd ' dQVrB * ^ peop,e 
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Around the pedestal at his feet the musicians laid their instru 
ments and the brass glittered like gold in the sun 

The receding semi-circle of the station building spread its heavy 
marble wings as though wishing to embrace the waiting throhg 
From the port came the laboured breathing of the steamships, the 
muffled churning of a propeller in the water, the clanging of 
chains, whittling and 'hooting But the square was still and hot un 
der the broiling sun On the balconies and at the windows of 
hon K es women stood with flowers in their hands and beside them 
•were children looking like flowers in their holiday garb 

As the locomotne rolled whirling into the ‘talion the crowd 
stirred and «e\eral crushed hats flew into the air like so man) dark 
birds, the musicians picked up their trumpet and *cteral grate, 
elderly men spruced themselves hastily stepped forward and turned to 
fate the crowd speaking excitedly and gesturing to the right and left. 
Slowly the crowd parted, clearing a wide passage to the street 
“Bhotn hate the) come to meet 9 ** 

“The children from Parma 1 " 

There was a strike on in Parma The bo«es would not yield 
and the workers were hard pressed and So thev had gathered their 
children who had already begun to suffer from hunger and Iiad 
sent them to their comrades m Genoa 

A nen procession of little people emerged from behind the 
columns of the «tatons, they were shabl ily clothed and their Tags 
gate them the appearance of some queer ‘■baggy little animal' They 
walked hand m hand five in a row terv small, dusty and obvi 
ously wears Their faces were grate hut their eyes shone brtehtly, 
and when the musicians ‘truck up the Garibaldi hymn a smile of 
pleasure flickered oter those gaunt hunger pinched little faces. 

The crowd welcomed the men and women of the future with a 
deafening shout, banners dipped before them the bra*3 trumpets 
blared out, stunning and dazzling the children, somewhat taken 
aback br this reception, the) «hrank back for a moment and then 
suddenly they drew themselves up <o that they looked talle% coalesced 
into a mass and from hundreds of throa s there ro«e a ■•ingle shout 
“Vna ritalil’" 

*. “Lon" hre young Parma 1 ' thundered dv crowd clonng in 
upon them 
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“ETTira Garibaldi'” shouted the children, as their crer wedge 
cut mto the crowd and was engulfed by ,l 

. 7 ?l b ° t J e! ,: indows and from the roofs of houses hsn<k<^ 
, efs fluttered like whi e birds, and a shower of Powers and pf. 

P 3 pon 7 d dovn on the heads of the crowd below 

, r I! ,r g ,0 ° b ° n “ fe!llTe npprarance, everything sprang to 

bright colour marb ^ e 5etrn cd to blossom out to daubs cf 

bannm « the brw. cap, and fl owm flew into 

“ e 1 V nT heads of lhe ^“Mren rtwe above the heads of the 
L™lfr r «* » Bteeung sought to catch 

“Vivail Socialism"' J e *° Jru '^ ” lt - J the mightr, unceasing shout 
"Evma Iltalia'” 

«»"»"* woorn „J p "P "• 

“Youll tale AeS"* *™ h " 

**^es And you 9 ” 

“Donl forrtt or. for !„,* lingua. - 

duldrra were me-*h m . breaj^ ” ^ *™« of He Miiten 

“' So ore thon»ht of this , n n m 

• beeline ^ , bleet ™ »> •« ”” 

Ard how simple it is « E brt ' <Wa hi, teeth 
“Yes Sunple and wts* ” 


The old man removed the ci^ar », 

•>P «nd «ighed as he shook off the TheT ^ V 
Parma duMm. i_ii. • . . toen noticing two b 


little 


p" l ,, . ne *™ ok off the ash. T 

_ * ebi'irer-b rol he„ obnomlT—fej. , -- - 

ST;. 1 ™ k ' “ 

5 l ” PfM k« bat ever la m j"? S, ™S Pf* 

ht UVi b3cicd awaT together scowl, snns Bni ** 
K /*^ crowed like a rooser The W * m r ,' ndden V «piaued down 

*" w »i- - tit- -n 

n«hted hw hat, and 
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feeling tlial lie had done all that v-as required of him, strolled oil 
swaying on his unsteady feet 

A humpbacked, grey haired woman, with the face of a witch 
and wiry grey hairs sprouting on a bony chin, stood at the foot 
of the statue of Columbus and wept wiping her reddened eyes 
with the end of her faded shawl Dark and ugly, she looked 
strangely forlorn among the excited throng . 

A black haired young Genoese woman came tripping along 
leading by the hand a young man of about sexen wearing wooden 
clogs and a grey hat so large that it reached down almost to his 
shoulders He tossed ha little head to shake the hat back from ha 
eyes but it kept slipping forward onto h_s face until the woman 
■wept it oft and waxed it high in the air laughing and singing; 
his face wreathed in smiles the child threw back hw head to look, 
then jumped up to catch the hat as both disappeared from new 
A tall man in a leather apron, with powerful bare arms carry 
ing a little girl of wx on his «houlder, a grey mou«ey little thing 
remarked to the woman wa'king beside him leading a small boy 
with flaming red hair 

“Sec what I mean 7 If this sort or thing takes root ... it won’t 
be easy to get the better of us, eh*" 

And with a deep laugh of triumph he threw his little burden 
up into the blue air, crying “Evviva Parma — a ,w 

The people gradually di«per*ed carrying or leading the chil- 
dren with them, until the square was empty of all saxe the crum- 
pled flowers, candy wTappers a group of jolly faechmi and oxer 
them the noble figure of th» man who dneoxered the New World. 

And the happy shouts of the people going forward to a new 
life echoed through the streets He the fanfare of great trumpets. 


MI 

The calm blue lake » set in a frame of till mountains created 
by eternal snows the dark traccrr of gardens undulates in lusu 
nous folds down to the water's ed**e, white houses that aetro built 
of iugar gaSe Into the xrater an 1 the •t*Ilner«% is like the gentle 
shimlwr of a ehild 
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the bib Z I s I ' IWm “ »«Mlr from 

j! . a " d "■« deWrops .1,11 gluten o. 

Sb n n„„. r r J “* Mad " » f <™> tC ^ 

” ° lh ' a, '' w gorge lie road u pared mtb 

2,2 „ i “ ,f . l« *»'l « .elm ,o ,h, touch 

lu f“ k “ ,> of ™ bbl ' •"* « ”»,Ver. « black „ beetle, 
l“ chj, a ” d Ae»ai.«« end he wear. , tnedal .« 

he looks uj/tos.wI^T^ ka " d * on l' a loecs and raising ha head, 
nul tree ^ * **” ° f *^ e fla, * er ky landing under the che*t 

lunnJ’’* S1 “ nor ’ Ec 8a y* for my work on the Simplon 

a! on"ha°dS d °™ h ' "'" ,a l “ ,If al lhe ■’’"” n S P"“ » f 

learn l" lo'L 'rk'and tbe^aTtir “ PM * a"'” bo “ J 1” 
of course it ,a, y V r °“ mi “ a ’“ 10 b « hard Hot 

He shook his head fauitl. . 

up suddenly he waved t, u , m " "* at ‘he *un, then, livening 

“S.ntCnte, * » . , .^r - k “ bl “' ,! '1” sl‘*«d 
something don’t you lhmtt* ^ 5l,en,n 2 Evcn ‘he earth mint feel 
■mg • great g rf Z 1 ” ** l"’™'* ^ ™ d ' 

met us wrathful]* li. i, oantam 8 ^e the earth there within 
heads grew heavy and ^ , K8S ^° 1 ’ ant ^ our hearts sank our 
Ihe same thing! Tj, en . ^ Ur . , ones achetl Many have experienced 
water that was awful! <L, Ur * 6toncs a ‘ us and doused us with hot 
tef would him red and rne '*™ fs when ‘he light «truck it the wa 
the earth an d , t woi.ldT ' alh ' r ? onId sa X > ha ‘ we had wounded 
That was sheer ""V"* SCOrcl1 Us 8,1 with its blood’ 

talk deep down inside ?, cour ! e ^ut when you hear such 

*0 water dripping moumfYi * uffocall "g darkness with 

«°ne everything fems * T nd lKe ,ron g™‘>ng against the 

6»«r. .. men " «■» ■« »o ftsnmttc thews 

reached up to thTXf oo-nparrd lh „ ^ 

T»» h^« i ”” "■»«”■»»»,. uhosc hour), ™ were 
”"-h, to hare ^ “ " 10 rrnderstand uha, I nseao. You 

'be mo tot., „ , j, .JT''""? ^ '** Iml. men had made In 
»hc sc, would m to fc.ugl, , he f „, „ 
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datvn the sun would look sadly after us as we burrowed into the 
earth’s bowels, you ought to have sfeen the machines, the gloomy 
face of the mountain, heard the hear) rumble deep within and the 
echo of the explosions sounding like the laughter of a madman.” 

He examined his hands, touched the metal tab on hU blue 
overall and sighed faintly. 

“Men know how to work'** he continued with pride. “Ah, si- 
gnor, man, «ma!l as hj is, can be an invincihle force when he wants 
to work. And, mark my words the time will rotne when puny man 
Vrill be able to do anything he wishes My father didn’t believe 
that at first. 

" *To cut through a mountain from one country to another,’ he 
used to say, ‘is defying Cod who dmded land by wills of moun- 
tains, ) ou'll sec, the Madonna wi’l forsake us’’ He was mistaken, 
the Madonna never forsakes men who lore her. Later on father 
came to think almost the same way as I hare told you, because he 
felt bigger and stronger than the mountain, but there was a time 
when he would sit at table on fea«t da)s with a bottle of wine in 
front of him and lecture me and the others 

“ ‘Children of God,' that was one of his favourite expressions for 
he was a good, God-fearing man. ‘children of God,’ be would say, 
fyoti can't fight the earth that wa). she will take revenge for her 
wounds and will remain umanqui‘hed f You will see- we shall 
bore out wa> right to the heart of the mountain and when we 
touch it. «e shall be hurled into the flames, because the heart of 
the earth is fire, errr)one knows that* To till the earth to help 
Nature with her hirthpangs that man is ordained to do but vre 
dare not disfigure her Face or her form. See. the farther we bore 
Into the mountain, the hotter the air and the harder it is to 
breathe. . . ’ ” 

The man laughed softfy. twirling hi« mourtaches with hi« fingers. 

“He wa«n*t the only one who thought thus, and indeed it was 
true*, the farther we advanced into the tunnel, the hotter it grew, 
the more of u< took ill and died And the hot spriwrs gu«hed In 
an ever more powerful stream, thunks of earth tore loo*e, and two 
of our men from Lugano went in«ane* At night in the barracks 
man i would rave in delirium moan and leap from their beds 
in a fit of horror 
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corf, lcm>r . 1"S «JO >"J I”’* 

can't defeat namr,!. " 1 "»> "ght?' he said. 'Vos 

And finally he took to his Led « . ,, 

a sturdy old man. m> faihcr „ J . u " ! *“* a ° a,D - He ”* 
than three weeks. ^ 16 tailed with death for more 

know, hi, ZT ULb ° ra,> ' uncora pIamingljr, U c a ^ wh o 

care of \our«df ancfT^i,^ 80 * 0 ’ Sa,d lo me one night. Tale 
Then he « [£| L ^ ° Dd *** ^ do =“ ** y°°" 

heavily with his e)es clo^’* 0 " 2 U “ e * ^ l3y t5 " TC hrealhing 

The man rose to his fwt - 1 . , 

Wretched himte’f <n ih » t, ’ ® n *' w ’ U P at the mountains and 
-Then |J , 1 1 . hlS <lnews 

said — God's tmlh, »^«tor»— «D * land °° d drew rre clo *c to him and 
that it will L e accomplish^ ° ^ * J ’ 0W * Paol ° ”7 son * 1 thini: 

honng from theX P sl J,n ^ ”T Wc 8nd *•* * h ° are 

meet, jou believe that ? • mWt " ,,b,n the monnta-'n, we «hall 

r* -r £? zr° ! ’ Y r - 1 iL ^ 

he is doing, he mu«t be rr.„rj , mu " alway * believe 5n "hat 
"ho, thanks to the cn< ob success and hate fiith in Cod 

Too, son, ,f i, ,h 0 „i d h helps Eood works. I beseech 

come to my crate and e t 11,0 13301 meel ,nsi de the mountain 
“It «J Li “’ /'I'" h “ Hen I shell tan!' 
late,. Too day, * P-oaati him. He died five days 

>»ty him on the , pot h ' " ltd ”■ «” d the others to 

! ccrf ns l0 j ; ,"5.“ 1,3,1 "Oiled inside the tunnel, he 

■*. erf tlu« l, h( “' It?" 1 k T b "' !*» 

•>de met in the 3 "°'">S 'o.ard us from the other 

*“ - »ad day, »«ls after my fs.rf', death. That 

the darkite., the souadt „r Ie3rd ,l3ere underground in 

those coming to mKt . work, the sounds tnsde by 

signor, h,„eath th, h”"' 1 * »f the earth, you understacd. 

have erusled u, r ~'* te ” f ' h ' earth that could 

louder and „„„ b ”How sounds that 

tor, posted «. .. ««* &r. »d the „,ld joy of vio- 

“ "»*— nced-d an “* »« 'P»i and felt 

ucglng s\h, „ llfc Janc . ^ 
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a atuiny da), jt was, I swear to >ou! And we afl became as kind 
and gentle as children. Ah, if yon hat knew how powerful, how 
passionate is the desire to meet other men in the darkness under- 
ground where >cm have been burrowing like a mole for many long 
months!'* 

His face flushed with excitement at the recollection, he came 
closer and gazing deeply with Ins profoundly human eyes into 
tho«e of Ids listener, he continued in a soft, happy voice: 

“And when finally the Ia*t intervening layer of earth crumbled 
and the bright yellow (lame of the torch lit up the opening and 
we saw a black face streaming with tears of jov and more torches 
and faces behind it, shouts of victory thundered, shouts of joy — oh, 
that was the happie«t day of my life, and when 1 recall it I feel 
that my life has not been in vain! That was work, my work, holy 
work, signor, I tell you 1 And when we emerged into the sunlight 
many of us fell to the ground and pre»«od our bps to it, weeping; 
it was as wonderful as a fairy tale! Yes. v. e kissed (he vanquished 
mountain, kissed the earth; and that day I felt clo«er to the earth 
than I had ever been, signor, I loved it as one lores a woman! 

“Of course, I went to my father’s grave l know that the dead 
cannot hear anything, bnt I went just the same, for one mu«t re- 
spect live wiriics of lho*e who laboured for us and who wifiered no 
!c*s than we did. is that not so? 

“Yes, yes. I went to his grave, knocked at the earth with my 
foot and «aid as he had bade tnr 

“‘Father, it is done 1 * I said ‘Man ha* conquered It is done, 
father!* " 


Ik 

At a small station between Rome and Genoa the conductor 
opened the door of our compartment and with the aid of a grimy 
oiler almost carried is a one-eyed little old man. 

“Terribly old!” they choruwd, smiling good naturediy. 

But the old man turned out to be qu’*te vieoron*. Thanking his 
sssis'ants with a wave of his wrinkled hand, he raised his bat- 
tered bat from his hoary ‘head w«fh an air ol po’fite afi anility unci 
glancing sharply at the benche* with his one eye enquired: 
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“Permit me? - * 

Ths pasrengera moled op and he sal down wilh a ,i-h 0 f relief, 

i - — - » «-* 

TVaielhng fa, itranpa?” my companion asked WlI1 . 

Uh no, only dun Uliana from hart!” „„ ft, „],] „,J y 
nrplj. In going to my grandson's wedding....” 

A ten miaow lain i. the actompaniSioil ot Urn rhilhmic 
f? ° “‘f 1 * h ' *** “Mtas ”» hi, story, swaying from idc to 

d " b ' 01 -'.” l „ r *”h •» « stormy dap. 

I m * ksnrian.” to aaid. “we Lilians are a .tardy lot. Tala 
?'• I,e £ °' »>'"«'«»». and toar daoghtfr, and I don't know 
V SoTdP ™* ’’ "* “»J «* S« mareiad. Prat- 

“ *" »"■ '■» -ingle aya, dimmad yet 
merry still, h c chuckled. c 1 

"^„ h d°d J”?" r P ” P ' C p* Sl-™ -1 li"E and country!" 

I .af' Z , ' Z Tl “l hl '’l>™»l * >»»S ll»« ago. 

, It 1 0 a lad then. 1 wac a’ready helping my father 
on, ta 'h“'a "T" 6 "" * 0i ' ” 'h' iliajard The .oil down 
h " d ,* M “f “”<1 i"Ja a deal of attention. A atone 
I IS Z pi ' 1 "' ■"* hil ~ light in the eye. 

my dilneTr S™ l °' 1”' da ’ ' hil ' 1 ««» 

it heel A * ont ‘ l^ 1 ” ua ' awful, eignori! They stuck 

eye 'was goner' " '™ PO °" ic ' “ l ”' *• »*• »» »■«. the 

atraiT'impJd l*" V, ’ g ?r 0 ”* , >' ™ lb ”i hi* laHo* flabby cheek and 
*“ S»“l humored gay .mil,. 

and ueODh*l.I?r ,l 7 “ t”a"r doctors a. there are now 
^d^peopie lned r 0 ol„Hy. Oh yea. Co, perhaps they were kinder, 

^-^y“3y.l“„7h'eir,'Srfn ’' i "’ J " P 'T" 

gJon. ’ K ’ n ° ns,r ’ l00fc on a cunning, sly erprw- 

S ”,i“ g “ 1 **" J" “> i»dse people 
m ’ 4 " t ' gm '>' •• though reproring 
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And now begins another story, «ignon I beg your attention, 
for this u the best story in all my long life' 

Early in the morning the day before our wedding, old Gio- 
vanni for whom I had done a good deal of work said to me, nut 
tenng under his breath because he disliked to speak of such trifles 
“kou ought to clean out the old «heep pen, Ugo Put in some 
clean straw ft’s dn and the sheep haven’t been there for more 
than a jear but \Ou d best clean it out if you and Ida want to live 
in it.* 


"And there was our house' 

As I was busy cleaning out the sheep pen, singing at my 
work, I looked up to «ee Costanzo the carpenter, standing in the 
doorway. 

*So this is where you and Ida are going to live 9 But where 
is your bed 9 I have an extra one at mv place Come over and get 
it when vou’ve finished cleaning’ 

| As I wa3 going to him Maria, the shrewish shopkeeper «houted 
Getting married, the fool* with not a sheet nor n pillow to their 
name' You are crazy, one-cved one but «end your bndc to me . •’ 
And lame, Ettore Viano tortured hr rheumatism end fever, 
cned out to her from his doorstep 

Ask him how much wine he has put by for the guests 9 Ah 
how can people be so thoughtless'’” 

A bright tear glistened in one of the deep folds on the old 
man* cheek, he threw hack his head and laughed soundlessly, 
his bony Adam’s apple working and his loose «kin trembling 
Oh, signon, signon,” he was choking with laughter and wav 
mg lua hands in childish glee. "On the morning of our wedding 
y we had everything we needed for our home — a statue of the 
‘ a T? nna ’ "“he*. linen, furniture, everything I swear to you' Ida 
aughed and wept, I too, and everyone else laushed — for it is had 
to weep on a wedding day, and all our own folks laughed at us' 
Signori 1 It is damned fine to have the right to call people 
your own And even better to feel them your own, near and dear 
Jo you, people, who do not regard your life as a tnfle and your 
happiness a plaything' 

„ , .'i* 1 * " «»' Wlul . day' Tlie .hole comma 

Ity » ended the ceremony, and everyone rame to omr stable which 
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had all al once become a rich mansion. . . . We had everything! 
Wine and fruit, meat and bread, and ever} one ate and everyone was 
gay. . . . That, signori, is because there is no greater happiness than 
to do good to people, believe me, there is nothing finer and more 
beautiful than that! 

“And the priest came too. He made a fine speech. ‘Here,’ he 
said, 'are two people who have worked for all of you, and you 
have done what you could to make this day the best in their lives 
And that is as it should he for they have worked for )ou, and work 
is more important than copper and silver money, work is always 
more important than the remuneration jou receive for it! Monej 
goes but work remains. . , . These people are gay and modest, their 
life has been hard jet they did not complain, their lives will be 
harder still and still the) will not grumble, jou will help them 
in their hour of need. They have good hands and stout hearts ’ 

“And he said many flattering things to me, Ida and the whole 
community l” 

The old man surveyed us all with an e>e that had regained its 
lost youth: 

“There, signori, 1 have told )ou something about people. It was 
good was it not?” 


Let us raise our voices in praise of woman, the Mother, intx* 
hau'tihle fount of all-conquering life! 

This is the tale of the flint hearted Tirnur-i-leng, the lame pan- 
ther, of Sakhim i Kirani, the lucky conqueror, of Tamerlane, as he 
was called by the infidels, of the man who sought Jo destroy the 
whole world. 

For fifty years he trampled the earth, h» iron heel crushing 
titles and states as the foot of an elephant crushes an anthill; red 
rivers of blood flowed in his wake in all directions; he built tall 
towers out of the bones of vanquished people*, he destroyed life, 
pitting his power against the power of Death, for he was avenging 
the death of his ton Jigangir- A ghastly man, he wished to rob 
Death, of all hex <90i.l1 so that she evijire from hunger and 
despair! 

4~*30 



1HXU! COfKY 


*V> 


From the day u hen hi* «on Jigangtr died and the people of 
c amarkand garbed in black and blue raiment and sprinkling their 
heads with du«t and ashe* met the conqueror of the evil Juts, 
from that day until the hour of his encounter with Death in Oitrarre, 
where she overpowered him at last, Timur did not smile He lived 
thus wKb lips compressed his head unbowed and his heart locked 
against compassion— for thirty years* 

Let us sm» the praises of woman, the Mother, the sole force 
before wh ch Death humbly bows her head* Let bere be told the 
truth alx ut Mother, how Death’s servant and «lave, the stony 
hearted Tamerlane the sanguinary scourge of the earth, bowed his 
1 ead to her 


It came about thus Timur beh was fearting in the lovely valley 
of Camgula 1 readied in clouds of roses arrl jasmine, the valley 
bamarkand jocts named \alc of Flow era*' whence the blu» min 
e rets of the great city the blue cupolas of the mosques are visible 
Fifteen thousand circular tents were spread out fan wise in the 
vollev like fifteen thousand tulips and over each tent hundred* of 
silken pennant* fluttered in the brtrre like flower* 

And m the centre stood the tent or Curugan Timur, like a 
queen among her tram It was four-cornered, each side one hundred 
r3ces m length, three spear* in height the centre was supported 
by twelve golden columns each a» thick as a man, atop rented a 
pale blue cupola while the sides were of black yellow and blue 
striped silk, fne hundred scarlet cord, kept it fived firmly to the 
gTound so that , t m,ght not riw , nt o , ]lc four #|lter 
stood at its comen, and under the cupola on a dais in the centre 
o t t*ml sat the fifth the invincible Timur-Gilrugan the king of 
kings himself. 


, J * *** r sr be>l in a flowing silken rolie of a celestial hue stud 
v,.h pearl, fit* thousand large p«rh no l~ On h» tern 
oary bn* ta t a white peaked cap with a ruby on llie tip that 
.waved to and fro bke a bloodshot eve surveying th c world 

from liJiT i Un * ° nr vas ,ile * hroad 1 laded knife n»i> 
i 001 10,0 '‘* I 'ch >* had l-ern immerse*! thousands of times, 

«»* Ul3f ^5 their glitter wa« 

wh. t l! dm ” f ,hc 23raa,ut favourite gem of the Aral * 
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ness And from ins ears suspended tarings of Ceylon rabies -the 
colour of a lovely maidens lijs 

On ihe floor of the tent on carpets of unsurpassed beauty stood 
three hundred golden jugs of wine and everything meet for a king 
ly fea«t, behind Timur sat the musicians beside him no one and 
at his feet Ins kin&men kings and princes and chieftains and 
closest to him of all drunken Kerman i the poet who when the 
destroyer of the world once asked him 

' kirmani ' How much wouldst thou give for me were I to be 
sold’ ’ had replied Twenty five acker* * 

‘But my belt alone is worth as much 1 Timur had exclaimed 
m amazement 

* It is of thy belt that I was thinking replied kirmani “only 
of thy belt, for thou thyself art not worth a farthing 1 

So spake Kermam, the poet, to the king of king* the man of 
horror and evil, and may the glory of the poet, friend of truth b*» 
ever exalted above the glory of Tamerlane' 

Let us smg the praises of poets who know hut one God the fear 
le«s beautiful word of truth That is their God forever* 

And so m the hour when the revelry and feasting the proud 
reminiscences of battles and victories were at their height in the 
midst of the loud mucic and the popular games played in front ol 
the king's tent where innumerable piebald jeslers bounded up and 
down where athletes were wrestling and tight rope walkers went 
through such contortions that one would think there was not a 
lone in their bodies, and warriors crocsed swords exhibiting peer 
lees skill in the art of killing and performances were given with 
elephants painted red and green which made s ome appear fright 
ful and others ridiculous — at that hour of rejoicing among Timurs 
men who wera intoxicated with fear of him, vath pride in his 
glory with weanness of victories with wine and koumiss — at that 
wild hour suddenly cutting through the hubbub like a streak of 
lightning through a thunder-cloud the cry of a woman the proud 
cty of a she eagle a sound familiar and m harmony with hu 
wounded soul the soul wounded by Death and hence cruel toward 
living men reached the ears of Sultan Bay ends conqueror 

He ordered Ins men. to «ee who it was that had cried out m 
joyless voice and he was told that a woman a mad creature in 
U* 
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dj»: and rig*. hid come and apealmg the linrure of the Afil* 
km dnav'dinr. yes d«~isinf. to nee hW. lH* ruler of three car- 
djul pom's of the earth 

“Brins her in’" said the king 

And so before him *<oo«l x woman. hhr '•si I arrfoot and ter Ut 
tered clot* uig had I* *rd in the urn, her black trr*ws were Ixn- 
i")*.! so tha* thee covered trr tire lrra*t, Her fare km the cohwr 
of bre on* a id her err* impe-ious and h'T dark hand outstretch'd 
toward 'hr 1-arae One d d rot tremble 

la it tloi hut sarqui*'>ed Su’lin Rsieml’” ah*, demanded. 
“\eS, I hue defeated many beside*. ard am rot yet weary t>( 
coi»f}ue»t» Ard "hat vaUh thou of thy»elf woman?" 

“Hear me'" said ahe "Whitrver thou ha*t done thou art tat 
a man 1 am a Mother’ Thou *enr»t death, l Wf life Thou bast 
aimed agiinst me and so 1 hare rome to demand that thou atone 
for thy guilt l hire l<cn told t* it thy desiee U *m Jtwltec l>e* 
•trenplh f do rot Mi»*e it. tat to tre thou iru*t he Jwt. for 1 
ara a Motha'" 

The king hid wisdom enough to feel |l>e power behm 1 there 
told words 

“Sit down and speak I would li'len to thee'" 

St-e aeated hrrself at her contenimer upon the earpet amid 
the intimate circle of lint* and 1-eyan her tale* 

“I an from the region of Salerno. far away In Italy, thou 
Inowftl not thoee parts’ My father »i< a fisherman. my hn*band 
too, he was a* beautiful u only happy rtwr are and it was I who 
gave Jam happiness’ I had a son, the finest lad in the wort I .*•’* 
“like my Jiganpr." the old warrior murmured 
“The handsomest and the cleeerest lad is my son' He was *5* 
years old when the Saracen pirates landed on our coa*t. They slew 
ray father and ray husband and rainy others, and they earned 
my loy and for four sear* now I hare l*tn searching the earth 
for Km Now thou hist htoa. This l know, for Rayend a men cap- 
tured the pirate* ard thou ha*t completed Baynld and taken all 
his possessions. Thou must know where my son is and fire him back 
to me!’* 

Everyone- laughed and the tines wlio always consider them- 
srires to be wise said* 
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. wa*t }«rn of woman, tfiou caret denj God. 


even t k ou old : , 

but this thon caret never deny'” 

" 0man, ~ exclaimed Xirraam the fearless poet 
Well said' From a herd of bullocks there will be no calve*, with 
out the *nn flowers will not bloom without love there is no hap- 
ping*. without woman there is no love wjthout Mother* there are 
neither poets nor heroes'’’ 

And the woman said 

, " G,ve ** back ™ child for I am his Mother and 1 love 

Let us bow to woman who bore Mow Mohammed and the 
? r«t prophet Jesus who was pu , lo death bv ev,l men but who. 
*, , en ° alh said, shall rise again and bring judgment upon 

the dfad and <h » *haU come to pass in Damascus, in 

Let us bow to Her who tirelessly give, birth to the great' An* 
Om kl 1 " *° n , a , nd F,rdus ' OTd Saad ' “ 9Wcet « honey, and 
„ . . hL : LM ° " ,nC m,w! * lth POi»n. Iskander and 

he Nmd Homer-, hese are all Her ch.Idren all of them imbibed 

wh, ill 3 d hC **? e " h 0n * of ,hm m, ° ^ world by the hand 
A " u " ** ” r *■ ™' w 
can tl' e hoarr de«lro) er of cities, ihe lame tiger Timur-Guru 
gathered MUT 3 fr ' hn '* HC Wud ^ 

must tT ^' InD^, L God’s *ervant Timur, do «av what 

ftroaiied hr' it. *** } ^red, for many sears the earth has 

, " r '"*■ ,Iurt r rr.r. I hare hre„ da*re r 

S-aohme th, '’r^' f,? 7 h ^"- for 

for kingdoms m T head Men have foughf against me 

»d "V* •” »J«* foagh, «?„, « 

*ho h. »aa fln d .a , anV ,a U " ,n ot>d I did not hnoo 

„J ,o c’vLd !^ 1 , ; “ ”> t»' h ' » ■» I Tremr, ,ho 

Whrt S,d ‘ J h “ , ’ 0h ' »*)"«•. « ="* w «>»• 

to to po»Ji d V' *’ I° r W»M. W >»f 

U»t>- So .pal. lTV lr g*“ “ °o~,.d „d I, 

“i cotild b,„l, - . ".-'■r' W b "»?M to too in dare. 
I .land „„dor ,fc, r , 
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And Timor ■'aid to hu poet 

“So Kirroani’ God was not tmsiakd when he cho e thy lips to 
extol his wisdom'” 

“God » himself a great poet’” *pake the drunken Kirmam 

And the woman smiled and all the longs smiled and (he princes, 
and the chieftains «miled, they were all children as they gazed upon 
her — opon Mother’ 

All lh» is true, every word spoken here is the troth our moth 
era know it to be *o a_k them and they will tell j on 

“Ye* all this is the eternal truth, we are *tronger than death, 
we who are forerer bringing into the vroild eages poets and he* 
rocs we who imbue man with all that makes him glorious’” 


VI 

One can talk endlessly about Mother* 

For ■ereral weeks enemy bo*ts had encased the city in a tight 
nrg of steel h> night bonfires were lit and the flames peered 
through the inkr blackness at th“ walls or the city like a myriad 
of red eye* — they blared malevolently and their warning glare 
evoked gloomy thoughts within the beltameied city 

From the avails they «aw the enemy noose draw tigb er saw 
tlie dark shadows hovering about the fires and beard the neishing 
of well fed hor«es the clanging of weapons, the loud laughter and 
ringing of men confident of victory — and what can be more jar 
nng to the ear than the songs and laughter of the enemy’ 

The enemy had thrown corp«e* into all the s- reams that fed 
water to the city he had burned down the vineyards around the 
w-lls, trampled the Geld, ent down the orchards— the aty was now 
cxpo«ed on all sides, and nearly every day the cannon and mus 
kets of the enemy showered it with lead and iron 

Detachments of war weary half -starved soldiers trooped sullen- 
ly through the narrow streets of the city from the windows o’ 
houses issued the groans of the wounded, the cnes of the delirious 
the prayers of women and the wailing of children. People eon 
versed in whispers, breaking off in the middle of a 'entence, tenselr 
alert was that not the enemy advancing’ 
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Worst of all were tie rughb, jn tlte nocturnal stillness tlie 
groans and cries were more distinctly audible, black, shadows crept 
stealthily from the gorges of the distant mountains toward the half 
demolished walls hiding the enemy camp from view and over 
the black ridges of the mountains ro«e die moon like a lo»t shield 
dented by sword blows 

And the people in the city despairing of succour, worn, out by 
toil and hunger, their hope of salvation waning from day to day, 
the people in the aty stared in horror at that moon at the «!iarp 
toothed ridges of the mountains tlie black maws of the gorges and 
at the noisy camp of tlie enemy Everything reminded them of death 
and not a star was there in the sky to give them consolation 

They were afraid to light the lamps in the bou«e« and a heavy 
darkness enveloped the streets and in this darkness like a fish 
stirring in the depths of a mer a woman draped from head to 
fort in a black cloak moved soundlessly 

When they saw her people whispered to one another 
“Is it she’” 

4 It is she'” 

And they withdrew into the niches under archways, or hurried 
pan her with lowered heads. The patrol chiefs warned lieT 
sternly 

“Abroad again Donna Marianna’ Take care someone may kill 
you and none «hall hasten to apnrehend your a««ailant " 

She drew herself up and stood waiting but the patrols pa«sed 
by either not danng or el«e *cormng to raise their hand again't 
her, the armed men avoided her like a corpse, and left alone in 
the darkness she continued her solitary wanderings from street to 
street, soundless and black like the incarnation of the citv’e mis 
fortune while all about her as though pursuing her melancholy 
sounds issued from the night the groans cries prayers and the 
sullen murmur of soldiers who bad J ost all hope of victory 

A citizen and a mother she thou»t t of her «nn and her coun 
try for leading tlie men who were destroying her town was her 
son — liaudsome, gay and ruthless, and yet, not so long ago she 
had looked upon him with pride regarding him as her precious 
gift to her country, a beneficent force she had brought forth to aid 
the city folk the nest where she herself had been bom where het 1 
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«tn had been bom and reared Her hr_rt "as bound b> hundreds 
of invisible thread ■> to the^ ancient stones with which her fore 
fathers Jud built their homes and raided the wall* pf the cm , to 
the soil therein lav 1 uned the hones of her hm*m~n to the legends 
the son" and thp hopes of the people And now tht» heart had 
lost a loved 01 1 and it wept She weighed hi her heart a» on scales 
her lose for her son and her love f< r !vt native citj and she 
could not tell which weighed the mote 

\nd so she wandered thus bv m°ht through the streets and 
mam failing to recognize her drew lack in Fear mistaking her 
olack fi"ure for the incarnation of Deatn that was so rear to all 
of them and when they did tecomnze her the\ turned silently 
away from the mother of a traitor 

But one da> in a remote comer by the cit) wall the *awr an 
other woman kneeling be*ide a corpse motionless like s clod of 
earth the woman was praying her grief stricken face upturned to 
the 'tar And on the wall overhead the «entne 3 «poke in low tones 
their weapons grating against the stone 
The traitors mother a.ked 
"hour hu band 7 
No” 

Tour brother’” 

“My son. My hu«band was killed thirteen days ago »ny son 
today” 

And n«ing from lier knees the mother of the «h»n man *aid 
humbly 

“The Madonna sees all and knows all and I am grateful to 
her 1 ” 

“What for’” asked the fir l and the other replied 
Now th’t he has died honourable fiahtmg for hi counlr) T 
can say that I feared for him he was lighthearted too fond of res 
eliy and I feared that lie might betray hu cits, as did the son 
of Mananna the enemv of Cod and Alan, the leader of our foe* 
may he be accursed and the womb that bore him’” 

Mananna covered her face and went on her w-ay The next —*»m- 
mg she appeared before the city's defenders and said 

“My son has come to be sour enemy Either kill me or 
the g*w dwt 1 mvr go ti him. " 
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They replied ' '■ 

“You are a human being, and your fcouutry niu=t he precious 
to you, your «on is as much an enemy to you as to each one of u«” 
“I am Ins mother I love him and feel that I am to blame for 
what he has become 1 ” 

Then they took, counsel with one another and decided 
“It would not he honourable to kill you for the sms of your 
son \Te know that you could not have led him to commit this 
terrible sin and we can underhand \onr distress Hut the city 
does not need you even as a ho tage your son cares nought for 
you tve believe that he has forgotten you, fiend that he is, and 
there is your punishment if you think \ou hate deserved it* \fe 
believe that is more terrible than death itself” 

“Yes ” she said * It is indeed more terrible ” 

And so they opened the gates and suffered her to leave the city 
and watched long from the battlement* a« she departed from her 
nattvc «oil now drenched with the h’ood her «on had spill so co 
piously. She walked slowly, for her feet were reluctant to tear them 
selves away from this soil and she bowed to the corpses of the 
city’s defenders, kicking a«ide a broken weapon in disgust, for all 
aggressive weapons are revolting to mothers they recognize only 
tho«e used to protect life 

She walked as though «he earned a precious phial of water be 
neath her cloak ard feared to spill a drop, and as her figure grew 
smaller and smaller to those who watched from the City wall it 
seemed to them that with her went their dejection and hopel&>«nes«. 

They saw her pause halfway and throwing hack the hood of her 
cloak turn back and gaze long at the city And over in the enemy’s 
camp they saw her alone in the field and figures dark as her own 
approached her cautiously Approached and enquired who «Iic was 
and whence she had come 

‘Your leader is my son,” die said and not one of tho soldiers 
doubted it Thev fell in licswle her singing his praises saying how 
clever and brave lie was, and die listened to them with head proudly 
raised, showing no surprt-e, for her «on could not be otherwise 
And now, at last, she stood before lnm whom slie had known 
nine months before his birth him whom she bad never felt apart 
from her own heart In silk and velvet he stood before her, Tus 
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weapons studded with precious 'tones All was as it should be 
thus had she seen him so man) times in her dreams — rich famou* 
•did admired. 

“Mother'” he «aid ki «mg her hands “Thou ha^t come to me, 
thou art with roe and tomorrow I 'hall capture that secured city 
“The city i here thou wert born” she reminded him 
Intos cated with his prowess, ciazed with the th r«t for more 
glorv he ansi ered her with the arrogant heat of youth 

“I was bom into the world and for the world and I mean to 
make the world quake with wonder of roe' I have spared this city 
for thy sake it has been like a thorn in mv fledi and has retarded 
my swift rise to fame. But now tomorrow I shall smash that nest 
of obstinate fools'” 

‘ Where every stone knows and remembers thee as a child ” «he 
'aid 

‘Stones are dumb unless man makes them speak Let the 
mountains speak of me. that is \ hat l wish'” 

“And what of men’ she asked 

“Ah yes. I haie not forgotten them mother I need them too 
for only in man s memory are heroes immortal '” 

She said 

“A hero is he who creates life in defiance of death who con- 
quers death ” 

“No'” he objected “The destroyer is as glorious as the build 
er of a aty See we do not know who it was that built Rome — 
Aeneas or Romulus — yet we know well the name of Alarm and 
the other heroes who destroved the city ” 

“RTuch outlived all names” the mother teoueded b m 
Thus they convened until the Sun sank to rest less and less 
frequently did she interrupt hi* wild speech, lower and lower sank 
her proud head 

A Mother creates slie protects, and to speak to her of destruc- 
tion means to speak agam«t her but be d d not know it, he did 
not know that he was negating her reason for enstence 

A Mother l* alwavs opposed to death the hand that brings 
death Into the dwell ngs of men. is hateful and hostile to Mothers 
But the son did not perceive this for he was blinded by th« cbittr 
glitter of glorr that deadwa tb*. heart 
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ISor did he know that a Mother is as clever and ruthless a 
creature as she is fearless when the life she creates and cherishes 
is in question 

She sat with bowed head and through the opening m the lead 
er’s richly appointed tent «he saw tl»e city where Just she had 
felt the sweet tremor of life within her and the anguished convul 
“ions of the bnth of this child who now sought to destroy 

The crimson rays of the sun dyed the walls and towers of the 
city blood red cast a baleful glare on tbe wmdowpanes so that 
the whole city seemed to be a mass of wounds with the crimson 
sap of life Cowing from each gash Presently the city turned black 
as a corpse and the stars shone above it like funeral candles 

She saw the dark houses where people feared to light candles 
so as not to attract the attention of the enemy saw the “treets 
steeped in gloom and rank with the “tench of corpses, heard the 
muffled whispers of people awaiting death— she saw all and everything, 
so near and dear to her it stood there, dumbly awaiting her decision, 
and she felt herself the mother of all those people in her city 

Clouds descended from the black peaks into the valley and like 
winged steeds swooped down upon the doomed city 

“Perhaps v.e shall attack tonight,” said her son “if the night 
is dark enough 1 It is hard to kill when the sun, «hmes in your 
eyes and the glitter of the weapons blinds you many a blow goes 
awry," he remarked examining his sword 
The mother said to him 

‘ Come, my son lay thy head on my breast and rest, remember 
how gay and kind thou wert as a child and how everyone loved 
thee ” 

He obeyed her laid Jus head in her lap and cIo«ed his eyes 
saying 

*1 lore only glory and thee for having made me as I am” 

“And women 9 ” she a*ked bending over him 
‘They are many, one tires of them as of everything that is too 
«wcet " 

“And dost thou not desire children 9 ” she asked for the last time, 
‘What for 9 That they might be killed 9 Someone like me vs ill 
kill them, that will give me pam and I shall he too old and feeble 
to avenge them ” 
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"Thctf art handsome hut as barren as a streak of lightning” 
»he «aid with a «igh 

“les like lightning ' he replied, «milmg 
\nd he dozed there on his mother’s breast like a child 
Then covering him with her black cloak she plunged a knife 
into lus heart and with a shudd-r he died, for who knew better 
than «he where beat her sons heart And, throwing his corpse at 
the feet of the astonished sentries. she *aid addressing the city 
‘As a Citizen, I hate done for m\ country all I could as a 
Mother I remam with my «on’ It i* too late for me to bear anoth 
cr, my life is of no use to anyone” 

\nd the krafe, still warm with his blood her blood, she plunged 
with a firm hand into her own breast, and again she struck true, 
for ar aching heart is not hard to find 


MI 


The cicadas are humming 

It is as if thousands of metal string* were «jretched taut among 
the thick foliage of the olive trees, the wind stirs the tough leaves 
they touch the strings and this li»ht, ceaseless contact fills the air 
with intoxicating sound It is net exactly mu» i c, vet it seem* as if 
invisible hands were tuning hundreds of invisible harps, and one wails 
in tense expectancy for the tuning to cease, and for a grand string 
orchestra to *tnke up a triumphant hymn to tl»e sun, skv and «e3 
The wind blows swaying the trees *o that their waving crowns 
seem to be moving from the mountains down to the «ea The surf 
Jieals dully and rhythmically against the rocky shore, the sea i« a 
mass of living, white daubs of foam looking like great flocks of 
Hrds that have settled on its blue expanse, they all float in one 
direction then disappear into the depths only to rise asrain with a 
faintly audible sound And as thou eh luring them away in their 
wake two boats, their triple sails raided high, boh up and down 
on the horizon, like two prey birds themselves, the whole scene is 
** unreal as a distant, half forgotten dream 

‘'There’ll be a stiff gale by snndown'” ssy« an old fisherman 
utting icv the shadow of the rocks on the small pel bled Wadi 
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“Bat while I was fumbling for the anchor, the wind lore the 
oar out o! my father a hand knocking him a blow on the chest that 
sent him reeling unconscious to the bottom of the boat I had no 
time to help him for etery second threatened to consign ns to the 
waves. At first everything happened very quickly by the time I 
took Bp the oars we were being swept along with the «pray stir 
round ng U3 on all sides, as the wind picked the crests off the 
waves and sprinkled ns like the pnesi does, only with a great 
deal more energy and not m order to wash away our sins 

This is serious, my son*’ said father regaining consciousness. 
He looked out toward the shore. This is going to last a long time, 
my boy,’ he said. 

“When you are young you do rot easily believe m danger, 1 
tried to row and did everything that a sailor mu«t do at critical 
moments at sea with the wind, the breath of wicked devils, busy 
digging « thousand graves for you and singing your requiem free 
of charge. 

“•Calm your*e!f Gmdo ’ said my father «milmg and shaking 
the water from his head “What use is it to pick at the sea with 
matchsticks 9 Save your strength or eta the folks at home will 
await 10 Ta)a - 

“The green waves tossed our little craft a« children to*s a balk 
they climbed over the sides, rov above our beads, roar in" and 
shaking madly, we dropped down into yawning pita then climbed 
to the top of tall while peaks, and the shore sped swiftly far 
0 er and farther away and seemed to be dancing along with our 
barque. 

“•You may return but I dial! not*’ my father said to me. 
‘Listen and I shall tell you what you should know about fishing 
and work. * 

“And he began to tell me all be knew about the habits of one 
or another fish, where when and how best to catch them. 

“ 'Had we not better pray, father*’ I suggested when I saw how 
bad our plight was, we were like a couple of rabbits among a pack 
of white hounds that were baring their fangs at us from all sides 

*“Cod «ees alp’ ^ j, e «jj e knows that men whom be created 
to dwell on land are now penahmg at sea and that one of them, 
having lost hope^ot uta*i/»&, tarts*, besywa.*. Vs> V.’* von aVi "die 
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knowledge he possesses Work is necessary for the earth and for 
men God understands that * 

“And when he had imparted to me all he knew about his craft, 
he told me what a man must know in order to Ii\e in peace with 
his fellow men 

“'Is this the time to teach me’’ f said On land you did not 
do it 1 ’ 

“'On land death was never so close’ 

“The wind howled like a wi’d beast and the waves roared so 
loud that father had to shout for me to hear him 

‘"Always behave as if you were neither wor*e nor better than 
vour fellow men and you will be all right' The nobleman and the 
fisherman the priest and the soldier are part of the same organ 
ji«m and you pre as necessary a pan of that organism as all the 
others Never approach a man thinking that there » more had 
than good in him, believe that there is more good in him and you 
will always find it to be so Men behave as one expects them to ' 

'He did not say this all at once, of course His words came 
to me through the «pray and foam as we tossed from wave to 
wave, now plunging deep down now climbing high up Much of 
what he said was carried away by the wind before it reached me, 
much I did not understand for signor how can one learn with 
death staring one in the face 9 I was afraid I had never before 
«een the sea in such a fury or felt so helpless on it And I cannot 
say whether it was then or later on when I rrmembered those hours 
that I experienced a sensation I shall never forget as long as I 
live. 

"I can see my father as if it were yesterday sitting at the bottom 
of the boat his poor arms out'tretchcd as he clung to the sides with 
his crooked twisted fingers his hat had been washed away and the 
waves struck against his head and his shoulders now from the Tight, 
row from the left, in front and hchtnd and each lime he would toss 
his head snort and shout to me Drenched to the skm, he «ecmed to 
have shrunken in size and his eyes were large with fear or perhaps 
with pain With pain I suppo*e 

'"Hark 1 ’ he would cry ‘Do von hear me’* 

IKnmnimiar J wmls 1 jmsmw 
*"I hem you 1 * 

15—830 
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“ Remember, all good comes from man-’ 

“‘I shall remember 1 l would reply 

“?ic»er had he spoken thus to me on land He had always been 
gay and kind but l had felt that he regarded me with amusement 
and di_lru't and that I was still a child to him Sometimes this 
offended me for youth is easily wounded 

“His «hout allayed my fear perhaps that is why I remember 
even thing so vividly ’ 

The old fi Herman fell silent, his eyes filed on the foamy «ea 
Then he smiled and went on with a wink 

1 have observed people for many years signor, and I know that 
remembering is the same as understanding, and the more you un- 
derstand the more good you *ee, that s the truth, believe me' 

“There 1 can remembe* his dear face, all wet and the big star 
mg eyes looking at me gravely and lovingly and in such a way that 
I knew then 1 was not destined to die that day I was afraid but I 
knew I would not perish 

Finally of counc, we cap'ired. There we were both in the 
«eething water with the foam bhndng us, the waves hurling our 
bodies about, dashing them against the keel of the boat. VTe had 
lashed to the thwarts everything that could be tied, in our hands we 
held the ropes, we would not be cast away from our barque so long 
as we had the strength to hold on but it was hard to keep our heads 
above water Several tunes he and I were thrown against the keel 
and washed off again The worst of U is that your head swims, you 
ore deafened and blinded, your ears fill with water, and you swallow 
gnat quantities of it. 

“This lasted for a long tune, abont seven hours, until the wind 
•uddenly turned, b'owing strongly shoreward, and we were earned 
swiftly toward the land. 

“‘Hold on’’ I cned joyfully 

Father shouted something back but I heard only one word 

“ ‘ . dashed. 

“He meant the rocka, but they were still far off and 1 did not 
believe him. But he knew better than I, we were home along numb 
end helpless amil the mountains of water, clinging like snails to 
our boat which knocked us about unmercifully This went on for 
a long while but at last the dark crags of the coast came into 
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view After that ever) thing happened very swiftly Swaying they 
moved toward ua, Lending over the water, ready to crash down upon 
us The white waves hurled our bodies forward once, twice, our 
boat crunched like a nut under the heel of a boot I was tom 
loose, saw the black ribs of the rocks as sharp as knives looming 
before me, «aw m> fathers head hgh above mine, then lifted 
above those devils claws 

“He was picked up an hour or two later with his back broken 
and hu skull smashed The wound in his head was so big that 
part of the brain had been washed out of it, and I can remember 
the grey chunks of matter in the wound with red veins running 
through it like marble or foam mixed with blood His body was 
terribly mutilated but liia face was clear and calm and his eyes 
tightly closed 

“I 9 Yes I was al o bad!) battered up I was unconscious when 
they pulled me ashore Vie had been carried away to the mainland 
beyond Amalfi, a long way from home but of course, the folk there 
arc also fishermen and «uch tilings do not surprise them but make 
them kind and gentle Men who lead a dangerous life are always kind’ 

“I’m afraid I haven’t be*n able to make you understand how 
I rcall) feel about my father and what it is I have been carrying 
in my heart for fifty one years now One needs special words for 
that, not words but music perhaps But we simple folk, are like 
fish, we cannot talk as well as we would wish’ One always feels 
and knows more than one can express 

“The whole thing is that he my father, in his hour of death 
knowing that he could not escape it was not afraid, he did not 
forget about me, his son, and found the strength and the time to 
pa«s on to me everything he thought I should know I have lived 
for sixty seven years and I can «ay that everything he told me 
then is true’” 

The old man took off his knitted cap that had once been red 
and was now brown pulled out Ins pipe and bending his naked, 
bronzed skull, 'aid emphatically 

“Yes, it is all true, dear signor' Men are as you wish to see 
them. look at them in kindness and you will do good both to them 
and to yourself They will become better, and you too It is simple, 
isn’t it 9 ” 

IB* 
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Tie ».ind bl w more and more strong]), th e waits mounted 
h.aber became warper and whiter, tie birds on tic sea grew 
big-y and seamed farther and farther into tie distance, and the 
two boats with die three roi * of .„], had already d, .appeared he- 
hind the bine nra of the ho zon 

Tie «tecp shores of tie island were encased m foam, tie blue 
Mater spla ed noisik and tie cicadas kept up their tireless, pas- 
8 onate din 


A man in a light suit, lean ,od clean -haira lit, nn American, Ml 
do™ .1 an tron table near tbc door o( lb, mianranl and dianlcd 

“Ga aarfon. " 

Acacia bio* vims white and golden, hung in thick profusion all 
around, there was radiant .anight everywhere ond earth and sk> 
were tilled with the gentle gladness of .pnngtide Down the middle 
ot the street cantered little shaggv eared donkeys with a pattering of 
hoofs heavy draught hor*e* passed slowly by a t a walking gait. The 
pedestrians "trolled along and it was clear that ever) one desired to 
stay „ long as poss.ble in the *un*hme and the air that was filled 
wun the honey laden scent o[ flower* 

rIr.,S ldrE £ ?* l’ Cr3,dl ° f sprm S flai5 ’ e<1 ^7. ‘ie tinting their 
ront / ^ ^ g3,, r dreSMd « essential to a 

walked. ^ ** ^ 54315 al lu ch t . sailed along swaying slightly as they 

t-T 1 * TO ? eUufl S cunous about the appearance of the nan 
Y' 1 , , loolced M though he most have been extremely 
d l d3y ^ hhed tut so vigoroudy 

L ' ",r'r a!T ^ rabbed cS *“«• f«ever He gazed around 
waTJTf I t 00 n d he TOunl “S sun *pots on the 
street and , 00 CTCT 7» h,n S tJia « moved along tfie dark 

v L-e broad flagstones or the boulevard His flaccid lips 

sad r d , he WSS 5 ° fl,y and P alns,a bingly whistling a queer 

JitSt !on ° 't* thrumming in time on the edge 

a tan H '? “J* 5 S ,eamed P 3 ^ 1 ! and w his other hand he held 

E **•« which he beat time on his knee. His features be- 
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•poke intelligence and revolution it <eem«J a pity that the glow bad 
been so roughly wiped off his face 

As the waiter, with a deferential bow, placed a cup of coffee, a 
small bottle of green liqueur and some biscuits before him a broad 
chested man with agate eyes sat down at the next table His cheeks, 
neck and hands were smoke-begrimed and he himself was so angular 
and with such "tecl like quality of strenglh that he seemed part of 
•orae huge machine 

When the eyes of the clean man rested wearily on him he raised 
himself slightly touched his cap with his fingers and said through 
his thick moustache 

“Good day, Mr Engineer” 

“Ah, so it’s you again Trama*” 

“Yes, it*s me, Mr Engineer ” 

* Well, we may expect something eh’’ 

“How is your work getting on? * 

“I m afraid ” the engineer said with a faint smile on his thin 
lips “that one cannot make conservation with questions alone, my 
friend ” 

His companion pushod Jus hat onto one ear and laughed heartily 
“Right you are 1 ” he said through his laughter, “but, I swear I’d 
give a lot to know . ” 

A piebald coar'e haired donkey, harnessed to a coal cart in his 
tracks stretched out his neck and emitted a mournful cry, but evi 
dently the sound of his own voice did not please him that day for 
he broke off in confusion on a high rote, shook his shaggy ears and, 
lowering his head, trotted on with a clatter of hoofs 

“I am waiting for that machine of yours as impatiently as I 
would wait for a new book from which I could derive greater wis- 
dom ” 

“1 do not quite understand the analogy,” murmured the engineer 
sipping his coffee 

‘Don’t you agree that a machine frees man’s physical energy as 
much as a good book frees his spirit 9 ” 

“Ah'” said the engineer, raising his head. “Perhaps you’re 
right ” 

"And now, I suppose you will start your propaganda 9 ” h» 
added placing the empty cup hack on fne table 



maxim corkt 


“I have started alreadr ” 

What is it 9 Strikes and disturbances again eh 7 ” 

The ether «hru®ged hi* shoulder*, ‘miling gently 
If only all that w ere not neces-ary ” 

An old woman in black, as austere as a nun, *ilently proffered 
a bunch or violets to the engineer He took two a-d handing one 
to his companion said reflectively 

ideal' t° U ^ 3 S °°** Trama it is a pity )ou are an 

Than* s ou for the flowers and the complimcrt A pity you say’” 
»ou are essentially a poet, and you ought to "tody to 
necome an efficient engineer ” 

Trama chuckl-d. his while teeth gleaming 
Ah there you re n®ht'" he «aid. “An engineer is a poet. Work 
mg with yoj 1 have learned that " 

“^ou are very polite ’ 

“AnJ I waa n- wh, .boold Monaimr the Ea-to-er eel 
* k r', >, “ , 1 ' " ™*< be a pan too - 

!' ?' in complete rmlual understanding these two men 

r.wa 6 a ’ nnt a PP’ arM « d n nervous 'vorn out, 

1 * . e ^* am ^ o-her looking as if h- had been hammered 

. forfe ,bop onto .MerJa, ,„j h ,j not poh.hej 

,1 lr J””’ 1 p™fw to barn mr om, workshop m3 

amn 'hire Jorni good lads l,ke yourself workrag far m- Then we 
«°„H be able to Jo .omc.hurg " 

J ^PP^ *k' lightly With his fingers and «ighed as he 
rjl *e reel® »jm buUoebole 

CT1 ,S e lt,W cr *d Trama growing ranted “to think that 

“os** piCT ™ t * n ” n from lmns and " ork,n ? ” 

ma’” "** hjaiM hlstory 8 ,nCf ««»« mechanic Tra 

off huTT 12' en2 ‘ neer wnh a »W* "mile The worker -natch-d 
off h^ hat, eestunn- wuh « „ h- went on heatedly 
Eu what is the h,«tory of mr forefathers’” 

word with ^♦ 0^ n,nL e^S, ‘P'ned the engin*er, accentuating the finl 
word with a more cj u *t c smile. 

dano ^ P r h Ti Enl arC G, ° r 

In thcr i Marnn > rot ffi r forefathers, am I not living 

rid. an, | h0 , enjonne the fnnt 0 f tfcrf,. 
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“Ah m that sense’ 

“Everything the departed have given to the world is mine’” 
“Of course” 'aid the engineer, knitting his hroivs gravely 
"And everything that has been done before me, before us is 
the ore which we must turn into steel is it not? * 

‘Why, of course that is obvious’” 

“After all, jou educated men just as we workers are reaping 
the fruit of the minds of the past” 

‘ I do not den) that * said the engineer bending his head a 
hay in grey tatters as tiny as a ball that has been battered in play 
«tood beside him holding a bunch of crocuses m his filthy little 
paws and urging insl'tently 
Bu> my flowers signor * 

‘ I have *ome ” 

“You can never have too many flowers ” 

‘Right you are lad said Trama, * Bravo give me two ’* 

And when the boy had given him the flowers he raised his bat 
and offered a bunch to the engineer 
“Thank you " 

* It s a glorious day i«n’t it? ’ 

‘Yes, even at fifty I ca n appreciate its beauty ’ 

He glanced thoughtfully about him with narrowed eyes and 
heaved a sigh 

"You I dare'ay feci the spring sun in your veins very keenl) 
not only because you are young but because I «ee the whole world 
looks different to you than it does to me Is that not 6o ? * 

' I do not know repl ed the other laughing “But life is good* * 

‘ Because oF what it promises 9 ’ the engineer asked ®ceptically 
The question appeared to sting his companion for replacing his cap 
on his head he answered impulsively 

* Life is good because of all that I love in it* The deni take it 
my dear sir for me words are not merely sounds and letters, when 
I read a book look at a picture or behold something beautiful I feel 
as if I had created it all with my own hands’” 

They both laughed at that, the one frankly and heartily as though 
proud of his ability to laugh well throwing his head bade and thrust 
Ing out his broad che<t the other almost soundlessly chokingly 
banng his teeth that had gold clinnng to them as il he had recently 
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“ f ^““ - *- * — * — 
“ a “. 

a trouble maker " If only JOU weren’t such 

‘Oh, I’m alwajs making trouble 

node 6ra«"'Te° en P ,u“J <1 ' l, °”'' Sa t '" 1 C, ' S ” *» ' I P re »“ oI 

2, °“ r b ' ha ''« r »»S quite correci (but lune»” 

31' ' n 8 ,ne " ,1,n, S3'd bis shoulders and rose 
thousand ’lire, yon'k^w' lbe c "”«™ some thirt>.seren 

” Sl “ b "” *> W added Ibat to die nan’s 

o»n brand of ludTm W '“ r- “7 5 Ev 'T !*«>=■ baa his 

said b ' ,d ° U! * *>' h “d and when die warier shoot ,u 

' 1 leirn^som 31° °" Sh ' '» •«>' *»d Mud, hard 
i learn «omelbing everj minute ” 

“Oh mp U ^ ma ' ce an cngin*er with a nch imagination ” 

“Sn l r 81Da ' ,0n C0 “ es * n VUe handy as if ^ 

■J' 11 so long my « lllbborn frien<JI » y 

eunbeams Talml wa ked ®fl under the acacias through the tracery of 

aa n Z '«% >'? and "p„,I,„ s hia glare 

mo\ed awav c j ^ ls rl ^ 1 hand The blue black waiter 

htening to U, e con ^ “ ®° r of th * ^aurant where he had leen 
*ng in his nurse f or M1<1 l ° 11,6 * orIc£r "ho was rummag 

* Gett,n» rsU coppers 

.Xf,° 0,d - our engmecr 

If “There’! 5”nh" '” U "™d die worker eon6denl 

“Were w.uL ,T l " fc ’ l ” 11 »' h ” •' 

“In ^ speaking next time’” 

“Three ^“ S ’- ^ ’™ tarl TO ’" 

off » Sop^we *?’ " ,lh • — one walk.og 

«W homn,„7“ r ,,' b '“;” n f '°“ the engineer b.d When, the 
° ‘ r 8 * he commenced to dear the table. 
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A group of school children in while aprons, boys and girls, 
marched along in the middle of the road bubbling with noise and 
laughter, the first two were blowing lustily into their paper trum 
pets and the acacias softly showered them with snow) petals 

Whenever one looks at children, especially in springtime, one 
feels prompted to call after them loudly and gaily 

“Jley, there young folk 1 May the future be yours'” 


IX 

It had been raining heavily since early morning but by midday 
the clouds had spent themselves their dark fabric grew threadbare 
and dissolved into a host of filmy shreds which the wind wafted over 
toward the «ea weaving them again into a den c e bluish grey mass 
that cast a thick shadow on the rain calmed sea 

In the east the dark sky was rent by Hashes of lightning while a 
magnificent sun threw its blinding light over the island 

Seen from a long distance out at sea the island mu«t have looked 
like a rich temple on a feast day, everything so radiantly clean 
generously decked with bright flowers and the big raindrops glisten 
mg everywhere like topazes on the yellowish young leaves of the 
vines amethvsts on the clusters of wistaria, rubies on the «carlet 
geraniums and like emeralds strewn m rich profusion over the grass, 
the green underbrush and the leaves of the trees 

The air was still with the hu«h that comes after rain, the gentle 
babble or the brook hidden amid the rocks and under the roots of 
the euphorbia dewberry and fragrant, twining clematis Down below, 
the «ea murmured softly 

The golden shafts of the furre pointed skywards and a waved 
gently weighted by moisture which they shook noiselessly from 
their fantastic blossoms 

Against the lush green background the light purple wistaria 
vied with the blood red geraniums and roses, the rusty yellow bro- 
cade of the clematis blossoms mingled with the dark velvet of the 
irises and gill) flowers and it was all so vivid and glowing that the 
flowers seemed to be singing like violins, flutes and passions r vio- 
loncellon. 
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The moist air was fragran* and as heady as old wine. 

Under a grey rock, ja«ged and torn by bla'ting the stains of 
oxidized iron showing in the cracks, amid grey and yellow boulders 
exuding the sourish smell of dynamite, four qnarrymen husky fellows 
in damp rags and leather sandal* ®at partaking of their midday meal 
The} ate heartily and slowl} out of a large bowl filled with the 
tough meat of the o topjs fr ed with potatoes and tomatoes in olive 
oil ami v ashed it down with red wine quailed in turn from a bottle. 

Two of the men were cleanshaven and resembled one another 
•uflieicntly to he brother* twins even the third was a small bow 
legged one-eyed chap v itb qu ck nervous gestures that made him 
resemble an old scraggy bird the fourth was a broad shouldered 
bearded, hooknosed man of middle age with an abundant sprinkling 
of grey in his hair 

Breaking of! large chunks of bread he «mootbed out his wine- 
stained whi'kcrs and placed a pie~e in the dark cavern of his mouth 

"That s non«er*e b* was saving his hairy jaw« working method 
callv as h* chewed his food Its a be I haven’t done anything 
wrong ” 

His brown eyes under their thick brows had an unhappy mock 
ing exprewon hs voice vras heavy and grufT his speech slow and 
hr* tant Everything ubo.it him — bis liat, lus hsiry coarse featured fa-'e, 
his Urge hands and his dark blue suit spattered with white rock 
powder — revealed that I e was the one who drilled the holes in the 
mountains dc for blasting 

His three workmates listened attentively to what he was saying 
they d d not interrupt him but looked up at bun from time to tune as 
if to say * Co on ” 

And he went on his grey eyebrows moving up and down os be 
spoke 

“That man, Andrea Grasso they called him came to our village 
1 Ve a thief in the m-ht he was dressed In rag* his hat the colour 
of his boots and as tailored He was greedy, shameless and cruel 
\nd seven years later our elder* were dolling their bats to him while 
he bsttly gave them a nod. And everyone for forty miles around was 
In debt to him " 

rs, there are such people,” remarked the bow legged one, sigh 
inp an! shaking hi j head. 
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The narrator glanced at him. 

‘So you’ve met that land too’” he enquired mockm"!) 

The old man made an eloquent gesture the two clean shaven 
men grinned m umren the hooknosed one took a draught of wine 
and went on watching the flight of a falcon m the azure sky 

* I was thirteen when he hrted me along with s ome others to haul 
•tones to build his house He treated us none than animals and when 
my pal Lukino told him «o lie «aid My a*s is mine while you are a 
Granger to me, why should I he kind to you’’ Tho«e words were 
like a knife-thru t to me and from that lime on I began to watch 
him more closely He was mean and brutal to everybody even to 
old men and women it made no difference to him I could «ee that 
\nd when respectable people told him he was behaving badly be 
laughed in their faces When I v as poor 1 e «aid no one treated 
me any better’ He took up with prierts, carabinieri snd policemen 
the rc«t of them *aw hini only when they were in grave trouble and 
then he could do what he liked with them.” 

“Yes there are people like that ” repeated the how legged one 
softly and all three «lanced at him in sympathy one of the clean 
•haven workers •ilenlly handed him the wire bottle the old man 
took it held it up to the li»l t and before putting it to his bp«, said 
I drnk to the sacred heart of the Madonna'” 

‘ He often used to «av that the poor have always worked for the 
rich and the fools for the wire and that is 1 ow it mu't be always.” 

The «toiy teller laughed and «tretched out Ins hand for the bottle. 
It was empty He threw it carelessly onto the stones alongs de the 
hammers, picks and a lcng’h of Bickford fu«e curled up like a dark 
«nake 

*1 was a youngster then and I resented tho-e words deeply so 
did my workmates they killed our hopes, our dreire for a better life. 
Late one night I and Lukino my friend met him as he was crossing 
the field on horseback \1 e stopped him and said politely but firmly 
'Wee«k vou to be kinder to folk’" 

The clean «haven fellows buret out laughing and the one-eyed 
one too chuckled softly while tie narrator heaved a loud sigh 

“kes of course it was sttipd 1 Bat youth is honest \outh be- 
lieves m the power of the word kou might say that youth »s Ufes 
conscience " 
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“Well and what did l e say’" asked the old man 

He jelled ‘Let go of my hor*c you scoundrels 1 ' And pulling 
out a pi*tol he pointed it at us Wc said ’You have no need to f Mr 
us Gra««o And dont he ansry We are merely giving you a pi«« 
of advice’”’ 

“Now that stas good*" «aid one of the clean-shaven men and 
the other nodded in agreement the bow legged one pursed Ins lip* 
and examined a stone ‘troking it with his crooked fingers 

The meal was over On* of the men amu*cd himself bj knock 
ing the crj*talhne raindrops off the blades of grass with a thin 
•tick, another looked on picking his teeth with a dry grass stalk. 
The air grew dner and hotter The brief ‘hadows of noon were ttiel* 
ing rapidly The sea murmured a gentle accompaniment to the solemn 
tale 

“What me“tmg had unplea*ant consequences for Luktno His fa 
ther and uncle were in debt to Cra«so Poor Luktno grew thin and 
haggard he ground his teeth and his eyes lost the brightness that 
bad once attracted the g»rl« ‘Ah’ he said to me once ‘that was a 
foolish thing w e dd that day Words are worth nothing when ad 
dressed to a wolf Ijikino is read) for murder’ I thou»ht to myself 1 
was sorry for the lad and his good family Cut I was poor myself 
and all alone in the world for my mother had d ed recently " 

The hook nosed stone cutter brushed his moustache and beard 
with his lime-stained fingers and as he did so a heavy looking silver 
nng gleamed on the forefinger of his left hand 

I might have done a service to my fellowmen ir I had been able 
to carry the thing to the end, but I am soft hearted One day meet 
mg Gra&so on the street I walked alongside him and speaking as 
humbly as I could said “You are a mean greedy fellow it is hard 
for folks to live with you you are liable to push someone’s hand 
and that hand may reach for a knife My advice to you is to go 
away from here’ ‘You’re a fool young man* he said, but I kept 
insisting ‘Li'ten* be sa d with a laugh ‘How much will you take 
to leave me in peace’ Will a lira be enough’’ That was insulting 
but I controlled my anger ‘Get out of here I tell you 1 ’ I insisted 
We were walking shoulder to shoulder, I on bis right When I 
wasn’t looking he drew out lus knife and stuck me with it k ou can. t 
do much with your left band, feo it went into my chest only one inch 
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deep Natural!) I flung him to the ground and kicked him the way 
you w ould kick a hog ” 

“‘Now perhaps you will take m) advice’’ I said as he writhed 
on tire ground.” 

The two cleanshaven fellows threw an incredulous glance at 
the speaker and dropped their e)es The bow legged one bent over 
to tie the leather thongs of his sandals 

“The next morning when I was still in bed the carabinieri cam e 
and took me to the sheriff who was a pal of Crasso’s ‘\ou are an 
honest man, Ciro,’ he said ‘so you will not deny that you tried to 
murder Grasso last night ’ I said that was not exactly the truth, hut 
they have their own way of looking at things. So they kept me in 
jail for two months before I was brought to trial and then they 
sentenced me to a year and eight months \ery well,’ 1 told the 
judge*, ‘hut I don’t consider the incident clo«ed 1 ”* 

He drew a fresh bottle from its cache among the stones and 
thrusting its neck under his moustaches took a long draught of 
the wine, his hairy Adam’s apple moved thirstily up and down and 
his heard bnstled Three pairs of eyes watched him m gTave silence. 

“It’s «ickenmg to talk about it,” he said handing the bottle to 
his workmates and smoothing his moist beard 

‘Wien I relumed to the village it was clear that there was no 
room for me there, everyone was afraid of me. Lukino told me that 
things had got even wor*e that year He was sick to death of it all, 
the poor lad ‘So that’s it,’ I said to my*elf and went to «ee that man 
Crass o, he was terribly scared when he saw me ‘Well, I’m back,’ 

1 «aid ‘Now it’s your turn to go away’’ He snatched up his rifle 
and fired but it was loaded with bird «hot and he aimed at my legs. 

I didn’t even fall ‘If you had killed me I would come and haunt 
you from the grave, I have sworn to the Madonna that I shall get 
you out of here You are stubborn hut *oam I’He got into a «cuGle 
and before I knew it I had accid-nll> broken his arm. I hadn’t intend- 
ed to do him violence and he had attacked me fir4 A crowd gath 
ered and I was taken away. This time I got three years and nine 
months and when my term ended my jailer, a man who knew the 
whole story and liked me, tried hard to persuade me not to go hack 
home He offered me a job with his son in law who had a big plot 
of land and a vineyard in ApuIiS- But I naturally, could not give 
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q]> what I had undertaken So I went home this Ume with the firm 
intention not to indulge in any useless chatter, I had learned by then 
that rune words out of ten ate superfluous 1 had onl) one thing to 
«a) to him Get out* I armed in the village on a Sunday and vent 
straight to Mass Gra3*o was there As soon as he saw me he jumped 
up and veiled all over the church ‘That man has come here to kid 
me citizens the devil has sent him for my soul 1 ' I was surrounded 
htfotc I had time to touch him, before I bad Ume to tell him "hat 
I wanted But it didn’t matter for he fell onto the stone floor in a 
fit and his right «ide and his tongue were paraljzed He died seven 
wrecks later That * ill And folks ini ented a sort or legend about 
tne It’s quite terrible but a lot of non*cnse” 

He chuckled, looked up at the sun and said 

“Time to get started " 

In silence the other three rose slowly to their feet, the hook no'ed 
worker stared at the rusti, oil) cracks in the rock and said ‘Let’s 
get to work ” 

The sun was at its zenith and all the shadows had Bhnvclled up 
and vanished 

The clouds on the horizon sank into the sea who«e waters had 
grown calmer and bluer than before. 


X 

Pepe is ten he is as frail slender and mobile as a lizard his 
motlej rags hang from his narrow shoulders, and the "kin blackened 
by sun and dirt, peepi through innumerable rents 

He looks like a dned up blade of grass which the sea breeze 
blows hither and t} uher From sunn«e to sunset Pepe leaps from 
ftone to stone on the island and hourly one can hear his tireless 
little voice ponnng forth 

Italy the Beautiful, 

Italy my country* 

Everything interests him The flowers that grow m riotous pro- 
fusion over the good earth, the lizards that dart among the purpu 
rescent boulders the buds amid the cJnseUed perfeeAwwr the 
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cine tree leaves and the malachite tracer) of the sines, the fish in 
the dark gard-ms at the ^ea bottom and the foreigners on the narrow, 
crooked streets of the town the fat German with the 'word scarred 
face, die Englishman who always reminds one of an actor in the role 
o r a misanthrope, the American who endeavours m ram to look like 
an Englishman, and the inimitable Frenchman as noisy as a rattle 
“What a facc , ’’ Pcpe remarks to his playmate*, glancing with 
his keen dancing eyes at the German who is «o puffed out with im 
portance tli3t his \cr> hair seems to stand on end *Wh), he’s got 
a face as big as my belly!** 

Pepe doesn’t like German*, he *hares the ideas and sentiments 
of the streets, the 'fpiarcs and the dark little saloons where the towns 
folk drink wine, play cards, read the papers and discuss politics 
“The Balkan Slav* ” th-y «ay, “are much closer to us poor south- 
erners than our good allies who presented us with the sands of 
Africa in reward for our friendship” 

The simple folk of the south are saying this more and more 
often and Pepe hears everything and forgets nothing 

TIere is an Enjlidunan, striding tcdiousl) along on scissor like 
legs Pepe in front of him is humming .something like a funeral 
dirge or just a mournful ditty 

My friend has died. 

My ui/e is sad 
And I do not knoio 
IT hat ails her 

Pope’s playmates trad along behind coimi]*ed with laughter, 
«currying like mice to hide In the bushes or brhmd walls whenever 
the foreigner glances at them calmly with his faded eyes 
One could tell a ho*t of entertainin'; stories about Pepe 
One dsy some signora «ent him to her friend With n basket of 
apples from her garden 

"I will give you a soldo’” «he said, “you can well u«e it." 

Pepe readily picked tip the basket, balanced it en his head and 
set off. Not until ev emng did he return for the soldo 
**kou were in no great hunt " the woman remarked 
"Ah, dear sum ora but l am so tired’" Pepe tepl ed with a sigh 
"Yoa sec then? were more than ten of them’" 
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Why, of course, there were more than ten 1 It was a full basket'" 

“Not apples, 'ignora boys ” 

“But what about the apples 9 ” 

“Fir«t the boj« «ignora Michele, Giovanni .. ” 

The woman grew angry She seized Pepe by the shoulder and 
shook him 

“Answer me, did you deliver the apples’” 'he cned. 

‘I earned them all the way to the square, 'ignora* Listen how 
well I behaved my«etf At first I paid no attention to their jibes. 
Let them compare me to a donkey, I told m)«elf, 1 will endure it 
all out of respect for the signora, for you, signora Bnt when 
they began to poke fun at my mother, I decided I had had enough I 
put the basket down and yon ought to have «een, good signora, how 
neatly I pelted tho»e little denis with tho«e apples You would have 
enjoyed it 1 ” 

“They stole my fruit'” cned the woman. 

Pepe heaved a mournful sigh 

* Ob. no,” he said, “the apples that missed were smashed against 
the wall, but the rest we ate after 1 bad beaten my enemies and 
made peace with them....” 

The woman loosed a flood of abuse on Pepe’s small 'haven head. 
He listened attentively and humbly, clicking his longue now and 
again in admiration at some particularly choice expression. “Oho, 
that’s a beauty* What a vocabulary'” 

And when at last her anger had spent itself and she left him, 
he shouted after her 

“But you really wouldn’t have felt that way if you saw how 
beautifully 1 lammed the filthy heads of lho«e goixl for nothings 
with those wonderful apples of your« If only you could have seen 
**♦ vh ? you’d have given me two soldo* instead of one'” 

The silly woman did not understand the modest pride of the 
victor, she merely shook her fi«t at him 

Pepe s si«ter who was much older, but not Smarter than he, went 
to work as housemaid in a villa owned by a neb American. Her appear 
ance altered at once, she became neat and tidy, her cheeks became 
§f,C **gan to bloom and npen like a pear in August. 

Do you really eat day’” her brother once asked her 
twice and three times a day if 1 wish,” she replied proudly 
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“See )6ti don’t wear out jour teeth,” Pepe advised 
‘ Js >our master very wealth)?" he enquired after a pause 
“Oh, )«, I behe\e he is richer than the king’” 

“That’s non'en'e* How manj pairs of troupers has he got’” 
“That is difficult to sa> ” 

“Ten ” 

“More, perhaps ” 

‘Go and bring me one pair not too long m the le® hut the 
warmest jou can find,” «aid Pepe 
“What for’” 

* Well, just look at mine 1 ” 

There was indeed not much to sec for little enough remained 
of Pcpe’a trouser* 

“Yes,” his «i ter agreed, “jou reall) need «ome clothes' But 
won’t he think we lute stolen them’’ 

“Don’t imagine that folks are «i!her than we are* ’ Pcpe reas- 
sured her “When vou take a little from «omeone who has a lot 
that i«n’t stealing, it’s ju«t sharing” 

“koure talking foolishness,” his sifter objected Lut Pcpe over 
came her scruples and she brought a good pair of light grey trou 
eers The) were of course, far too large for Pcpe but he knew at 
once how to overcome that difficult) 

“Gne me a knife'” he said 

Together they quickl) converted the \niericans troupers into a 
\er> convenient costume for the boy, the result of their efforts was 
a «o mew hat wide but not uncomfortable «ack attached to the shout 
ders by bits of string that could be tied around the neck, with the 
trouser pockets sening as sleeves 

They might have turned out an even letter and more convenient 
garment had the wife of the omer of the trousers not interrupted 
their labours she came into the kitchen and began to give vent to 
a «trmg ot vrn u~l) words in many languages, pronounced equally 
bad!), as is customary with Americans. 

Pepc could do notlung to check the flow of eloquence, he frowned 
pressed his ham! to his heart, clutched despairing!) at hi* head 
•an I sighed loudlv but she did not calm down until her husband 
appeared on the *c>*ne 
‘ Whst s up’” ho ask'd 

lC~v o 
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Whereupon Pepe spoke up 

“Signor, 1 am greatly astonished by the commotion your •>* 
gnora has raised wl fact I am *omewhat o (Tend'd for your sale A* 
far as l can «ee the thirks that we base «p oiled the troa«et«, but 
I assure joti that thev 3re ju*t right for me* She seems to think that 
I haie taken your last pair of troupers and tlial jou cannot bus 
\ our*elf another pair ” 

The American "ho had lu’tned imperturbably to the speech 
now remarked 

“4nd I think, young roan that ! ought to call the police” 
“Really ’ Pepe rpiened in amazement, what for 9 ” 

To lake you to jaiL ” 

Pep" was extremely hurt In fact be was ready to weep but 
•wallowed bis tears and «aid with great dignity 

“If, «ignor it gives you pleasure to send people to jail, that i* 
sour afiair’ llut 1 would not do that if I bad many pairs ol trou 
•ers and you had none' I would gire you two, perhaps eien three 
pairs, although it is impossible to wear three pairs of trousers at 
orce* Especiall) m hot weather " 

The \roencan hunt out laughing, for even nch men can 
•omeUmca vie a joke. Then he treated Pepe to *ome chocolate 
and gave him a franc piece. Pepe bit at the coin and thanked the 
donor 

“Thank jou, signor’ The coin is genuine, I presume 7 ” 

But Pepe is at his best when he * lands alone somewhere am on" 
ihe rocks pensnely examining their cracks as iF reading the dark 
history of rock life At such moments his -vivid eyes are dilated and 
filmy with wonder his slender hands are laced behind his back and hfc* 
head, slightly Lent, sways slightly from side to side like the cup of 
a flower in the breeze. And under his breath be softly bums a tune 
for he is forever eingin" 

It is good also to wa*ch him looking at flower*, at the wi«tsna 
blossoms that pour in purple profusion over the walls He stand* 
as taut a, a violin string as if he were listenin'* to the soft tremor 
of the silken petals stirred hy the breath of the sea breeze 
h he looks b» *mgs “Fiormo . . Fiormo . " 

•kiul from afar like the wind of «ome huge tambourine comes 
the muffled sigh of the *ea Butterflies chafe one another over the 
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Rower*. I’rpf raiv^ hw head am! follows ilmr flight, blinking in the 
•untight, hw lij*t parted m a *mile which though tinged with rn\\ an 1 
sadnr*.*. is yet the renrrons «mile of a superior being on earth 

* Oht*” !e cries, clipping hi* hands to frighten an emerald 
lizard. 

Ami when the era i« as placid as a mirror and the rocks are 
hare of the white spume of the tide, IVpc scried on a stone, gaze* 
with his 1 right ejes into the transparent water where among the red 
d.sh seaweed the fi*h glide vmotlil) the shrimps dart hack and forth 
and the crab crawls along •tdewat* \nd in tiie stillness the cleat 
voice of live- lx>) jours grntl> forth o%cr the azure water* 

“Sea, oh. Sea " 

Adults often shake their heads disapprmmcls at I’epp, easin'* 
“That one will !*e an anarch ‘l 1 ’ 

Put kinder folk fKeswwwt! of greater discernment are of a differ 
ent opinion 

"Pcpe will be our poet ** 

And Posqiuhno the cabinetmaker nn old man with a head 
that seems ca*t in silrer and a face like tho» etche«l on ancient 
Homan coins— wi«e and respected Pasqualmo has Ins own opinion 

“Our children will be far better than us, and their lirw will be 
better too!" 

Many folk beliere him 
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Them was a man named Foma Varsam, , cabinetmaker, aged 
! . y file a most absurd mao with « l, Ige £ knll, flattened al the 
temples and elongated behind aboie the nape, this top heavy elull 
tilted up bia cropped head, and Foma walkal the earth with hia 
broad mwe stuck up m the air. -o that from a distance he gave the 
jaanty impresMon of wishing to cr> oat 
"Here, touch me, you ju*t try 1 ” 

A single glance however, at his nondescript face with its mouth 
generous proportions and neutral tinted eyes showed him to be 
lust a good-natured fellow looking happ.ly cmharros-ed oier some- 
thing or other 

r n k. H ! 3 iJ°r ra<le AlcXC1 SomoT * ho »*s al*o a cabinetmaker 
once told Foma 

Of JT' "° 5 '” b ?" f “ l J "»y' Wi) don’t you slick on a pur 
rDVS * ° r T Cthm S There a nothing on the whole panel 
except a n°«e and that’s as bad a job I’ve ever seen* ’ 

__ vi i S 13 *.° a cfeed Foma fingering Ins upper lip "Features 
W ey«^ Iy bc “ llcd handsome but then didn’t Polly sav I had 

an -rmSrtW"' ”” “ «“ “ h " 

months in pUllf *”7 Foma ’« ) un, or hut he had spent file 

loath or unable or ”o h ‘T ””7 b °° U ’ " 1 “” bc w ” 

-Tl,-,-, „ . 00 ,az J to understand a comrade he used to say 

tory It “to- a?'? P''" 3 ’"’ Von mm, know the hr- 

H? £»£*? mfe "“ a ,h ' d - contradictions ” 
ride Mark. wall ’r'Y" 1 . 0 * elrc1 ' ” h "c little sharp nosod Com 
amount of the Tdf b ' rf '> 'eet, rattled of an 

“ I' Ip'plfr, rr-s” ?' narrations had 

s varnish-stained h„ d , 0 *” ^ 
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“That’s lie stuff Alexei! That’s ju«t about right* It die* 
exist. . ” 

Dry Mnlonic Somoi, screwing up hn grceimh e%es ami jursing 
his lips, osled* 

"What does?** 

“Tint same attraction people base towards unit)— u does* Now 
talc me. It's all the same to me whether it’s a fire, or a relnou* 
|iroee#«ion, or a puMic fair— 1 always fee! Ri)«elf drawn terribly 
strong to any kind of place where people arc gathered People! Now 
talc the church— wh) do I hie to go to church’ A gathering of 
eools. that’s whY*” 

“You'll get over that*" Aleict assured him with an ironical 
grn “When you grasp the idea. 

Poma thumped him«clf on the c!ie*t and rrml jo)ot.*l) 

“I ha\e grasped it* Here's where it is* I grasped it from the icrv 
fir*t N’ow it's a joy 'o me lile Our I adj of all the afllirted ** 

“Off be goes!*’ 

“No wait a minute ‘Come urto me. all ye that labojr and are 
fceary Jad-*n ora! 1 will give you re*t ' J«n*t that it 9 That’s the 
idea'" 

“Don't be silly — that's the Gospell" 

“What of that 9 The idea ls always the same it strikes ire. It 
may tale on different shapes and different forms but the image is 
the same* It’s the Mother of Ixmc* !«n't that so 9 ” 

When Alexei wxs angry las upper lip curled, hw sharp no*e 
quncred, and his green pupils grew round hie a bird’s In a dry 
\oicc that cradled oddly on its high notes, and m words that 
sounded hie snaps, Alexei impre«ncls awl at great length tried 
to prole to his comrade that he was a Utopian, that Ins class con 
scionsnew was dormant and would probably neier be awalened 
hccat.«e Foma had been brought up in a clergy man's home where his 
mother «erved as cook and where Ins soul was poisoned b) boor 
geou prejudices and superstitions 

“But Alexei'" Foma cxclaimesl in an earnest tone, “it ssa«n*t 
poisoned — *o help me GoJ* Quite the contrary* When I "as a lid, 
fnnstance, I didn't go to chjrcli at all Good Lord, sou don t think 
Fm lying do you 9 Tint happened afterwards when 1 began to read 
hooks, and in .general was drawn towards people * It j<n*t a matter of 
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church "going but a — \uu know — communion of souls' Tint's the 
idea* Now what * it all aboil 7 Brother* shame on you, how can 
vou lne like that 7 kou re not beasts are you 7 It’s a matter of insptr 
mg lose and ron-cien e Uexei that* the important thing it seems 
to me’ Isnt that nglt 7 

' No it i<n t rreht ” "napped Alexei, his anger ri«ing and his 
cheeks 1 reak n" • t in j atches o r red, and I oma often had the 
impre«Mon that Alexei s words rapped his nose like cards in that 
-ame people plaxed 

Foma maintained an erabarra««ed silence, stroking his head and 
now and then making a timid attempt in a guilt) voice to appease 
his comrade 

I understand Alexei 1 real!) do’ Of cour'e — there s the Strug 
cle’ Nobods '« denting that — that • where you've got to «:t tight*” 

Then he would suddenly meander off and begin to argue in an 
earnest tone 

kou see I was onl) thinking about man Now, what is man 
generally ipeakimr 7 I m not a chisel am I 7 Now, «ay some one 
I egan using sou as a chi«cl they d «tart using a mallet on you — that’s 
what I mean don’t sou «ee* A man’s not a tool is he 7 Then, there*6 
the struggle to be sure — sou can’t get away from that* By all 
means — the Mruggle* But the apostolic, )ou know, idea — that er 
general er universal concord peace on earth and goodwill 
among men * 

Sometimes Alexei would say nothing and fix his comrade with 
a Jong contemptuous stare. Then he would begin in a cutting voice. 
£S though he were snipping off Foma’s ears 

„ , re *h*pid* It’s a muddle-head you are a hopeless mud 

die head*” 


Or he would threaten him icily and impressively 

wait— we’ll soon begin to read the hi*tory of culture— 

you 11 see. 

Foma then felt very small Incomprehensible words alwaisexer 
used a depressing effect on h.m respired a reverential awe for the 
lieople who W them and elicited strange associations of ideas 
opia e ««uahzed as a hummocky swamp all covered with a stunted 
"Tu 0 " w 1 ^ over tlie chilly knolls, with arms outstretched, 
walks a woman clad all white with the face of Our Lady as al 
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wa)S, filled with the vast sadness of the Mother — and she walks in 
silence with mute tears in her e)es He liad more than once heard 
the words “religious cult” and culture he envisaged as a divine 
service, *ometlung m the nature of a «olemn matins at Easter It 
ulowly dawned on him that this wise science could untie all the 
knots of life's tangled problems reduce all thoughts to proper order 
and bathe the variegated tints of life in a «ingle steady mellow light 
He spoke a lot, rapturously and breathlessly and always looked hi 
interlocutor straight in the face with lack lustre tipsy looking eje-< 
Every new thought that entered his mind evoked a torrent of words— 
he would ware his arms and cn in low and delighted tones 

“Wonderful ' That's just it' So simple"’ 

At first lus comrades of the circle and workshop lent him an 
attentive ear out of curiosity but they «oon discovered that Foma 
was simply a chatterbox and Yegor Kashin the dour faced filter 
advised him more than orr'e 

‘ Cut your tongue in halves, windbag' * 

But this did not cool Foma’s ardour — he surveyed everyone with 
a friendly glance and babbled on like a gushing spring brook. 

When he came to the fir«t lesson on the history of culture and 
found that it was to be <nven by a plump little blue-eyed young ladv 
with «moolh hair and a thick braid hanging down her back he was 
sadly puzzled, and tried all the time to avoid looking at live voting 
lady 

He noticed however that the was ill at ease, trying in vain to 
impart a serious expression to her childi«h face, speaking hurriedly 
incoherently and when asked a question her face blushed crimson 
and her eyes blinked swiftly in confusion She was so white and 
dainty that she 'tirred in him n feeling of pity 

Charly the fir«t time ’ thought Foma studiously examining the 
dark damp wall above her head He was surprised to hear her speak 
about lightning the cloud*, sunset the heroes of fables and Creek 

mjlhs |,c could not see the connection and complained about it to 

Alexei on their way home 

‘That was a flop Alexei' On a subject like that they should 
have put a different person entirely a serious man, e ome one with 
grey in his hair like and a deep voice make it «ound like 
some one was reading the Twelve Go«pels'” 
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Somov too "as disgruntled and «norted 
Fancy appointing thst frogmsh little thing for such a job 1 A 
fat lot I care "ho the Evil Serpent is We know' "ho he *9 all 
right — tell us better how to destroy him. ” 

“Better ‘h^d had ju«t read straight off that thick little hook’” 
said Foma deprecating!), but soon forgetting the unfortunate les'on 
he rambled on in his u<ual tone of benign dreamer “Isn’t it won 
derful brother a little person like that coming into our rough com 
pam — -here see jou this is what 1 know, will ycru just listen’ Won 
derful* By getting closer to each other . " 

“Talking drivel agim’’ Alexei brusquel) * emmed tlic verbal tide. 
“Why is it drivel’” Foma persisted gently, kindly “kou talk 
about cla«5 — now what kind of class ts «hc’ Simply a generous 
hearted little girL She feels sort of conscious-stricken living among 
people of our like, and so she ” 

“When will all that treacle ooze out of you 9 " cned Somov in 
annoyance "What a conscience got to do with it 9 Simpl) neccssty — 
conscience be hansed* If she had another place to go to* she’d find 
something easier and wouldn't come to us, don’t kid yourself” 
Foma looked down the «trert at the flaming beads of the lamp 
lights and asked 

“So you think she does it because she’s obliged to 9 ” 

“Of course. " 

“kou think so’" said Varaxin with a backward too, of his head 
“I don’t believe it somehow'" 

“Why not’” 

“What's the sense m doing a thing because you’re obliged to’ 
If l*m a cabinet maker and used to my job— why should I do the 
work of a common carpenter’ She’s kind of whittling Io*s- " 
Alexei spat, *aym» 

“Let her whittle Jo*,. *» 

At the second lesion Foma seemed to catch a glunp«e of in 
tereslmg ideas in the girl’s words which «tirred his heart, and when 
she had finished he asked 

“Comrade Liza, will you lend me that book until next time 9 ” 
“Certainly,” «he said, looting obviously pleased. 

Then Foma walked by her *ide thrtmgh the streets of the town, 
and was careful not to touch her with his elbow Thev walked up 
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a hilly street, on both sides of which the little bouses of the suburb 
£azed at them through darkened windows A lamp burned at the 
top of the street, casting a trembling pitch of dull yellow around, 
and the damp gloom of the autumn night wa 3 filled with the odours 
of rotting wood and refu'e 

Foma, coughing discreetly and trying to express lum-elf ele 
gantlj, asked Liza 

“Then, I can take it for granted that in ancient times man 
'poke a «ingle language — is that «o 9 ’ 

“Yes the Aryans ” a low voice answered him 
“And that’s been proved, has it 9 " 

“Definitely proved” 

“Fine’ That’s wonderful 1 Then all the nations that are now 
scattered were once devoted to the unity of life hence m ancient 
times people were united by a single common idea — y yes ” 

His words, however, shaped themselves laboriously, and he was 
thinking not of ancient times but of the little figure of the girl hurry 
mg uphill half a pace m front of him on Ins left Cloaked in the 
darkness she looked «maller than she was Foma noticed that every 
time «he parsed a lighted window she bent her head and tried to 
slip quickly out of the patch of light 

“Wonderful 1 ” he thought, not cea ing to talk and seeming to 
become a dual personality, as it were * Such a little person with 
out fear, amid 'trail ge men at night m such a lonely spot. 
Wonderful 1 ” 

To keep his hands from gesticulating he thru't them into his 
pockets This was uncustomary and constraining 
“Aren’t you afraid of drunks 9 ” he asked 
She answered quickly, softly 

‘Oh I’m dreadfully afraid* There are «o many of them around 
here. ” 

“Yes,” said Foma with a sigh “they drink an unconscionable 
lot* The point is — life wants filling up, but there isn’t anything to 
fill it with* I mean life in the «en'e of the soul Wine, we know, 
enriches the fancy You can’t blame people harshly — as it a man’s 
fault that he’s obliged to su'tam life by fancies 9 ” 

“I don’t blame them*” exclaimed Liza, slowing her pace “I 
understar, 3 "What you said is «o tree, «o very true v ” 



That cheered Foma up — he never remembered any one ever hav 
ing agreed with him Drawing his hands out of his p octets and 
flapping the book inder his jacket be rmizned in earnest confi 
dential tones 

“Now fnnstance if books were more accessible — that would 
be a different ma ter’ Generally 'peaking there’s no reason to be 
afraid of people 1 a««ore yon ibev de*erve the fullest interest and 
companion in the empty lues they lead The fact or tbe matter is 
there is very little of everything as you know, and that’s why 
everybody s wild. No comforts of any kind a man’s onlv friend 
is yu«t nak-d fate with the awful face of poverty end vice, as the 
poet has it. But then, of cour»e. when people like you will come 
down in large numbers from tbe *umrmt — it'll certainly give to 
life something that’ll make it worthy of man. ” 

Liza walked still more slowly holding her *kirt with one hand 
while *he passed the other hand across her face, saving with a sigh 
“Yes, yes, that s true’” 

“Fvodor Grigorievich,” Foma went on, interrupting her “the 
son of the clergyman in who«e place my mother lived — a good worn 
an, ray mother was but she’s dead — Fvodor Crmonevieh who’ll 
now «oon be a profe«or he n«ed to «av, when arguing with his 
fajher To live is to know 1 ’ \erv simple' Supposing I live and 
don’t know what 1 am, the why and wherefore and all that — now 
could you call that lung* Jurt eking out an exigence under the 
exploitation of all lands of sinister forces on'unatmg in man and 
prejudices created by him — isn't that so?” 

“To live is to krow'” repeated Liza. “Thais ju't tbe thing 
comrade — yon have such a wonderfully broad outlook. ” 

Foma did not remember what else lie said, but ibis was the firrt 
time in bis life that he had «poken so much «o boldlv and 
ardently They parted a the gate of a larg» two-storied house with 
columns on th“ facade and Liza shaking his hand, earnestly asked 
him 

*Thur=day and Monday— don’t forget' After seven I’m at home. 
HI wait till rune— yon won’t forget’” 

“With the greatest pleasure'” cried Foma, 'tamping his foot 
on the pavement “\wfully grateful’ Splendid’” 

Ml niaht Ion** till jnomm>* he roamed about the *treets with 
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Jus head reared m the air, mentally composing ardent invocatory 
speeches about the necessity or rendering aid by word and deed 
to people who had still faded to grasp the intrinsic idea 1 * to live 
and to know He felt very happy The grey sky of autumn -eemed 
to yawn before him and out of the deep blue gulf words tumbled 
like falling stars, beautiful tich words that formed themselves into 
shining ranks of good and kindly thoughts on life and men, and 
these thoughts left Foma astonished before their unconquerable 
simplicity, their truth and force 

Thursday found Foma sitting in Liza's room seeing nothing 
except the tense glance of her blue eyes winch he could «ce, were 
trying to follow the drift of his words while he looked into their 
blue depths and «poke 

“Then it looks, figurely spesking, as if the idea about the 
triumph of light over darkness is of heavenly origin 9 ” 

“If you like, yes — but — still — why must you have the heaven 

"It kind of looks nicer* And «o — the mam idea is the Sun that 
sheds around it the force of life* That’s wonderful and quite 
right l went out of town yesterday — to Yanllo * you know — to 
watch the sun«et* Quite easy and simple to imagine the way it’s all 
described—' serpent, swords, the struggle, the defeat of darkness and 
then the sunrise in a triumphant blaze* There wasn’t anv «unn*e, 
•hough, it was raining but that doesn’t matter I’ve seen the sunrise 
many a time and I’ll make it a point 1o ■« it on a clear day, I 
will*” 

He looked round and took, a liking to the clean cosy little 
room with the white bed in the corner chastely screened m a soft 
veil of gloom On a table before Foma lav numerous books 
others «tood slanting on a «helf the walls were hung with fanul 
jar photographs of writers and learned men with long hatr and 
melancholy faces Ruhbmg his palms covered with callouses and 
stained with varnish, Foma laughed softly to himself and went on 

“Wonderful comrade there I was sitting on a steep bank 
with my legs over the «ide, when a dog comes up, kind of beg 
garly looking dog it was, vou know, all covered with dirt and 


An allusion !o die ancient Slavonic sun god called 1 anllo —Trans 
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bur« w jlh grey whidters on its face Hungry, old and homeless 
Comes up and «ils down near me and al*o watches there was 
the sky flaming yellov and red blue figures kept on changing the 
rays broke ’em up ami et em alight again, golden nvers flowed 
past — and we a man and a do" sal watching, just like that Gener 
ally speaking comrade, nobody knows for certain what a dog 
really is sou know and what it’s attitude is to the *nti? Maybe it 
also — mind you I dont know it’s just fantasy — but why shouldnt 
a dog be able to understand what the sun means if it feels cold 
and warmth and can look at the sky’ Now a pig — that s another 
matter of coupe' Dyou know I even joked with it — dyou under 
stand says I who the real creator of life js, eh 9 It looked at me 
out of the comer o! Us eye and moved off a little Surprising 
how every living thing on earth » mistrustful and cautious of one 
another — >ery «ad when you come to think of it' Mind you, maybe 
its silly, but when I read tbo~e two chapters I all of a sudden, 
vou know, *eemed to realise it for the first time — why the «un' 
The «un — extraordinary simple'” 

"You se read two chapters 9 Foma heard her ask 
The question struck him as sounding sort of «tnd 
“Only tw o he returned, and for some reason began fingering the 
chair on which he sat We’ve got a lot of work just now, you know, 
an urgent job Klohi«tyaev the merchant, is giving his daughter 
away in marriage — the «on in law’s going to live with them — and 
we’re touching up a dining room *uite Splendid furniture he 
bought, fine antique workmanship — solid oak, you know 

He saw the girl’s eyes clo=e wearily, and that instantly made 
h m tongue-bed and threw him into confusion Foma resumed not 
without an effort, «mding embarnKtcdly 

Maybe I m chattering too much — pardon me please'” 

The young lady exclaimed hastily 
Oh no' kotrr talk is so interesting I \e only just started 
work, and it’s very important for me to study the mentality of 
people who people of your class.” 

Foma brighten'd up a«am, became emboldened and, waving 
his arms in the air broke into «ong like a bird at sunn** 

Allow me to « a y that people of my kind are like little chil 
dren— tnmd, you know 1 Be. ween on pelves fnn'tan-e, we crafts' 
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men very rarely late heart to heart talks }rt fiery one would 
like to sa> something aliout himself — because— well, you know, a 
man secs very little kindness, end .if jou bear In mind that 
every one had a mother and was u«cd to being caressed its 
n very sad thing'” 

He moved up to tli“ little ho»tr»s with lu» cliair — something 
creaked with a «ntp and a thick book dropj>ed on the floor 

“I’m sorrj,” said Foma, “kery little elbow Toom in here'” 
Dropping hit to.ee, he continued in a m>«teriout un lertonc. ”1 
want to tell )m how remark ihljr true it it tliat it's no pood for 
a man to live bj himself' Of rmirv unite of intrn-«t« among the 
workers i* a very pood thing — I understand that — 1 ut interest It 
not the whole story — there’s a mights lot in a man’s so-il l<e*njrs 
that' A min dr f imte!t wan's to |jt i are hit soul show it in full 
dre*s parade, in all its magnitude A man’s a toting creature, 
at jou know' Not in years of course, I ut taking n at life ns a 
whole — He’s not an old story i* it* Hi’ \nd sudlmlt, there 
you are nolmdt wanlt to listen to antth ng ami there you hate 
it — lor e’iiie-t of llie soul djrrl ne«» ard ihu'li of thaag*! 1 I 
don’t a me with vt- the units of people w s'noluMy rseerttiry, 
isn't ft? Umtr of irtermti — all right lot how can one etplaln 
tl e |i tie 1 -css an l th • a* ful m *-rs a tunes 9 k «u »er . ** 

‘I «Ion 1 rpnte follow vou” sax! I its an 1 1 er solee oner more 
sounded tear her like and »Jx*-t 

1'onj rceardrd her tirdingly and she with knit'ol l rows, 
rei rived hit look with a terv m’r-t stt'e t' at eiwe nwir dary 
• rrfsl hit en’h ro ‘«re 'S »‘ti a lift of he? shout kr« die drew her 
plilt over her I reati «-i her f — rrt moved swtfilr timing srd 
tm'wien* t'l” n»'k r»’ ’w white *’e t-ttl in in rt-rutirallr tWp 

*'Tls , ’» r*’her « ttnege *rgi-r*ee. While adm 'ti-g iV unite 
t>t i e'er-* »- 

“Ice see the jc ni i«.” Heie H In-* a “if rne »ar i« herr, 
v*«V* t’e»e tV*r »«M le a-y warm‘ , » ..a'l the rat* mi.*’ 1-* 
evrml i-‘i pf isss’i l! it w'* 

“Well, jm, I t w L »| da jn- call a rry*” 

"Mr vsn! it! tr* ?»— I'-ff mi hive tV fait ef lb* i„», 
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When Forat took hi* leave he thought lira looked at him sus- 
piciously and shrank hack, and when he shook her hand she tried 
to pull it back. 

And again he wandered near!) all night through the deserted 
«lreets of the sleep* town, rousing the night watchmen dozing at 
the houvj **mranrts and exciting the interest of the policemen on 
their niriit rounds 

He re* ailed the things he had spoken and made a wry face, 
feel in" that he had bungled thin ns and had not said what he 
wanted to 

Fum* he thought, “when I went to her I had everything 
«o pat ui mj head. Neat tune I’ll rehearse jt properly. . . 

He suddenly stopped, remembering that Liza had not told him 
when he could come a cam 

“She’s forgotten' I’ve been speaking too much!” 

And then again he escorted her home at nights, and all the 
way he bombarded her with his rapturous speeche*, confided l» 
her, before he was aware of it, the secrets of an awakened soul 
not notions that she listened to him in silence, answered his ques 
tiona in monosyllables and no longer invited him to come to her 
warm little room. 

“Wh\, I believe vou’re a romancer'” she once exclaimed with 
a feeling akin to regret, and looking him squarely in the face she 
shook her head deprecatingly. 

Foma was di -concerted by a word that was remini«cent of m- 
mance and love, and he laughed softly while Liza continued: 

How strange' OF course, I understand romanticism, but....” 

she spoke long and didactically, and Foma could not under- 
stand what it was all about. 

And gradually it became a necessity for him to «ee Liza — her 
eves produced on him a heady pleasant sensation and elicited new 
words, kindled oddly fervent thoughts. Seeing her surrounded bv 
a close ring of worker* listening attentively and thoughtfully to 
her low persuade voy-e, seeing her white hand* fluttering like 

', C * 1 c ' Kni du»k of the room, her dark brows movins 

above the blue eyes and rosy lips quivering like budding petal* 
lorna thoczbt: ® r 

“That’s the Idea* To all the afflicted I bring jo*... » 
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Me’ Oh, various things Why? ’ 

Alexei, his lips twisted, looked at him askance and drawing 
at hts cigarette a'ked 

‘Complained about being lonely, eh?” 

Complained’ Me’ Nothing of the kind 1 I just happened to 
mention it ” 

“' ou ought to take better care of >our word*'” 

Did you see her home’ 

* Sure ” 

What did she tell you about me’” asked Foma, stroking lus 
swollen cheek 

‘What I’m telling vou— you’re a muddle headed fellow 

No, really’” 

Somov studied the smoking tip of his cigarette and said with 


j^ou can take it from me' That’a what -he said'” 

Neier mind' ’ exclaimed Foma and e\en his tooth seemed 
to ache less “I’ll proie to her that ” 

Look here, said Alexei with a «ardomc grin kickin' aside 
7* ° n ihe floor “ lct mc & ve « bit of odnee-or 

better III tell you what happened to me once When I was 
Vi prison I saw a girl one of the educated sort, during the 
promenade, and went nuts over her right off the bat, just like 


“k on don’t say Foma exclaimed in astonishment 

»nnit, U K 6X61 ^ ^ ace 33 VT y 08 though he too suffered fro® 
toothache went on w.thout looking at his pal 

, nnA r e ,^ PPCd ° ut ranges to each olher at night and all that 
out nreihr 1 * tar| ed that stuff about loneliness, and it worked 

out pretty rotten my dear fellow, let mc tell you*’’ 

hand. °“in? n | l ' a T ] repeated Foma in a soft whisper waving h» 
I was in love’ MTiere 

cm you get the idea’” 

on, hd gradmothss. , J01I ,, top , L - 

j , ""''’T' ^ Foma, pressing a hand to Ins 

™ Momshog rapidity, » 

ftnagh oaco r„. h , e „od , nJ OI ei ^ L " orf P „ h ' lle 

"”' d l "' “■""Sk" «’ That’s mmidam,, th„ „■ Us 
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thing ne\er entered mj mind’ But what’s the use ' Though, on 
second thought, «he*s made up her min i) to go with us fellow <. 
and — well, so what 9 Very simple, I should sa> 1 Suppo ing we put 
it like tins let a person melt in our insipid midst Lie a [pinch 
of salt, and satiate ” 

Somov crushed the cigarette end ‘lowly between Ins finger* 
stared around and started whistling between his teeth Seeing that 
lus comrade h"d no de-ire o \i ten to him Foma sighed and re- 
marked 

“That damned tooths a nuisance — hurts. ” 

“Mind somethin"' el«e doesn t start hurting’ Alexei warned 
him concealing his eves und"*r his lashes, then euddenlv resumed 
in a tone Toma had never heard bur u e before 

“Look here, if we re going to talk this thing out — though I m 
no* gifted with the gab— let me tell you this People sa\ that you’re 
a muddle-headed fellow — I say it myself its only true — some 
times you talk such piffle fit to make a fellow sick Still I il 
wavs hear voj — I mean listen ” 

He sat on a work bench, hi* back bent and Ins shoulder* 
elbows and knees sticking out in sharp angularities and he looked 
as though he had been knocked together out of odd fragments 
of wood Stroking his stiff dark hair be continued *low!y and 
ipnelly 

“What I like about \ou is that you’re somehow like a little 
child — you put faith in everything you know 

“Alexei — that’s ju«t it’’’ cried Foma leaning o\er to him 
confidentially “D’vou remember me telling you about Fyodor Gfi 
gorievich 9 He says the same thing His father’s all for Faith But 
he says even behind faith tberes a certain amount of knowledge, 
for without it no interpretation of life is possible M 

“Aou chuck that my boy* advised Somov “I don’t understand 
that ” 

‘fio lut can’t vou «ee, it’s verv simple’ First knowledge— 
then faith’ It» the mother of faith u gives it birth — you just 
think — how can a man have faith unless he has knowledge 9 Coro 
rade Mark and Y*«rtli if you a«k me — they ‘imply don t believe 
in the power of knowledge th3t’s whv thev talk against faith in 
general ” 


17—^30 
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SomoT regarded him with a «ottow ful ironical look and oh* 
served with a shake of the head 

Its hard to talk with you' Crammed yourself chock full with 
all kinds of dm el and it looks to me you J! never get nd of it. . 
Let me tell vou — In sorry for you* Get me’ And lake my advice 
- leave Lira alone' 

Foma Varaxin forced a reluctant laugh and screwed up his eyes 
Ido* a stroked cat. 

No ill «ee this thing through. I will, right full ahead* 111 
ask her— that a a wonderful idea* Now, what'll she «ay, eh’” 

“What are vou going to ask her’" enquired Alexei dnly 
Generally, I'll aA. her about complete unity Word and deed 
— M that it’” 

Somov drew out a cigarette with a trembling hand and put i« 
into his mouth the wrong end. He bit oS tbe moi*tened end, spat 
it oat on the floor, flung the cigarette after it and a«ked 

“Do vou love her or what’ Mi«ht as well say it’” 

To wh eh Foma replied without a moment’s hesitation 
l 8, t of cour ^ n>och I mean, if you hadn’t men 

tioned it— I might not have guessed « perhaps— but now it's clear* 
When I speak with her I feel -o happy and hght, as though I really 
were a child, upon mv word'" 

“Goodbye," muttered Alexei, thrusting out his hand, and made 
for the door He Hopped in the depths of the workshop looking 
small and dark, and a-ked ,n s quiet vo.ee 

m3 )be you only just made it up’” 

What 9 " 


"That love of yours 9 ” 

\ * UI ? ny cfla P'” ^claimed Foma “kou *aid it your 

I =™plv 5T.T, tf* tat 

T« it wav you " c r 

Im a fool too»" said Somov and disappeared. 
forthcomTn'r t m^" 1,e7nei ’ t anJ e ? onU!n S }t anxious visions of bi« 
llln Zn Tu’ V th Ij “* Fon “ his toothache and 

An oil l a35 n hi forwards among the rustling shaving** 

ill™Jn«ofTl,* moWy ° n wal1 ’ *■»* illuminating the 

comer on which lay sprawled the little body of 
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a sleeping boy, llie dirk work benchc*, tJic curved legs of chairs 
and boards gripped in nee*. 

ondcrful 1 * thought Foma rubbing his hands together \i" 
orousl) 

He conjured up a simple, delightful life with a clever and lav 
ing little wife full of understanding and able to find an arswer to 
every question Around her are dear friends and comrades, and *he 
licnclf is dear and near 

**BeauUful' M 

Then Will come exile — that a *ure to tome' bomewhere fax 
away in a lonely little village «nowcd up to the roofs ind lost 
amid dark towering forests— forests towering to the very sky — hr 
sits alone with her, studying The walls are lined with shelves of 
thick impre*sivc*Iooking books that tell you everything vou want 
to know, anil thev both pa«s mentally from one to another of them 
by the bright ways of human thought Outside time reigns a frown 
hush, the while snow has wrapped the earth in a downv cloak and 
above it hangs the low cupola of the northern skies Inside the 
room it is warm, clean and cosy the fire in die stove dances in nod 
yellow tongues of flvrn-, the shadows dart silently along the walls 
and rn a little cot by one of them lies another sweet bit of human 
ity bom into the world to ficht for the unity of alt mankind into 
a single fnmilr of fnrrds, workers creator* The win*ry skv of this 
cold country is painted by flaming aun*et« rmwiww of the 
primeval days when tlie first chihhdi thoughts of men were bom, 
when the invincible idea of uniting all mankind the idea of the 
triumph of light w»* fir*t nourished w men’s mind* 

Fcma \afi\in dil not believe in dawdling — Sunday saw him 
drr**etl in his licit * 1 t, one « le of which, for some unaccountable 
reason wo* lon*»rr than th* othrr an 1 the collar of which evinced 
Bn inclination to ebmb to the ' aek of lus head, he pat on , a 
shirt with a Earthed front ard (raved cuff*, donned a l be twektw 
with ml spots, limrlied hs s* otilJcf* h:-b and went for’h to »l* t 
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'trai"ht toward* the ‘treat where lived die girl whom 1 oun had 
already more than once and without any shadow of doubt mentallv 
called his tnde and wife It was a glorious day, a joyous dav, re- 
splendent with lurht and silver scintillations 

“Oh, its you said Liza, opening the door of her room. 
“Are sou coming m or gom* out , ‘* s*kcd Foma, smiling and 
S Ting ler hand a heart* sqaecze 

In "une out.** «be ‘aid her face twirled with pain, as ‘be 
Mew on be- finder* and shook them in front of her face She had 
a litll" *eal*km cap on her hea 1 and h-r left liand was gloved 

“Well I won t keep vou long*" promised Foma, setthn" him- 
self mlo a chair in his overcoat and ‘lapping his knee with 

••Whv do you look «o radiant'- a'-ked Liza, her blue eves tra* 
elhrcr over his figure. 

He took his time regarding her with an affectionate «eurhin- 
]„o<— he was *o like an apple, «ma», round and rosy 
“A lilt 1 - doll'” it flashed throu-h his mind 
She walked to and fro between the door and the window, her 
ne*Js clicking on the floor She glanc-vl through the window thei 
at the vmtor with wnnkled brows and ma\n» slightly, moved 
slowly towards the door It ««emcd to him that her face looked 
sterner and more preoccupied than U3uaL 

“Perhaps *he feel, what’s comm"’” he thought 
I H cvphm whv I look radiant.” raid Foma aloud and invited 
Vr “Sjt do.™. please'” 

She shrugged her shoulders and reluctantly, irre olutelv * 2 ' 
down fa-ing h m 
“Well’” 


leaned towards her, put out a yellow-nailed varnish 
tan,! ’ ■£*"*«-» low V*. tender vo, ce 
uord” 0 !! 1011 kr °‘ f , Cbn,ra< ’ e bj” * want to tell von ju‘t ere 
e rose to his feet, pointed his finder in front of blm mid 

^T,. CTprt! * rVt t0TW ‘ Fal1 

3 'bed Liza, ‘railing 

thrr»iU4 asn nn2 ? lne 3 steamboat on the river, engines 

fon HniTl^Tv lhC f "«*» Then the situs 

ton be-omes clea -Half ‘peed- veil, the captain down to the 
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engine room, and then "hen all’s plain 'ailing lie captain com 
minds ‘Full ahead'”’ 

Liza opened her ejes m a puzzled look, silently biting her lips 
with little white teeth 

‘You don’t understand 9 ’ queried Foma, mot mg up closer 

“N no' Who’s the captain 9 ” 

“The captain 9 ^on’ And me — were Loth captains of our lues 
— joti and me* hate the right to command our own destiny — 
isn’t that «o 9 ” 

“Why, yes, hut — "hats it all about 9 ” exclaimed the girl 
laughing 

Foma held lus arm* out to her and repealed in broken accent' 

“Full ahead, comrade' ^ on know u me and all the rc«t — come 
to us, come xtilh u« to complete unity 1 

Liza stood up It *eemed to him that a 'hadow passed oxer 
her face and chased the bloom from her cheeks quenched the 
•"Lining light of lier e\e« 

4 1 don’t underhand ” «he 'aid, lifting her shoulders “It goes 
without «ating — of course I am with you What makes you'peak 
of it 9 What is the matter 9 ” 

Foma seized her hands in hi« own hard palms, shook them 
and almo«t shouted 

“It goes without «a)ing* Wonderful comrade' I knew it of 
course you'U — you’ll do it'” 

4 Do what 9 " *he questioned nerxou'lt 'Hatching her Ungers 
away “Don t «hout there are other people m the hou«e Do 
what 9 ” 

Her toicc «ounded ansry and a little indignant Foma caught 
the note and hastened to explain 

“Marry me — that’s what 1 propo«e' Right full ahead' D’jou 
imagine what it’ll l>c like — oJr life comrade 9 Wliat a holiday 
it’ll he ’ 

Standing before her with hi* arms frantically «awm« the air, 
hr legan to *krt~b the long pondered scenes of their life together, 
their work pictures of life m exile ami os he 'poke his voice 
dropped lower and lower, for 1 iza seemed to 1 1 melting before 
lus gaze, dwindling and shrmkim; and rcmlin* further and further 


a»av 
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“Good God, how ‘tupid” ho heard a muffled digressed ex 
claimtion * flow vulgar'” 

It 'eemed to Foma as if «omebods had imperceptibly sprung 
at him and clenched a hand over his mouth so hard that his heart 
instantly topped beating and he gasped for breath. 

*^oa ought to bo adorned of > ourself, Foma'” he heard a 
low indignant \oice saying “Its «iroplr— why, it’s awful’ It’s 
stupid don t sou <ee 9 Oh, how dis-usting how silly'” 

It scem«>d to him that the girl was shrinking into the wall, bury 
ug heralf amon" the portraits, and her face grew as grey and 
life!e« 35 the photographs aboxe her head She pulled her plait 
with one hand and fanned the air in front or her with the other' 
shrinking eier smaller and speaking in a low but sharp voice 
Areat sou a'hamcd of yourself to regard me only as a 
woman 9 ” 

Foma spread his hands and stammered 
^“Why 9 Not a woman but generally as peopl«s-)ou and 


. ° f comradesh, P » she asked “What am I 

to think of you now 9 Why did vou ba>e to insult me, why 9 ” 
toma had no recollection of how he left the little room w ith 
the many photographs on the walls how he took In. leave of Uza 
and what .he said at parting^he had utterly dwindled and mersed 
,n *? , C ^ Tf ^ - «Hge °I d 1 ' r> c'd tutorial faces had become one 
with them inspiring, as they did, a cold <tem deference. 

He Paced the streets seeing nothing but misty circles before his 
pulled his cap down low over his head, musing conccn 
tratedly obstinately, dreanlj 

7 stupid 9 Of what «hould I he ashamed 9 Vulgar 9 A worn- 
JL „*** Docs that matter «o much 9 If 

And\ "Sf T 1,ed “ a idea — what if it i« a woman 9 ” 

had iX , " P n “ •■"J Ml cold as though .1 

£?, *» " J "» “« of chilliness oas „ tan 

•■phnialin r h * **“" 11 te had been hn-athinfs 

•ephruata. fame, ra „, Jlrf ma _ 

honed' Fo”^ „X,m U '“f"* 1 I "T“™ A ”>■ being 

ned the coffin ™ f 13 \ « tmifonns, taking broad even stndes, car 
m *«** Moulders, and it swung measuredly from 
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tide to Buie in the fr«xt) air In front walked a drummer ajrotih 
beating a tattoo with his drun^ticVs acatlenng into the air the im 
pressnr roll of In* drum Behind marched a platoon of soldiers 
with shouldered ride* Tlie soldiers wore blade ear-caps lied under 
their dims and they all seemed to be wounded with deep gashes 
Alongside the coffin ran a little dun dog with Sts tail between 
its leg* and when the drum m«ed besting the burial roll, it rsn 
closer to tl»e coffin and when the drumsticks resumed their music it 
darted back with a timorous plaint ne whimper 

Foma took off his esp with a great effort, leaned ngam«t a fence 
and watcher! the strange soldiers go by shuddering with the cold 
that filled his breast and thinking as though enquiring of »om" one 
* Wh\ ashamed?” 
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Os StTim \»s when the towns seven belfnw ring their bells for 
o pers tic deep-toned peals ore answered from under the lull 
«dc iv the hu«k) screech of the factory wlu«tle* and for to era! 
minutes there float on the air two warring currents «r sound so 
Oddly UMoniaom one gentU calling the other reluctantly di* 


,, on ‘'atirdass when coming out of the factory gate* 

latcl Makot nvcliamc experiences a di«mal sense or duality and 
•name He walks home unhurried!) letting hu comrades overtake 
im walks nervoislv fingering Ins pointed little beard and looking 
gundy at the green carpeted hill crowned b> a luxuriant ridge of 
orchard* From 1 ehnd the dark wall of fruit tree* peep the fire) 
mangles of the housetop* the dormer w indow • dnmnej pots, high 
up m the sk> the starling coops null higher the black top of a 
lightning «carod pine tree and beneath it tin* house or \asyagm 
shoemaker There Pavel s wife his daughter and father m law await 


Do-ong do ong ’ floats the impressive swell overhead 
* from the hillside comes the amv bla*t 
O o-oo-oo " 

p.J 1 ? ^ ,I ? ni ' t ,n **« trou c er pockets and hod> bent forward 

wa s s owl) uphill along a cobble-stone drive while his com- 
rades make a short cut through the back gardens leaping like black 
goats from path to path 

head^l 0 ^ r ^ ) ^‘ rn a foundry man shouts from somewhere over 


“Pavel Will yon come?” 

"J ' 3"°" ° U Ch! “ 1 ’ ! 11 «"■»«*■ P*«l -lopping to 

ascent, scratn *** m o an ^ stumbling up the *teep cra<'g) 

ascent. There are sounds of laughter and wh.stlmg all are cheered 
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by die project of a Sunday re=t, grimy faces shine and while teeth 
flash exultantly 

The wattle fences of the vegetable gardens creak and nap under 
the assault of the homegoing crowd, old wife Ivamkba, the garden 
er, greets the factory hands with her customary torrent of snuffling 
abuse, and the sun as it sinks beyond the river far down by Pnnee’s 
Grove paints the hag’s tatters m purple and her gmzled head in 
gold 

From below comes a smell of burning of oil and dank swamps 
and the hillnde is redolent with the spicy odours of young cucum 
bers, dill, and black currants The scolding of the old woman is 
drowned in the merry carillon of the cathedral bells 

“Y yea” A Iakov muses drearily Such weakness of character is 
shameful — very shameful 1 

He comes to the top of the hill and looks down Five chimney 
pots stick out like the claws of a slimy monster submerged in the 
fetid marsh 

The narrow tortuous river intersected by shifting islets is flam 
mg red and hectic patches glow amid the puny fir trees in the 
swamp as the evening sun ca ta its reflection in the ru«ty water be- 
tween the hillocks 

The lovely *unbeams are wasted on the swampy dreariness, 
swallowed without a trace by the sour putrid waters of the 
slough. 

“Better be moving on 1 ’ Makov urges himself 

But — he stands thoughtfully for a minute or two more 

He was met at the hoiue gate by Va«yagin — a «kmny, bald 
headed m3n with one eye To conceal the ugly cavity where his 
right eye had been, lie wears a pair of dark spectacles when gomg 
out into the street, for which the people of the workers’ rnburb 
nicknamed him ‘Goggle-eyed "\alek.” Beneath a hooked nose was 
a sparse chaotic growth of grey wiry hairs which he coaxed on 
holidays into the semblance of a moustache by some sticky ar- 
rangement that pursed up his lips and gave the impression that the 
shoemaker was constantly blowing at something hot 

Just now his mouth was extended in an affable little smile as 
tofefc wf»«porerf fo flis <on in j’aw 
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“^at orday m»ht g if j- ou please'” 

Pa\el thrust a twerlv kopeck piece into his hand and passed 
throj-h a little court, a T d overgrown with grass, where in a coiner 
beneath a rowan-tree a table was laid for dinner, under the table 
sat old Churkin the dog picking burs out of his tail, on the porch 
steps sat his wife her feet set wide apart, his daughter, three-rear 
old little Ol-a tumbled about o n the trodden grass and when she 
*“** «i-hl or h»r fa her held out a pair of grimy bale paws wth 
outspread fin^e^a and chanted 
“Dad da' DiJ-di come ’oora'” 

Why «o late 7 * 7 a«ked hij wife eyeing him suspiciously “AH 
tne men ar e home a long time ” 

He sighed, imperceptibly— everything was the «aroe And snap- 
ping a fin-er under b« !ml e daughters ncwe he threw a guilty 
fiance at his wife, protuberant abdomen 
Hum up get a wash'” «he saidL 
He went, followed by a hail of querulous words 
Again >ou r e given father money for a drink’ I’ve told toh 
thousands o times no to do ,t» Bat there-whst do my word, mean 
o tou m not one of your female comrades, joa won’t catch 
Betaojang about at meeting, of a night, like those hussies of 

Pavel washed and contrived to fill his ears with soap ends 
not to hew the Lumbar harangue, whose words coded around him 
hi, wv£ J 7 ^ 7 ° f WOod * hav,n ?* 11 *«*d to him that 
plane. ** * , ln = awa T ha heart with «ome idiotic blurt 

niahdr stroH^ '* , ‘ en he had fim rnet his wife— the 

n-ST dS olS 00 ***** of *o«i ,n the frosty moon 

at m the dark ° urai ^ s 01 *e cinema— it was good to 

•Mo.o^eLrf^ I'™ , °S' U ” W. of do mb 

«,] 00 SOT «h *o very touching; f0 wildly conn 

prison and^ * Tr l®* 1 *«n released from 

•w v«d o.!.... ?*? rr lrJ 5”PW “odorroot. Ite 

p-o~o.tr " 0 ” ~»»1 t « -ha bod 



THE MORDVINIAN GIRL 2G7 

'n'lri'l' ^ Olga romped .lout 1„. leg. 
t.moUa " “ dadJa lnjr "" d °">' W -« pec gee tomVa 

f, J!!l. ,h °,“\" 1 ' d , r0p, 0t l,om «"S“ MO the child-. 

h ? SU ' r ° lled ™> l«» S h. r ,S he 

■aud^to his wife in a gentle voice 
“Come on Dasha, don’t nag 1 

effort 'lid ™ ' d ," ,C h " d Of old riuthiu witli uo little 

?uorl and commanded 

‘Uok» I^ok, I tell W 

Tlie dog wagged an unrmpon.ive liead-he had -eon enough 
wlpening hi. jaws i„de he whined bnelli 

When the husband'. <uch a clerer fellow that hi comrade, are 
rer to lum than his family * his wife went on releatlei.lv whit 

tkrmnTS “ ” hc "‘ P< " cl s '°° d ,n "" ">“Mle 'ho >«rd, 
o' .f i a 0p " S” 1 ' he c ° uld *oe the cndlcM rasu. of the wood. 

i ^ C ad sat Dasha on a bencli near the down «lope drive 
and gazing at th IS distart view, had said 

, ee or cn’t vve going to be happy together” 
i lirr , , r 5Upr '°* a ll ' 3 because she’s pregnant now ” he tried to cheer 
M l “ th ° reflcctl0n and P lck ed up his daughter 
la h \ ° V do " 11 *bc table m «i!ence and his daughter climbed 
- nees !mo °thing out the moist curly hairs of his beard with 
faab £ fingers, prattlmg 

“-gee^lpt" 0 tomo ^ a Wldl Dadda and Mummv far way On cabby 

mother'stcndy ° I?a ' 1%e enoush ° f >ou * M dj> 1 m 2 ,m R3]d her 

the back *° ^ e,cb hi3 wife a whack over her forehead with 

thmunt, «i° 13 ’poon, a resounding whack that would he audible 

With T le y ar d and outside on the street He restrained the impure 
with a eeowl and a self-deprecatory thought 
" ou °"Sl« to know better • 

thin hrwi'' IT ^ flw C3B1C m > wit down to the table, and stretching In' 

Iwde M of L podS"’ “ * l ' mr ' C ’™ ,k P ”' led * 

“There he goes"’ aii Dasha „ llh a 



\!a»or lowered hi« head lo conceal a «mile — he knew beforehand 
what \alek’* answer would Le 

Unices you go voj won i get there’” 

The old mans «olitan eve rolled comically a» he watched tie 
gurgling liquor «poutmg from the aeclc of the bottle Haring drained 
his glass he ‘■maehed his lips wi’h relisli. Churkin stared un flinch 
""lltgly into ht face, and the ‘Iioeraakcr addressed himself to the dog 
j “lou »ont ge* any If jou drink, rodka jonH get a scolding” 
T! e-e v ord» too were familiar to Pavel Everything here ws 
s...rU\ fam-liar 

’ll wife complained 

All dav long >011 haven t a moment vou could call jour 
own — •ewing cookin'* washing — and all that brat knows u to go 
hr eking orer the fence that *o melody steals the cucumber* ” 
She wa* a large buxom woman with a round face and * fine 
■mooth whi!“ 1 row Her ear* were *mall and *harp aid had an en 
gaging v av of movin'* when ‘he «poke 

Ju t now however die was not too attractive Her uncombed 
head looked enormous the untidy hair clotted with many a day’s 
dui and weal straggled down her forehead and over her ears, her 
nose delated in angry «mfTa and her large red lips seemed «wolIen 
with wrath. When a wr p of hair got into her mou h Dasha tossed it 
a*ide with th- handle of her *poon Her soiled 1 lou-e was tom under 
the armpits and carelesslv fartened in Trent Pink rounded arm* 
hared to the elbow were smeared with d rt And from her chin hung 
a yellow drop of kvas-,. 

“It vou kin t lake her long to comh her hair and wash her 
"elf” Pavel reflected. 

^-She will comb her hair tomorrow after dinner put on a *tnped 
vellow green blouse and a lilac ekirt. The *kirt will be hitched jp 
On her stomach. I renting into vvew a pair of button boots and even 
a glimpse of stocking — black, with a vellow «heen — they were her 
favourite stockings and “he had been venr pleased with the purchase. 

In the evenms walking by his side, *he vail carry her belly 
through the mam ‘treet of the town, her bps severely compressed 
her brows knitted in a solemn frown This imparts to ber the aw of 
a shopkeeper — and when they d meet his comrades Pavel would im 
figvne a mo ckm* provokin'* twinkle in their eyes 
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He would feel hot all over, as though an imisible but heavy 
body clutched him in a loathsome warm, suffocating embrace He 
preferred to dunk of something el«e, think aloud. 

“Today during lunch Kuliga, the timekeeper, told ns about the 
French electricians ” 

His wife began to eit hurriedly and his father in law motfk v 
slowly The latter’s lips twitched and his face and bald head were 
suffused with grim mirth 

‘That's an orgamiation for you’” Pavel said dreamily 

“And how are things in Germany 9 ” a«kcd Valek in hon ed tone*., 
raising his eyes skyward 

“It's all right there — the party machine then, works like clock 
woik ” 

"Thank God for tlrat 1 ” said tin. old fellow ‘I was beginning 
to worry whether everything ivas all right with the Germans'” J 

Valek's voice ro«e on a shrill note and Paid felt uncomfortable 
He knew the words dial would come tumbling through the old man’s 
dark loose teeth The old man had already blown out Ins cheeks, 
cocked his head to one «ide like a crow and fastening his eye on his 
son in law, he commenced in a dun chirp tint had an undertone of 
maliciousness in it 

“So everything’s fine in Germans, eh 9 And what about the 
home money ’’ 

And he broke out into a cackle bouncing up and down on Ins 
chair Little Olga too caught the infection of his mirth clapped her 
hands, and dropping the spoon under the table, received a cuff on 
the back of her head from her mother with a «houled injunction 

‘Pick it up, you brat' 

The child began to erv piteously and softly and her father, pres 
«mg the sobbing girl to him looked around him du 4 k was Falling, 
it was an hour when light end gloom meet and mingle m a grey., 
murk The carols of some gav bachelors and the annoying sounds 
of accordions are wafted down on die air, and the words of his 
father in law flit about him like winged bat 

“’No, you’d do better to flunk about your pocket and not about 
Germans, you take my word 1 Once you’ve gone and roamed you’ve 
got to flunk about your pocket, yes sir 1 And if you’re started bring 
mg Aid* mSd the world — you fir ’em up proper)} m this world, and 
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that you can only do on a 'ound pocket, yes, 'it, on a well filled 
pocket’” 

Rocking !m dozing daughter in bis arms Makov was thinking of 
his father in lan Four years ano he bad known a different \alek. 
He remembered how at a meeting m the brickyard shed, the 'hoe 
maker bad *houted wiping the small teardrops from his eyes 

“Boss* I ra «orry for you — but all the same’ Co straight ahead 
with it’ March on bravely* Now we spared our«elics, lited as we 
were totd to v>e endured patientlv for your sake — now you must 
suffer and go through with it for sour children 5 sake ” 

And to him, Patel the shoemaker had one day «aid 
“When I look at y on my boy and hear y ou 'peak I m sorry 3 
haven’t a «on m*te»d of a daughter What wouldn’t I gue to have 
a son like you’ * 

Bjt ever since the hooligan “patriots” of the town had knocked 
Valek s right eve out for him. the old man had made a sheer change 
of front 

Hes not the onfr one thats turned tail” thought Patel sorrow 

fully 

His wife he^sn clearing the table with brusque movements re- 
moving the dirtv di he« rattling the plates, dropping spoons and 
shouting 

“Pick it up’ \ou know it’s hard for me to bend down" 

“No you leave politic, to the foreign countries, and look after 
your domestic affairs’” 

Makov earned the sleeping child indoor® The porch steps 
creaked and his wife nagged in the same creaking key 
“If it wasn t for all that ronsen*e ” 

“kes yes yes'” hammered the wooden voice of her father 
The ruddy orb of the moon ro«e above the dark trees Pavel 
Makov sat on the porch steps next to Ins wife, stroking her hair 
and talking to her alrao t m a whi'per 

“If I get put in prison the comrades will help you . ” 

“I dare 'a\, not Ukelyt” Dasha snorted. 

“We’re all got to try and gel organized 
“Try * What did you marry for’” 

Cherished thoughts flashed through hi3 head and his heart, be did 
not h«w Dasha.®, dstany aa/i shit -Aui Vo hua- 
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“Don't tell me an) more of that drivel You used to bring home 
a hundred rubles a month, and now — what?” 

“It’s not my fault it’s the general situation ’ 

‘Damn the situation drop your comrades and settle down 
to your work ’ 

She wished to speak kindly, coaxing ly, hut she was tired out 
by the da>’s drudgery and wanted to «lecp These talks had been 
dragging on for over three )ears and nothing had changed — she was 
*orry for her husband afraid for his sake he was almost as kind 
and unpractical as he had alnajs been, and just as obstinate She 
knew that she could not overcome that obstinacy and ever Mronger 
in her breast grew the fear for her own and her daughter s fate Pity 
for her husband waxed into an oppressive ache that, finding no 
outlet ui speech was lashed into bitterness 

And he «at watching the shadow of the rowan tree creeping 
across the courtyard to his feet with its innumerable pointed fingers 
spread in quivering clutching movements, his thoughts drifting 
ever more into the future he confided to his wife in a mjrterious 
whisper 

“There, >ou see m France already ’ 

* Ob shut up* she blurted out in a «ullen tone and tossing back 
her head she almost shouted m a choking voice “But we shan’t 
live to see it don’t forget the child, en ” 

He fell silert, knocked from the r-mote and limpid heights 
into the little courtvard and the cramped circle of crooked little 
paths 

She felt like crying hut resentment dried the font of tears and 
only her voice quivered m her throat as she pulled herself to her 
feet and said 

* I'm going to sleqi l suppose you re going to ) our com 
rades 7 ” 

* Yes ” he said after a pause 

She gruml led loudly as she went 

‘If only they’d round )0u up quickl) the whole damn lot of 
you— it’s got to happen sooner or later’ Maybe that II knock e ome 
tense into your head 8 “ 

The moon was now high in the sky, and the shadows were 
shortened Dogs were barking 





Somewhere from Ihe °arden plot* came the raucous \oice of 
Fevka Lalont a the *wnan of the town *ir«ing m a maudlin. 
*obbine voice 

1/r wet! cart sailed on a l olga lighter 
He trent and got droimed the dirty blighter 

Sometime the*e Uks culminated in «tormv scenes Dasha hoot 
cd. chokn- w,h pa-Mon, Mun- her arm* while her big l reads 
shook di guslmgiy beneath her dirtr blou e The «tzht of her at «uch 
moment* nau*eated Pave! and wh.'e he “.lently brushed aside the 
angry torrent of eoar<e aba e he aAed hun*elf ,n bewilderment 
How 15 it I didnt «ee *he w-s that kind of woman’"’ 

And then after ore of the®e wene* had come that thing ir tus 
“• f' d ! lrfl , h -"> »■* « ot duality and davapt,™, „„dar 
ich he had een fretting for nearly a year a thinz he was a hamed 
ot but whach le could not undo 

. °" e i ‘ i,turd _ av he l ad brought oome little money and this had 
r r a L * J * nto a pa ~ ltri °f ra c e She had flung the money 
on U>e floor ~nd leg to ‘Wm« at htra And when touched to the 
ijuiek, he had «aid f tmlv and »t»nU 

“Shut your mouth'” she bad gnen him a pu*h towards the door 
wildly thriewng 

“Get out, vou beggar' This ,s my father’s hou*e-n hoi^e' And 
grt* out^”^ 00 ^ no ^' ,n ? - vour place is in jail that’* where 1* i*— 

He had ^ understood the reason for thi® outburst— it was the 
cabbaee pickling season and «he did not base enough money for 
bnynj caLba ? e Deeply hurt, beyond himself with -age h* had 
"‘a ‘ hC ' ,rCrt - for a lon ? «“» "> somebody’s w-etanle 
garden, en eciounng to hide his pain and resentment, then he had 
EOUO iSo mm iW u, , filthy Iillla poMtc ku, |, c fiad drank 
vodka, and saddcnl, loand Wall m Cathedral Squan— a «mahed 
» 1* fca- > f„ cJm ^d cathedtal 

, was blowing and a dangling rope “craped again, t the 

rawing soft sighs from the brass The lighu of the street 
“mps g umnered fitfully in a nng round the cathedral, and srey 
T3r ' G c ou< ” sped pa~t over the crosses on the dome® lavirr" 
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bare cold, blue hollows in the sky, and it seemed as if the wind 
was sweeping from out these heavenly casements in a rushing 
torrent 

Now and then an affrighted moon «howed its face among the 
clouds which flung themselves on it like a drab mob of beggars on 
a silver com, smearing it across the sky with their wet hulk uuo a 
dismal lurid smudge The wind rocked the earth like a cross-grained 
nurse the cot of an unbeloved child, 

Makov sat on a «eat holding a fuddled head in his hands, thinking 
dazedly of life’s cruel jests — the more a man hankers after the good 
things the worse does he get. 

Some one sat down beside him He raised his head — of course 
it was a girl, and it «!ruck him that this was as it «hould he Who, 
t3v e a thief or a prostitute would accost a lonely man sitting m 
foul weather in such a desolate spot? 

They exchanged words, then walked for a long lime about the 
streets of the town, and all the way Pavel in a «tate of intoxication^ 
spoke about his unhappy marriage, about his wife »n whom he had 
failed to find a kindred soul and to whom he could not unburden 
his heart. ' 

The girl said* 

“That often happens, .” 

‘Often 9 *’ asked Pavel “How do you know?” 

“Wen often complain . .” 

Pavel glanced at her face — nothing much the ordinary face of 
a street girl 

Then, remembering his wife, he thought maliciously* 

’You’ve asked for it 1 Just watch me going with this here 
At her lodging he resumed his discourse on life, his thoughts, 
then he went to bed and fell asleep before she joined him 

In the morning looking rather sheepish, he drank tea with her, 
trying to avoid the girl’s ejes, and before leaving he offered her 
thirty five kopeks — all that he had on him. 

But she calmly pushed his hand aside and said very distinctly 
‘ What for 9 There’s no need.” 

He did not like the gesture and the words too struck him un- 
pleasantly. 

“Come, take it, pi easel” 

IS — 8C0 
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All rigbtl” ‘he agreed, taking only two silv er corns Hen with 
a slmig, she repeated 

“Peally — there a no need. ” 

Now «he H tnnte me to drop in'” thought Pavel geltrng into his 
coat “She II tell me her name, when she s at home. ” 

Staring at the floor at a «pot somewhere under his feet *b» S3id 
thoughtful] v 

You «poke very well yesterday about our sisterhood, iw 
women ” 

The^e words flattered him, and for a moment stifled the sense or 
loathing she had aiou ed in him- Smiling apologetically he immnuredt 
“\ ery glad you think so I was drunk — I don t usually drink, 
you know Good bye'” 

She held out her hand in silence. 

Out in the street he thought 

“^he did not ask me to come* Didn t want to take the money — I 
wonder why 9 ” 

He ctiold not recollect what he bad been saying rfnd erven hex face 
Was a va c n e Mar 

Approaching his house he thought with a mixed feeling of pleas- 
ure and regret 

“If I met her again I wooldn t recognize her ” 

Ham was falling in a dnzzle, his coat was wet and clung heavily 
to his shoulders, his head ached and he was overcome by sleepiness. 

H» wife met him in silence — she did not even glance at him. 
He sat long in a comer watching her kneading the dough with 
her strong arms and the engaging dimples coming and going in 
her elbow*. She was *o comely and firm or flesh 
To break the ice he sa d 
“TFhere s 01*a*” 

“MTiere indeed 7 Dont you know its a holiday today with all 
good people — she* gone to church with Grandpa. ” 

Pavel sa d amicably 

"“P eally I don t see the point in that — why take the child out in 
the rain to such a stuffy place 7 ” 

He stopped as it dawned on him that he had more than once 
replied in the very sam© words to a similar taunt. 

The dough “gn caked under her hands and the table creaked. 
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“Should I tell her — this is what you’ve brought me to, d’you "ee* 9 
"See what you are driving me to — should I tell her?” , 

Under the impuhe of a sudden emotion be went up to her and pu{ 
his hand on hfcr round shoulder 

"keep 5 our hands off'” «he shouted shaking his hand off and the 
angry colour "wept in a deep flush over her face and neck 
*Go to the devil— or 1 11 "mack jour face for you’” 

She straightened up and patted her hair with doughy hands mak 
mg it grey. 

V’aJek came in with Olga in Ins arm' look off his spectacles, and, 
■with a gleam of his one eye, exclaimed * 

“God’s blcs«ing* ” 

“Dadda, dadda 1 ” cried the child 

Pavel wanted to take her then lemembered where he had spent 
the night, and slouched out of the room to wa«h his hands 

1 

All day Ins tide grouped and «norled and his father in law «coffed 
and <neered without mtemm-Km 

‘"Well, mister social politician why don t you munch «ome pic^ 
Munch away till the final victory of the working class when all the 
beggars 11 ha\e pie to eat — that’s a good way off yet'” 

“At lea*t you might Mop nagging 1 ” Pawl demurred. ‘Noth 
ing’ll come of it anyway ’ 

‘That’s true’ * agreed Valek ‘\ou said it— nothing will come 
of lL ” 

After an interval of «evenl minutes he re Timed* 

4 I’ve mended your boot"— did \ou notice 9 ’ 

4 Ye« ” 

“Are y ou pleaded 5 ’ 

4 Thanks ” 

“Dasha, pickle the thank" will vou 1 11 ea it when there’s noth 
ing left in the pantrv ” } 

The rain "pattered against the wmdowpanes, the wind ran not 
in the attic, swinging some object with a bang A pine tree creaked 
over the hou«e top "omewherc an unfastened wicket "lammed loudly, 
a latch rattled mid the ran sang and *obbod as it dripped into th^ 
the water butt. The room was pervaded by a gloom and the «mell of 
roasted onions, leather and tar 3 

38 * 
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Makov observed that his daughter sensed the prevailing atmos- 
phere — she gazed at every one with apprehensive, questioning eyes, and 
her face began to crumple up preparatory to bur't ng into tears 
“What « going to happen to her?* he thought as he watched the 
child, feeling him«elf guilty before her 

‘Here come to me girlie' 1 ' he called hold ng out his arms Bat 
when Olga jumped up to run to him her mother caught hold of her 
and «houted 

* Don t jou dare*” 

Olga bur«l into tear3, her little face buried in her mother’s lap, 
but her mother sprang to her feet and pu hed the child away into 
a comer 

“Co to sleep you brat' Don’t let me see anything more of 
you. ** 

Pavel too got up His face burned and a sharp chill ran up his 
spine 

“If you dare" he said, moving up to his wife “ever again. 

His wife held up her face defiantly and urged him in a whisper 
full of pain and haired 

“Hit me come on! Hit me'" 

Her father grabbed a la*t and danced around yelling 
“So that s it, eh’ Theres s solidarity for yer'” 

Pavel lhru't his wife aside and »emng his cap he rudied out 
lie ran under the ra n thinking in despair 

* If he hadn t butted in Id have ” 

Streams of d rly water rushed to meet him, splashing his feet, 
and the wind drove the cold stinging spray of the autumn rain into 
Hus face 

And now he was again in that girl’s room, silting at the table, his 
lodden jacket thrown on the floor, waving one arm rubbing his throat 
With the other and speaking b irnedly 

“1 m not a brute' 1 understand — she’s not to blame. ” 

The girl darle! anvioudy about the room like a peg (op whipped 
xnto spurts of activiiy by an invisible hand. She was preparing the 
esmovar breaking firewood splinters across her knee, making a rus- 
tling noise w th ihe charcoal while behind her floated the ends of a 
shawl she had thrown over her bare shoulders- 
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“You «ec, I’ve come lo jou — though I have comrades but I feel 
ashamed lo tell them about this — though I daresay they too have such 
days when everyone in the house torments one another — why 9 Tell 
me— why?" 

“How do I know?” he heard a low reply. 

“This rotten life eats into every one’s bone«, into one’s heart — and 
one day you suddenly find jour heart burning with a maddening 
pain and hatred ...” 

The girl went up to him, lightly touched lus shirt, and «aid, her 
eyes blinking: 

“You’re all wet — and I haven’t anything to give you What’s 
to be done?” 

“Don't worry about it,” he «aid, «eixing her band. 

She gently extricated her fingers and went on solici'ously. 

“WII catch a cold and get ill* That’s a bad thing for « work- 
ing man'” 

She w^nt out into the passage and m*tantly reappeared with a 
coloured tattered garment which she warmed up over the samovar, 
urging the visitor in impersonal tones 

“You change jour things. . this is a womans dress, but at 
least it’s dry 

Throwing the shred of garment on the table she went out again 
into the passage Makov followed her with his eyes, and his thoughts 
were haiv, like in a dream* 

“Fate 1 Fate 9 — what nonsense For roe it’s just a place to go to, 
and to her — it’s all the same ” 

Bitter reproaches slithered up, squirming into his consciousness 
like the thm lipped whispers of his father in law 

“Fed up, eh? Comrades 9 Why didn’t jou go to jour comrades 
in this difficult hour — why don’t jou go to them’ Aha a' Ashamed, 
ere >ou 9 ” 

He smoothed down his cropped hair and his lips twi*ted n a 
painful smile. 

“Why haven’t you changed 9 ” asked the hostess m a buaines* like 
tone, looking in at the door 

Hu wet clothes clung to his body with a disagreeable sensation 
of chilliness. Pavel swiftly tore them off and WTapped himself in 
the long woman’s dress. 
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“That s right,” “aid the girl, coming in 
1 “Do I look funny 9 ” he a ked 

**k mi do ” acquie~ced the girl, but there was not the ghost of a 
“mile on her face. 

Pavel for the fir«t tune subjected her to a close unceremonious 
scrutiny ‘'lie had a stocky little fi-nirr, high cheek bones and elits 
«f eyes 

“Its funnv vet \ou don’t laugh'"’ he «aid, taking a look round. 
The h le room was crowded, with a bed a table, two chairs, a 
cupboard and near the door a big “love In the front corner hung 
a little icon above it a twig of pussy willow with a paper blossom. 
Gaudy little pictures looked down from blackened walls and cock 
roaches crawled over them with a rustling sound. Between the logs 
I rang tufts of oakum. The window was a tiny square of glass, dun 
with are 

The girl bending over the samovar did not answer Pavel 
He felt awkward ami thought to himself wilh a feeling of am 
nos t> 

I robably “lupid ” 

Aloud he asked 
“Is this the kitchen 9 ” 

' “V" 

*■ “Does any one el-e live in the house 9 ” 

She placed the boiling “amovar on the table, cut a big slice of 
rye bread and poured out the tea, -speaking in a voice that was as 
low and monotonous as the sound of the rain ouuide 

"Two old women live here — old maids But thrr practically do 
no cooking at home they make calls on rich acquaintances and have 
their meals there \ery often they don’t come home for the night, t've 
got nothing but bread — J m sorry'” 

“I m not hungry ” said Pavel conscious of a growing *en'e of 
brnbarrassment. \That had made him come here 9 

S lddenlj, before he realized it himself, he had asked, loudly 
and “lernlv 

“Are you registered 9 ” 

’ “Where-'” 

* “At the police 9 ” 

She replied calmly 
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“Yes, of course, my passport’s registered I’m employed here as 
cook and housemaid There’s Nothing to do all day ’ 

Pavel lelt there: was something wrong here^ something ho could 
not understand. 

“I didn’t mean that ” 

She guessed Her face with its high cheek bones darkened, her. 
eyes closed entirely 

4 Oh,” she murmured, “I see My being on the boulevard yes 
terday 9 No, I don t do that. 

He didn’t believe it He swung back on bis chair, smiling con 
templating her — it amused him that she concealed her calling he 
was both amused and sorry for her 

The girl’s ohhqufe eyes suddenly opened — they were blue and 
warm and agreeably lighted tip her face with a slightly beautify 
ing e fleet 

“I went out yesterday just like that,’ she was saying breaking 
off pinches of bread and rolling them into little balls — ‘ I felt so sick 
of everything, and went out Maybe I’d hai e thrown myself m the nv 
«r, but I caught sight of you There, I thought, he’s a man and also 
feels! miserable 1 So I went up And you started talking right away — I 
pould see you were Very upset I had a suspicion you intended to da 
away with yourself too It happens every day — people shoot 
themselves, hang themselves ” 

He listened, “till incredulous making a mental note 

“Went out So I went up Not much of a talker Uninterest 
ing girl ” 

And die girl went on talking in the «ame level tone laconically 
She was a Mordvinian of a well lo-do family, and had received a 
Schooling — had attended the parish school A fire ruined the family, 
her father went to Siberia to look for land and never came back 
She went to work as maid at the railway station — «he lived, there 
for three years The station master had a brother he was the tele- 
graph operator 

“When you speak you remind me of him ” 

Covering her eyes with her light lashes she repeated with con 
viction 

“Yes exactly like him k ” 

* Where is be 9 asked Pavel 
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“He’s b*en arreted ” 

There was no trace of «ad.ie*s In her voice, but she twisted her 
neck queerly, her cheek bones looked suddenly drawn end her face 
puckered up like that of a dog about to whimper. 

Patel no longer speculated whether she was to be believed or 
not- lie did not want to think of it. 

Suddenl) «he said loudly. ’ 

“I had a bah) too . . ” 

‘The telegraph man’s’” 

“kes I| wa« born dead." 

“Was the telegraph man a good fellow?” 

She smiled btoadly. 

“V-yes He used to speak sery interesting, like ypu, hut he was 
all on his own — every one used to laugh at him. They took him alone. 
Me they kicked out.” , 

The wind howled in the chimney like a homeless old dog 

Life becAtoe an otter falsehood, and \V* deception, like a canker, 
gnawed at the roots of Pavel’s self respect. 

He loved bts wife, loved to take her large, healthy, warm body 
la his arms The seductive appeal of her dark eye* exerched an 
irresistible power osct him. 

Sometimes, when *be was in one of her rare good moods, she 
•poke to him in a muffled voice, slightly through the no«e: 

“What about going up to your wife, fondling her and giving 
her a ki*s, you «ulky boy*” 

There were dajs and weeks when healmo«t forgot the dark decrepit 
little house on the outskirts of the town The bouse itself, looking 
like a mud hut sunk in'o the ground, with its two sightless windows, 
its moss-grown roof and the dark end of a room and its tenant — that 
tnnte timid, nocturnal creature — all these memories melted away, 
became nothing, and if. at times, they rose to his mind like a cheer- 
less dream, Pavel thought with relief: 

“That’s all ever'” 

At fir*t be was strongly templed to tell his wife about it — tell 
it to her in a way that would excite her sense of guilt, make her 
realize the danger which lay for both of them in their spiritual 
feud. 
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But lie we* afraid to broach the subject. The hours when she was 
*weet tempered and lovable fled with such imperceptible speed, and 
whenever he approached a topic that had no immediate bearing on 
the home, she would yawn languidly, satiated with his cares*es, and 
stem the current of bis speech with a drowsy : 

“For goodness’ sake, don't start harping on that string again . 

She would implore, command 

“Love me without those words of yours 

If be persisted a sullen furrow would settle between his wife’s 
brows, her eyes would grow bright and dry and she would urge bun 
in a voice of irritation: 

“You drop all that, I tell you — remember you have children! 
Goodness knows we have enough of those hooks at home — a whole 
shelf of 'em ... A marned man shouldn’t have anything to do with 
comrades and hooka.... Look how all the men with families have 
dropped out of it— they're just working quietly, for their wives and 
children. Only Serdyukov with that Masha of his are still mixed up 
with your lot — but how comes he to you. Why, last month he only 
brought home thirty*«ix rubles, he was fined twice ...” 

Jealously and zealously picking up all the scandal about the 
suburb she knewr a good deal of had about people, never spoke a 
good word about any one, and emptied saekfulls of malicious, very 
often mendacious rubbish onto her hushand’a head with avid enjoy- 
ment and keen reli«h 

“It’s not true, Dasha'” he hazarded a protest 

She retorted querulously: 

“To be sure' Your comrades you believe, I know, but not your 
wife ...” 

Under the weight of her speeches all the blood, as it were, was 
drained out of Pavel’s good intentions which, paralyzed and crushed, 
perished in n heart lliat had grown increasingly accustomed to 
remain silent to his wife. 

He listened to her speeches without saying anything, merely 
whistling softly to Inur'd f and musing gloomily: 

“She doesn’t understand. I wonder — won’t she ever understand?’' 

He craved for a woman’s exquisite tenderness, something deep 
and brimming, something that would help kindle the «oul into a 
brighter flame while stirring the blood. But that caress for the soul he 
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bad to seek on tbe outskirts of the town from the ugly Mordvinian girl 
Lira, who evinced an abilitv and obvious]) a pleasure, in listening to 
his stones about life an 1 htsdrcsrr-s of the future. It * as pleasant to Me 

* person sitting opposite you and greedily taking in your every word 
like a person gulping air after having recovered from a deep awoorc. 

* la her dry bosom too there lived something that was alien and 
inscrutable to Pavel — it was as though a little grev bird *ang there 
at times, 

“Do you go to church 9 *’ «be once asked him, nestling up Jo him. 

“No you see ** 

Pavel explained to her at pm! length and with warmth why 
Ke did not go to church, but when he had fuudted the girl raid 
quietly 

* “It works out the same way you «peak about peace on earth and 
in church too they pray for *pe3cc throughout the world. ' “ 

“No wait a minute 1 I «peak about the struggle ” 

“Cut that s what the »lrug*Ie a for to bnng peace everywhere " 

He argued with Hr again, growing e veiled, waving h» arms, 
h tt-na lh» table with bis fi»t, and waxing more enthusiastic as the? 
realnation dawned on hrm with a thrill of pleasure that he was 
express ns hn thoughts with growing ease and eloquence 

The Morduman girl retorted with quirt obstinacj 

“No I love it when the priest savs m his deep voice “The peace 
of the Lord unto \e all l don t care who savs it, as long as people 
I car the words of peace*” 

And standing close to h ra looking irto his cyr* die ‘poke 
*>ftlv and fearfully 

“kou jn~t look — every ones bad tempered, everywhere people 
are fghting* In the pubs and in the markets — cverywh-re If thev 
lo play they’ll end up by fighting. Even tn church people are 
V>uchy quarrel over places. Little children are beaten People are 
arrreted and hun» And how many are killed* The police brat people 
Vrriblv’ T»ul people beat one another too — it s ju«t purelv oat of 
«pi!e, they brat one another’ That time I wanted to do that out of 
•pite I got fan ous with myself — what are you living for vou 
wretch 9 There sTeni anv good people and that makes it so awful 
Maybe there are a few — one here another there— they re hardly 
noticeable " 
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i He laughed at her 1 , but her words were uttered so simply with- 
out a shadow of preten'ion or presumption tliat they routed in Pavel’s 
heart a feeling of indulgence towards her and drew them together 
hy a delicate thread of understanding stretched between her una«sum 
ing faith and his stem knowledge. 

Many times did lie revert to this subject, humorously and «crt- 
oudy, but always he me! a supple resistance — she neither protested 
nor let her«elf be persuaded by his arguments 

“You* re looking too far ahead — you want too much 1- ’ he «uid 
with a laugh. ‘You and I won’t sec peace, our lues will pass in 
*tru”gle ” 

She pondered tins and replied 

“If you know tomorrow’s going to be good, the bad things 
today are not bo very frightening, and they don’t feem so pow 
erf id . 

At times, when sitting in Lira’s room, Pavel would think of his 
wife, and his hands would become limp. Ins heart — {diffused with 
bitterness and gall, and lie would grow cold, and reproach himself in 
shame and anger 

“Call vourself a progressive man and all the re»t of it A denounc- 
er of bourgeois Immorality, and here you are. ” 

From this disturbing thought however, he was diverted by many 
other thoughts tint ran deep and wide, thoughts that were still hazy 
and which he was eager to speak about Again and again he unfolded 
to Liza the burden of his heart ard spoke about Ills wife of how he 
loved her and yet how difficult it was for him to get along without 
her, Liza. 

“I can’t speak, to any I ody like I do to you It seems that there is 
alwavs something in a man which he can tell only to a womm — yet 
I can’t tell my wife Neither can I tell my comrade?. , Ir s awkward 
somehow one feels ashamed to talk about himself, but you mat get 
it off your chest’ ” 

She stroked his head with a rou"h palm and the long fingers of 
a thin hand li'tenwg to what he «aid 

“I tried talking about it but people answer in a boohidi way — l 
can read books my 'elf People are «hy to 'peak frankly about them 
selves I suppo«e many people have the same troubles that I have, 
filings that ate not written anyv-kierc except m ’ine ’neait, "filings one 
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is ashamed to utter but which base e°t to te said, otherwise it** 
torture'” 

He gazed into a pair of shining blue eyes and forgot that those 
narrow eves were set at an oblique angle Liza’s hand trembled on 
Ids head on Ins shoulder responsive to his agitation. 

He «at hn on h\s knees and with a heartache and pa«sion that 
iwept over him in a sudden wave he kissed her rough hot cheeks 
and lips. 

‘Never mind, dearest,” she whispered with ever widening eyes. 
“You II get over it, it’ll pass., .** 

Sometimes he would fall fast asleep with hu head on her Up, 
while she would sit motionless until it was tune to waken him, strok- 
ing hu cropped head softly like a loving nurse. 

. Pavel would bring a newspaper with him, unfold the closely 
punted sheet on the table and bending over it read with a certain 
degree of 'olemiut) about the comrades in Europe and the whole 
world about their untiring efforts and struggle, would speak about 
the leaders of the party, and the indefatigable fighters rathe daily war. 

She sat motionless, quietly and rarely asking him a question, 
but Pavel was «ure the girl understood everything 

lie noticed that when heroes or teachers were mentioned her faco 
grew oddly ten*e and her blue eyes gleamed like those of a child 
listening to a fairy tale. At times this fired stare was disconcerting, 
reminding him of the gaze of a sagacious faithful dog deeply ponder- 
ing over something that was intelligible only to Us ovm dumb ferine 
sou! At moments such as these he had the impression that this soft- 
spoken thick-set girl was quietly capable of doing anything.,.. 

Very often she asked 

What name did j ou say 9 ” 

After a pau'e she distinctly repeated the name, asking once more. 

“How will it be in Ru«*ian’” 

“l don’t know We hav en’t got such names ” 

“Didn’t we have such holy martyrs’” she queried, incredulous 
and dejected 

Pavel hurst out laughin* 

Holy martyrs are not in our line, my dear girl' We hr® 111 hell, 
they don’t breed there .” 

“They will'” Liza once declared. 
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That exclamation sounded very queer, like the first stroke of a 
bell after midnight heralding the birth or a new day amid the tene- 
brous night Pavel looked into his fnend’s face but he found no h 
ing unusual there He remained thoughtful for a moment then asked 
“filial makes you ask their names? ’ 

She bent her head without replying Then he tenderly rauid her 
Lead and pursued laughingly 

“Maybe you intend to pray for them eh?” 

“What of it,” she said “so I do Only I pray without the names, 
just ‘imply please God help those who are doing good to people 1 
You can laugh, I don’t care ” 

* It’s useless, Liza*” 

“Every one tries to help good people to the best of his ability” 
‘That’s no good, Liza' No, you’ve got to learn another way of 
helping 

* I will when I learn . 

And nestling close to him she said* 

“It doesn’t matter, docs it 9 It can't hurt them can it’” 

Pavel put his arm around her and S3id nothing lus thoughts 
dwelling on vague but significant things. 

His comrades noticed that he was keeping «ome of his time from 
them and his wife and spending it elsewhere, but they held their 
peace pretending to believe his explanations 

Only Serdyukov, the jovial foundry man one day asked him 

* I see you’ve got yourself a lady love loo Pavel, eh'” 

The question took him unawares and in his confusion he 
asked 

1 Who else 9 ” 

Pock marked shaggy hatred Serdyukov threw up his scorched 
hands with a guffaw 

‘I caught you properly there* What do you say to that 9 Look 
out, 1 11 tell your wife now ” 

“No dont say anything* * Pavel said gravely 
‘What 11 you give me 9 Give me a book — give me Tvekrassov, 
eh 9 ” 

“I won’t But 1 11 tell her myself " 

Serdyukov stared at him m amazement. 
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koull tell bef 9 Your wife 9 ” 

Well yes” 

What for 9 
“1 d better!” 

^erdynkov krulted a furrowed brow glanced a-ide and sighed 
“Its that senous then 9 Well that s good* Etery one can *ee 
shes not your equal ‘•he W3s born a philistine, its in her bond. 

^ ou cant wa_h a black hor^e white — and its not worth wasting 
time o vr ” 

“He doesnt understand” thought Pavel 
“hern don t love her ” he said qu eUy 

“”\ou «aid it’” retorted Serdvukov with a tinge of irony “1 don t— 
1 lose another " 

Then Pavel asked 

“Are you in the same boat 9 ” 

“What b03t 9 Oh, ye- 1 ” 

The foundry man said soberly with a humourless smile 
“Te« brother I m in the same fix'” 

Pavel looked at him in astonishment and oflered the comment 
“How is that 9 Don t you get along together i«n t your wife 
a comrade to you ” 

“Thais |u-t the point — she is a comrade 1 ” sa d Serdyukov mo 
rosely Thais the trouble — she coughs all the time something 
terrible, that comrade of mine — ?hes fading away " 

They were chatting in the factory yard by a soot-covered wall 
and somewhere above their beads a steam exhau t viM spluttering 
angrily all the time 
“Puff. puff ** 

The soot laden a r was filled with groaning Screeching grat ng 
rounds the roaring of the furnace and the dank of iron 

“Two child-h rths in three year* “ Serdyukov was growling mood 
ily roll ng hnmelf a cigarette “And that, it appear* u a thing 
that people of our class can t afford The doctor advi«es abstinence 
Well I began trying to keep away from her — out of pity It was the 
devil to pay I can tell you brother Well I kept away from her so 
long rmt 1 1 Tan into a place 1 "houldn t have run into’ 1 guess there H 
be trouble brew n for me And ihere s no turning back — the way 
is blocked Turning back’— t means noth ng on v way* My wife 5 
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got \o go to live in the country, not hear children Children are 
not for us, it looks like, my dear fellow. Yt hat is for us lierer 
aims ay 9 ” , 

He looked round at the piles of scrap iron, the coal blackened 
earth and the roofs of the factory buildings emitting smoke and 
steam 

“They’ic walked o'! with our ball all right And wc ha\ent got 
n single trump to plav hack — pretty rotten, Paiel 1 ” 

He threw his cigarette end over lus shoulder and went into his 
shop Paiel had neier seen him like that before, walking with bent 
head and looking nervously about him ns though fearing a sudden 
attack And when he was swallowed in the Llack jaws of the foundry 
.shop Pavel remembered what a gay lark he had been, a laughter Io» 
ing wag, enthusiastic theatre-goer and singer, and Paiel fell deep in 
thought It seemed to him that somebody else had been speaking to 
him just now, somebody more intimate than the Serdyukov of old 
This was the first time he had heard a comrade speak so simply of 
the things that preyed on his mind, and standing at his lathe Favel 
thought: 

"He’ll underhand me now. I’ll have to get on closer terms with 
him It’s no good, living the way I do . 

His intentions were not carried out. Within less than a week Ser- 
dyukov was picked up among the bushes by the brickyard — lie bad 
been cruelly beaten up by somebody and was confined to hospital 
for a long time. 

"What a life 1 ” Paiel was saying, pacing up and down the room 
in his home "I’m sorry for him, so terribly s^rry you can’t imagine 
Dasha 1 He’s such a fine chap ” 

He sat down bc«ide her, and dropping h« loice, continued* 
“D’you know lie recently spoke to me about his wife . ” 

“He’d have better kept his mouth shut, the rotter* * muttered 
Dadia “D vou think I don’t know why he got that beating 7 ” 

"Look here, Da«ha*” 

“Of course, you’re ready to find excuses for every scoundrel, 
once he’s a comrade of yours ” 

He said sternly 

“Darya* There are no scoundrels among my cowruk*'” 

“Don’t shout*” i 
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D«pite the resistance of her elbows he put Jus arms round Jus 
wife and told her about ^erdyukov She was very amused at 
then pushing her husband away in lrdignation the b'gan to *cold 
“OH you m *erab!e devils 1 D you mean to say that Mary# knew 
all about the*e gom«"> on 9 " 

“Don t you get it into your head to tell her'” Pavel cried in alarm 
“Ah that 1 will* Damn it if 1 wont tell her’” exclaimed Dasha 
w ih a onm *mi!e “That 9 where their learning has brought them, 
*eounlrcls' Sorry for his wife indeed — bean children too often — 
whit d vou think of that, eh 9 Ugh 1 ” 

When her ire was roused she had a way of throwing her head up, 
breathing heavily through her no*e while her no«tnls dilated and 
quivered like tho«e of a hor«e. This made her all the more reductive, 
! ut it also repelled Pavel stsmng within him a savage rancour lie 
■would like to see her ill and wretched and cowed, or a beggar walk 
ing the streets in f lthy rags, bowing humbly and begging for alms 
from Serdvukovs wife — that shrewd subtle woman — from the people 
who were «o alien to her heart, the dark, heavy oval thing that was 
I ke a ball of iron. 

Saturday evening found Pavel in Lira's room, speaking softly 
“They've brought men to such a state when even the good and 
human that’s in a man is looked on as dnt A noose has been tied 
vound my very soul — I don’t know how I it throw it off 1 I love that 
woman and my daughter too of course — but what can she give my 
daughter’ And I can t live without you. Lira. Ah, Mordvinian lass, 
youve a lovely soul n* my friend you are. " 

She listened to him with drooping head, and gravely, quietly 
Inserted her laconic remarks 

“I don't know what you’ll do I can’t think of any way to help 
you " 


Hut she did think of a way 

Once feel rtg depressed after a new quarrel w th his father in- 
law and his wife pjrel plodded wearily through the qu et street* 
of the town pa«t fence* heavily locked gates and dark windows be- 
t nd^ which the spnn~ night lay hid from the cold light of the moon 
“Oie side the othei * de 1 ” he thought to himself stepping into 
* » I ght and back again Into the shadow* of the trees and houses. 
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“No, to hell with it all r It’s got to be life as I want it, or love as she 
wants it I’m for life I’m fed up’” 

He walked with difficult), his feet seemed to flounder in the 
shadows as if they were quick«ands or a quagmire He crossed to the 
other «idc of the street that was all bathed in the pale moonlight 
The town dropped reluctantly into the uneasy sleep of vernal 
night, but dark figures still roamed the streets like men after a hope- 
less quest A black rider rode pa^t swaying in Ins saddle, and the 
horse's hoofs struck two bluish 'parks out of the roadway 

A burly policeman was leading a long haired workman with a 
strap on his head The latter lurched from 'ide to side, raised his hand 
m a threatening gesture and buzzed like an enormous bumblebee 
"1 11 shshow jou, j just wait and «h 'hee ” 

A post office official went by arm in arm with a willow) young 
lady, leaving a curious tram of words in his wake 

‘ Ju«t a little bit open, and nobody can go through ” 

Dogs emitted sle*py little )elps os they ihru't their muzzles 
through the gates, the church watchman lei urely 'truck the hours 
he wojld strike once and wait until the sound melted in the blue air 
like a teardrop in n bowl of cold water 

* Ten,” counted Pavel 

He conjured up the little Mordvinian girl in a grey skirt and a 
yellow blouse with lacc in front She had three bIou«e«, and all were 
different 'hides oT )eI!ow and all too short for her VI lien she raised 
her arm3 the ends would slip out of her wai=tbard, and when she 
bent her body one coaid glimpse a strip of home'pun chemise of 
country linen Her «hirl too sat awkwardly on her, awrj 

“Her hair s nice,” he reminded lnmseir, feeling a desire to find 
in Liza «omethmg equal to his wife’s beauty 

* Lovely hair, so soft Her ejes loo Very sweet " 

An inner -voice protested 

* She s got bony knees Shoulders too . 

Darkness gazed at him from the window of Liza’s room He 
pressed his face against the pane and began drumming on the little 
ventilator window as he alwajs did There was a long silence, and 
then a strange feeble voice came through the ventilator 
“Who djou want’” 

“Is Li 2 a at home’” 


19-830 
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There came a muffled reply 
“She doesn’t live here” 

“What do you mean 9 ” 

“She’s gone.” 

“When did «hc go’’ 

“Four days ago Be gone now " 

“ft ait a minute 1 * said Pavelloudly, his chest pressed against the 
♦.all of the house. “Didn’t she leave me any message’” 

“Who 11 you be’” 

“Makov — -Pavel Maker ’ 

“There's a note (or you — here. I’ll push it through the window 
A light flashed for a moment and went out. 

There was another fla«h of light and the window glimmered like 
a big yellow face marred by a black diagonal scar 

The white corner of a rustling slip of paper was thrust out of 
the window Pavel seued »t unfolded it, and by the dun light of the 
window he lead in big sprawling characters 

“Pavel Mitnch, my dear m3n, I love you icry much but ft will 
he had as it is with your wife just the same Because I have begun 
to grow jealous of her and I hate her and it’s the same thing for you 
again therefore I am going away I don’t know where Luateta.” 

He crushed the note »n his hand hut instantly spread it out 
again, looked once more at the straggling lines, fore it into shreds- 
and said to himself with a sneer 

“Couldn’t think of anything better, ugly bitch ” 

He slowly let the pieces flutter to the ground as he gazed out at 
the field, empty and desolate like his heart gripped by a sudden terror 
"Silly girl 

Very quietly he retraced his steps rubbing the fences with b» 
•boulder, and sadly muttering 

“Oh Liza where have you gone’ ” 
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It was in ’92 the famine year, between Sukhum and Ochemchiry, 
on tlie river Kodor, not for from the coast — hollow sounding above 
the merry ripple of the glittering mountain stream I heard the rol 
mg sea 

Autumn Small, yellowed bay leaves were darting hither and 
thither m the while surf of the Kodor like nimble salmon trout I was 
sitting on the high stony bank overlooking the river and thinking 
that the gulls and cormorants were also, probably, taking the leaves 
for fish and being fooled— and that was why they were screaming so 
plaintively over there on the right, be) ond Inc trees, where the 
wares were lapping the shore 

The chestnut trees spreading above me were decorated with gold — 
at my feet lay numerous leaves that looked like hands severed from 
human wrists The branches of the hornbeam on the opposite bank 
were already bare and hung in the air like a tom net Inside the net, 
as if caught in it, hopped a yellow and red mountain woodpecker, 
tapping at th e bark of the trunk with its black beak, driving out the 
insects, which were at once gobbled op by tho^e guests from the 
north — the agile tomtits and grey nut hatches 

On my left, smoky clouds hung low over the mountain tops, 
threatening rain, and causing shadows to glide across the green 
elopes on which the hoxwood trees grew, and where, m the hollows 
of the ancient beeches and lindens one can find the “grog honey” 
which m the days of old nearly sealed the fate of the troops of Pom 
peius the Great It knocked a whole legion of the Roman ironsides 
oS their feet with its inebriating sweetness The wild bees make this 
honey from the pollen of bay and azalea blossoms, and “wayfarers” 
scoop it from the hollows and eat it spreading it on their latask— 
fiat cakes made from wheat flour 

This js what I was doing sitting on the stones under a chestnut 
tree, frightfully stung by an angry bee — I dipped my bread into my 
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tea can filled with honey and ate, meanwhile admiring the idle 
play of the bred autumn sun, 

Th“ Caucasus in the autumn is like the interior of a magnificent 
cathedral whicti the great sages — being also great 'inner* — built to 
hide tbeir shame for their past from prying eye* They brnlt a vast 
temple of gold turqnoi*e and emerald, and bung the mountain 
tides with the fine«t carpets embroidered m «ilk by the Turkmen 
in Samarkand and Shemaba, they plundered the whole world and 
brought all their loot here as a gift to the son as much as to say 
‘Thine — from Thine— to Thee'” 

I taw a vision of long bearded hoary giants large ey ed like 
merry children descend ng from the mountains beautifying the 
earth, scattering their multi-coloured treasures with a lavish hand, 
covering the mountain tops wih thick layers of siher and the ter 
races with the hung fabric of a va«t variety of trees — and under 
their hands this patch of heaven bles'ed earth was endowed with 
enchanting beauty 

Its a fine job — being a man jn this world 1 What wonderful 
things one e ees’ How the heart is t irred by pleasure almost akin 
to pa n in one s calm contemplation of beauty * 

ke« its true 'ometimes you fird it bard kour breart is filled 
with burning hatred and grief greedily sucks the blood from your 
heart — but ihjs cannot last for ever Even the sun often looks down 
on men in infimie sadness it has laboured so hard for them and 
what wretched manikirs they have turned out to be’ 

Of cour«e there s a lot of good on-s — but they need repair, or 
better still to be made all over again. 

Above the bu_hes on roy l*ft I 'aw dark heads bobbing, bare- 
ly perceptible above the murmur of the waves and the npphng 
sounds of the river I heard human voice' — thore vs ere the “stare 
mg” on their way from Sukhum, where they had been building * 
road, to Ocbemchiry i n the hope of getting another job 

1 knew them — they were from Orel I had worked with them m 
Sukhum and w e had been paid off together the day before. I had 
left before them, at night, so as to reach the seashore in time to seo 
the «nnn«e 

They were four muzhiks and a young peasant woman with high 
cheekbones she was pregnant, her huge abdomen protruded upward. 



she had blut*h-grey ejcs, seemingly bulging villi {right. I could see 
her head above the bushes too, covered vmh a yellow kerchief, 
nodding like a sunflower in full bloom aw a) mg in the wmd Hcrj 
husband had died in Sukhum from overeating himself with fruit. 

1 bad Jived in the same hutment with there people from (1 e good 
old Russian habit the) had com; lamed about their misfortunes so 
much and so loudly, that their lamentations mu«t have been heard 
a good five versts ana) 

They were dull people, crushed by sorrow, which hsd torn them 
from their native, worn out, barren sod and had swept them like 
autumn leaves to this place, wl ere the Mrange luxuriant climo 
amared and dazzle I them, and where the hard conditions of labour 
had finally broken them They gazed at ever) thing about them, 
bli nking t heir ^aad^faded ejes in perplexit) smiling pilifullv to 
each other and sajing In low voices 
"AJ-ce what a soil' ’ 

"The stuff just «hoots up**’ 

'lee-ej . but ‘till rt'a very stony " 

“It’s not so good, you have to adroit " 

And then thev recalled Kobili Lozliok Sukhoi Con Mokrenki— 
their native villages, where every handful of earth contained ths 
o«he» of their forefathers, they r*mcmbcred it, it was familiar and 
dear to them they had watered it with the sweat of lleir brows 

There was another woman with them — tall upright with a chest 
as flat as a hoard aleavyjswand dull squinting ejes os Mack as coal 
In the evening «he together with the woman in the yellow ker 
chief, would go a little distance behind l! e hutment, squat down on 
a hc-'p of stones and resting her chm in tl e palm of her hand and 
inclining her head to the side would sing in a high pitched angry 
voice 

Beyond the village churchyard 
Among the tushes green. 

On the yellow 'and l ll spread 
My shoul so uhite and clean 
And there J7f wait . 

Until my darling comes .. 

And when he comes 
Til greet him heartily 



2£1 


MAXIM CORKT 


Usually the one in the yellow kerchief would sit silently looking 
down st her abdomen but sometimes she would suddenly join in 
and in a deep drawling masculine 10 ce would sing the words of 
the as d refrain 

Oh my darling 
My dear darling 
I am not fated 
To see thee more 

In the block, suffocating darkness of the southern night, these wa 1 
tug voices awakened in me the memory of the snowy wilderness of lb* 
north of the shrieking blizzard and the howling of the wolves 
Later the cross-eyed woman was ‘truck down by fever and she 
was carried to ihe town on a canvas strrtcb»r — on the way she shiv- 
ered and moaned and the moan ng *ounded as if she was coatiau 
mg her «ong about the c! urchyard and the sand 

The head in th* >ellow kerchief dived below the bush and 
%am hed 

I fin shed my breakfast, covered the honey in my tea can with 
leaves t ed up my knap«ack and l«*urely followed in ihe track of 
the other people tapping the firm ground with my comef wood 
walking ‘tick. 

And «o there I was on the narrow grey strip of road On mj 
right heaved the deep bine sea It looked as though thou'ands of 
invisible carpenters were planing it with their planes and the white 
shavings rustled on the beach blown there by Ihe wind, which was 
moi*t warm and fragrant, I ke the breath of a robust woman A 
Turkish felucca, li»ting heavily to port, was glid ng towards Sukhum 
its sails puffed out like the fat cheeks of the pompous road engi 
peer in Sukhunv^a most important fellow For some reason ho 
always said “shoot oop“ for “shnt up” and “rnebbe” for “may be.” 

“Shoot oop* Mebbe you think yon can fight, but ui two ticks TO 
have you hauled off to the police station ,n 

He used lo take a delight in baving people dragged off to the 
police station, and it is good to think that by now the worms in 
bis grave must have eaten bis body nght down to the bones 

How easy it was to walk! Like treading on air Pleasant 
thoughts, brighlly-elad reminiscences, sang i n soft chorus in my 
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memory These voices in ray sou! were like the white crested waves 
-of the sea — on the surface, deep down, however, my <ouI was calm 
The bright and joyous Slopes of youth swam leisurely, like silvery 
fish m the depths of the sea 

The road led to the seashore, winding its way nearer and near 
«r to the sandy strip that was lapped by the waves — the hushes too 
seemed to be striving to get a glimpse of the *ea and swayed over 
the ribbon of road as if nodding greetings to the blue expan<e 
The wind was blowing from the mountains — threatening ram 
... A low moan in the bu'bes — a human moan, which always 
goes to the heart 

Pushing the bushes apart I saw the woman in the jellow ker 
chief sitting with her back against the trunk of a walnut tree, her 
head was dropped on one shoulder, her mouth was contorted, her 
-eyes bulged with a look or insanity She was supporting her huge 
abdomen with her hands and breathing with such unnatural elfort 
that her abdomen positively leapt convulsively The woman moaned 
faint I v, exposing her yellow wo!fi«h teeth. 

‘Whats the matter 9 Did somebody hit you?” I asked, bending 
over her She rubbed one bare foot against the other in the grey dust 
like a fly cleaning it«elf and rolling her heavy head, she gasped 
“Go away' . Ain’t you got no shame 9 Co away' ” 

I realized what was the matter— -I had seen something like this 
before — of course I was scared and skipped back into the road but 
the woman uttered a loud prolonged shriek, her bulging eyes seemed 
to burst and tears rolled down her (lushed and swollen cheeks 

This compelled me to go back to her I threw my knap«ack, 
kettle and lea can to the ground, lay the woman flat on her back 
and was about to bend her legs at tbe knees when she pushed me 
away, punched me m the face and chest and turning over, she crept 
off on all fours deeper into the bushes, grunting and growling like 
a she bear 

“Devil ’ Beast’” 

Her arms gave way and she dropped, sinking her face on the 
ground She shrieked again, convulsively «tretching her legs 

In the heat or the excitement I suddenly remembered all I had 
known about this business I turned the woman over on her back 
and bent up her legs — the chorion was already visible 



“Lie still, it’s coming'” I said to her 

I ran to die bra h rolled up my sleeves, washed my hands and 
returned, ready to act as midwife , 
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Cut the cord * the mother whispered Her ejes were closed 
Her face was haggard and grey, like that of a corpse, her livid lips 
barely moved as she said 

' Cut it with jour kmfe ” 

But somebody in the hut had stolen my kmfe — so I bit the navel 
cord through with my teeth The child jelled in a real, Orel bass 
voice The mother smiled I saw her ejes miraculouslj revive and 
a blue flame burned in their bottomless dcptlis Her dark hand 
groped in her skirt searching for her pocket and her blood «tamed 
bitten lips moved 

‘I’ve no strength Bit of tape in my pocket 
tie up navel ’ she said 

1 found the piece of tape and tied up the child s navel The moth 
er smiled «till more happily, that smile was so bright that it 
almost dazzled me 

* Put your«e!f straight while I go and v a«h him ” I said 

‘Take care Do it gently now Take care,” she muttered anx 
lously 

But this red manikin didn’t need gentle handling He waved Ins 
fists and jelled as if challenging me to fight 
^aannh jaaaah” 

“That s it' That’s it little brother' A<sert j our>elf The neigh 
hours will pull jour head off if jou don t * I warned him 

He emitted a particularly «avage yell at ll e first impact of the 
surf which *1 la I ed us both but wl en I began to slap 1 is che«t and 
back he screwed up his cjcS and he struggled and shrieked as wave 
after wave wasl ed his body 

Go on jell 1 ^ ell at the top of your lungs' Show ’em you come 
from Orel 1 I si outed encouragmgl j 

When I brought him back to his mother she was Ijing on the 
ground with her eyes closed again b ting her lips from ihe fits of 
after pain but amidst her groaning and moaning I heard I er whis- 
per 

‘Give give him to me 

“He C3n wait 1 ’ 

“No' Give him to me'” 

She unbuttoned her blouse with trembling uncertain hands I 
helped her to uncover her breast, which nature had made fit to feed 
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twenty children, and put the struggling Orelian to her warm body 
The Orelian understood at once what was coming and slopped yell 

* Holy A irgm Mother of God,” the mother muttered with a #’0^* 
rolling her di«hevcl!cd head from side to side on the knap'ack 

Suddenly *he uttered a low shriek, fell silent again, and then 
opened her in*"epres*ively beautiful eyes — the sacred eyes of a mother 
who has just given birth to a child They were blue, and they gazed 
into the blue sky A grateful, joyful smile gleamed and melted in 
them Raising her weary arm the mother slowly crossed herself and 
her child . 

*‘Ble«s you, Holy Virgin, Mother of God Oh . ble<s you. 

The light m her eyes died out again Her face again assumed 
that haggard hue She remained silent fora longtime, scarcely breath 
mg But suddenly «he said in a firm, matter of fact tone 

“Laddie, untie my bag.” 

1 untied the bag She looked hard at me, smiled faintly, and 
I thought I saw a blush, eier so fauit, pass over her hollow cheek* 
and perspiring brow 

“Go off a little way,” she said. 

Take care, don’t disturb yourself too much,” I warned her 

“All right . Ail nght. Co away’” 

I retired into the bushes nearby I felt aery tired, and it seemed 
as though beautiful birds were singing softly in my heart — and to- 
gether with the unceasing raunnur of the sea this singing sounded 
so good that I thought I could listen to it for a whole year . . . 

Somewhere, not far away, a brook was bubbling — it sounded like 
the voice of a girl telling her friend about her lover . 

A head rose above the bushes, covered with a yellow kerchief, 
already tied, m the regular way 

Hey’ What’s this’ You've got up father soon, haven’t you?" 
I cried in amazement 

The woman sat down on the ground, holding on to the branches 
for support, she looked as if all the strength had been drained 
from her There was not a hint of colour in her ashen grey face, 
except for her eyes, which looked like large, blue pools She smiled 
a tender smile and whi«pered 

“Look — he’* asleep ” 
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Yes, he was sleeping all right, but no different from any other 
kid as far as I could s-e, if there was any difference it was only 
in the surroundings He was lying on a heap of bright ajtumn 
leaves, under a bush of the land that don’t grow in the Orel 
Gubernia 

“You ought to lie down for a bit, mother," I said. 

“\o-o o," she an<w ered, shaking her head weakly *Tre got to 
collect mv things and go on to that place . wh3t do they call it 9 ” 
“Ochemchiry 9 ” 

“Yes, that’s ngV I suppose my folks are a good few versts 
from here now ” 

“But will you be able to walk 9 ’ 

‘What about the Virgin Mary 9 Won’t 'he help me 9 
Well since she was going with the \irgm Mary — 1 had nothing 
more to say 1 

She gated down at the tiny puckered, discontented face warm 
rays of kindly light radiating from her eyes She licked her lips 
and slowly stroked her hrea'L 

I lit a fire and heaped some stones near it on which to place 
the kettle 

“I’ll give you *orue tea in a minute, mother," I *aid. 

"Ob’ That will be fine. My breasts feel dried up" she an. 
swered 

“Have your folks deserted you 9 " 

“No* Why 'hould they 9 I dropped behind. They had had a 
drink or two \nd a good thing, too I don’t know what I’d haTe 
done if they were around " 

She glanced at me covered her face with her arm, spat out 
with blood and then «miled shamefacedly 
“Is he your imt 9 " I a'ked. 

“Yes, my fir*L . Who are you 9 ” 

“It looks like I’m a man ’ 

“You’re a man all right* Are you roamed?” 

“I haven’t had the honojr” 

“You are fibbing aren’t you 9 " 

“No, why should I 9 " 

She cast her eyes down m reflection. Then she asked 
“How is it you know about this women’s business 9 ” 
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Now I did lell a fib I «aid 

"I learned about it In a student. Do you know what that is ,w 
“Of cour*e, I do* Our priest’s eldest son is a student. He’s learn- 
ing to be a pne*L ** 

4 Well, I’m one of lho«e. I had better go and fill the kettle ** 
The woman inclined her head towards her baby to hear whether 
he was breathin'* Then 6he looked in the direction of the sea and 
said 

4 1 d I ke to hare a ws«h but I don’t know what the water’s like 
Whai kind of water is It'# both *alty and biller ” 

VI ell )ou go and wa*li in it. Il’< health) water’" 

'What'” 

“I m telling you the troth And it’s wanner than the water m the 
brook Tbe brook herp i« as cold as ice * 

4 You ougl t to know ” 

An Abkhazian wearing a shaggy sheep*kin hat, rode pan at a 
walking pace Ins lead drooped on his chest, ile was dozing His lit 
tie wiry bor*e twitching its ears looked at us a'kance with its round 
black eves and norted The rider raided his head with a jerk, a!«o 
glanced in our directon and then allowed his head to droop again 
“Tl c> re funn) people here And they look so fierce too,” tbe 
Orel woman said softly 

I went to the brook The water, as bright and volatile as quicksil- 
ver, bubbled and gurgled over the ‘tones, and the autumn leaves were 
merrily tumbling user and over in it It was wonderful* I washed my 
hands and face and filled the kettle Through the bushes, on my way 
back, I saw the woman on her hands and knees crawling over the 
ground, over the *tO"es looking back anxiou*ly 
“What’s the matter 7 ” I enquired. 

The woman ‘topped short as if she were ‘cared, her face became 
a*hcn grey, and ‘he tried to conceal something under her body I 
guessed what it was 

“Give it to me, III bury it," I said. 

“Oh, my dear* What are you talking about 7 It’s got to be taken 
to a bathhouse and buned under the floor ” 

“Do von think they’ll build a bathhouse here soon?” 

“You are joking hut I am afraid’ Suppose a wild beast eats it- . . 
Still, it’s got to be honed ...” 
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\nd with that she turned her face away and handing me a moist, 
heavybundle, she said shamefacedly in a soft imploring voice 
“You’ll do it thoroughly, won’t you 9 Bury it as deep as you can, 
for the sake of Christ and my little one. You will, won’t you 9 ” 

.. When I returned I saw heT walking from the seashore with 
faltering steps and outstretched arm Her «kirt wa3 wet to the waist 
Her face had a touch of colour in it and seemed to be shining with 
on inner light I helped her to the fire, thinking to myself in amaze- 
ment 

“She lias the «!rength of an ox’’ 

Ijitcr, as we were drinking lea with honey, she asked me quietly 
“Have ) 0 u stopped jour book learning'” 

* Yes ” 

“Why 9 Did you take to drink 9 " 

“Yes, mother I went to the dogs*” 

“That was a nice thing to do* I remember you, though I noticed 
you in Sukhum when jou bad a row with the bo«s over the food. I 
said to mj«elf then He must be o drunkard He’s not afraid of 
anything . ” 

Licking the honey from her swollen lips she kept turning her 
blue eyes to the hush where live latest Otelian was sleeping peacefully 
“How’s he going to live 9 ’ «he said with a «jgh, looking into my 
face *‘\ou helped me For that 1 thank you But whether it will 
be good for him I don't know ” 

Wh°n *he had finished her meal she cros’cd hemelf, and while 
I wa’s collecting my things »he sat drowsily swaying her body and 
gazing at the ground with eyes that *eemed to have faded again, 
evidently engrossed in thought A little later she got up 
“Are you really going 9 ” I asked. 
e=> ” 

“Take care of yourself, mother” 

“What about the Virgin Mary 9 Pick him up and give him 
to me 1 ” 

“I’ll carry him " 

We argued about it for a bit and then she yielded, and we set 
out. walking side by side, shoulder to shoulder 

“I hope I won’t stumble," she 6aid laughing guiltily and plac 
ing her arm on my shoulder 
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The new innabitant of the land of Russia, the mm of unknown 
destiny, was lying in my arms, snoring heavily The « a, all covered 
with white lace trimming*, splashed and surged on the shore. The 
bu'hes whi«pered to each other The sun shone as it pas*ed the 
meridian 

We walked on «lowly Now and again the mother halted, hcaTed 
a deep sigh, and throwing her head back she looked around, at the 
sea, at the woods at the mountains, and then into the face of her 
son — and her e\es thoroughly washed with the tears of suffering 
were a "am wonderfully clear, again they shone with the blue light 
of inexhau'tihle love 

Once «he halted and said 

‘Lord 1 Dear, good God! How good it is How good 1 Oh if I 
could go on like this, all the time, to the very end of the world, and 
he my little one, would grow, would keep on growing in freedom, 
near his mother’s breast, my darling little boy ” 

The *ea murmured and murmured 
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On the river opposite the city, seven carpenters were hurriedly 
repairing an ice apron the townsfolk had taken apart for firewood 
during the winter 

The spring was late that vear — the stripling March looked more 
like October, only around midday, and not every day at that, a pale, 
wintry sun would appear in a iky shot through with sunbeams and 
diving through.lhe blue rents m the clouds, 'quint down ill naturedly 
at the earth 

It was already Friday of Passion Week and still at night the 
dnpping eaves froie into blue icicles a good half aTshin long, the 
ice on the nver, now bare of snow, had the same bluish Unt as the 
wintry clouds. 

Wlule the carpenters worked, the church bells in th“ town rang 
out their mournful, metallic appeal The workers rai'ed their heads 
and gazed into the murky haze that enveloped the town, and often 
an axe poised for a blow would hang for a moment in mid air as 
though reluctant to cleave the gentle sound 

Here and there on the broad surface of the river fir branches, 
stack into the ice to mark the paths, cracks and fissures, pointed 
9kywaTds like the hands of a drowning man twisted with the ague 
The river presented a dreary spectacle, deserted ard bare, its 
surface a scabrous mass it spread desolately away into the gloomy 
space from which a dank thill wind breathed lazily and dismally 
. . Foreman Osip, a neat well built little chap with a tidy silver 
heard that clung in tiny curls to his pink cheeks and mobile neck, 
old Osip always m the fore, was shouting 
‘Get a move on there, you hen’s spawn’ ** 

And turning to me, he said mockingly 

“Now then overseer. What’re you standing there mooning for 9 
What do you think you’re supposed to be doing 9 Didn't Vassil $er 
gtich the contractor, put you here? Well, then it’s your job to keep 
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us fit jt, ’Get a move on yon so and so'* You’re supposed to fell at 
u* That’s what you’re here for, and jou stand there blinking like « 
fi'Ii Yoj’re not suppo*ed to blink, you're supposed to keep your 
eyes open, and do some shouting too. You’re a sort of boss 
around here. TCell, then, go ahead end gne orders, you cuckoo'a 

“Get moving there, you demons’” he yelled at the men, *TTe’ve 
got to finish the work today, don’t we 7 ” 

He himself was the lazicn of the lot- He knew his business quite 
well, and could work with dexterity and zeal when he had a mind 
to, but he didn’t care to take the trouble and preferred to entertatn 
the others with tall stones. And so when work would be forging 
ahead and the men would be at it m silent absorption, suddenly 
«b*cs*ed by the desire to do everything well and smoothly, Osip 
would begin in his purring voice 

"Dia l ever tell you about the time. . ” 

For two or three minutes the men would appear to pay no heed 
to him «n"T©«ed in their «awing and planing, and his soft tenor 
would flow dreamily on meandering around them and claiming their 
attention His light blue eyes haff-clo»td Osip fingered his curly 
btard and, snacking his lips with pleasure, mulled happily over 
each woTd. 

“So he catches this here carp, puts it away m bis basket and goes 
oil into the wood* thinking about the fine fi*h «oup he’s going to 
have . And all of a sudd»n he hears a woman’s voice pipe up, he 
can’t tell from where ‘Yelesy a a, ^lelesy a a’ . ,M 

Lyonka, ihe lanky angular Mordvinian, nicknamed Narodets, « 
young man with small eyes fall of wonderment, lowered his axe 
and stood gaping 

“And from ilie ba*ket a deep has* voice answers ‘Here 1 am 1 ’ 
And that very «ame minute the lid of the basket snaps back and out 
|\uops the fi*h and darts straight back into the pool . . ” 

Sanyavin, an old discharged soldier and a saturnine drunk who 
suffered from asthma and had a grudge of long-standing against 
life, croaked hoarsely 

“How could a carp move ahont on land?" 

Have you ever heard of a fish that could talk 7 ” Osip retorted 
sweetly 
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Motei Budjrin a dull witted muzhik who'c prominent cheek 
bones, jutting chin and receding forehead lent his face a canine 
appearance, a silent unprqios«cs«ing fellow, gave vent to his three 
favourite words in his slow nasal drawl* 

‘ That’s true enough ” 

His unfailing rc«ponv* to an) story — incredible, homble filthy 
or malicious — would be those three words uttered in a low voice 
tli3t rang with conviction 

‘"That’s true enough” 

Each time I heard them it was ns though «omr heavv fi«t "truck 
me thnee on the die«t 

Work stopped because lame and stuttering kakov Bovev also 
wanted to tell a ft<h stor> in fact he had alread) begun his tale but 
no one listened to him, in* tend ever) hod) laughed at hi* painful 
efforts to speak He curbed and swore brandished h» chfiwl and foam 
in w at the mouth )ellcd to ever) one’s amusement 

“When one man lies like a trooper )Ou take it for go-pel but 
I’m telling )ou a true storv and all vou can do is cackle like a lot 
of mimb«ku!l«, bla*t )Ou ” 

B) now the men hod dropped their tools and were dioutmg and 
gesticulatin'*, whereupon Osip took off Ins cap banng Ins venerable 
•liver head with its bald pate and stcml) admonished 

Her thalll do now’ kou’ve had ) our breathing «pcll now get 
back to work 1 ' 

*\ou "tartrd it,” croaked the rx "oldier spitting di«gu«tcdly on 
fits hand* 

(Xip began naming at me 
Now then overseer 

I felt that he had some definite purpo*c jn detracting the men 
from their work with Ins chattir but what I dnl not understand was 
whether he did it to conceal his own lazine«s or to give the workers 
a breather When the contractor was around, 0*ip behaved with the 
utmost *>erviUt) acting the simpleton »n front of the bo«s contriving 
even ^aturdsv to wheedle a little extra money out of him for the 
artel 

On the whole he was devoted to the men hut the old worker" had 
OAUfscCoe bun. -the) cou«idered him a clown and a £pod f oi! nothun" 
nnd had little respect for him and even the )oung folk who enjoyed 
“O-RIO 
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rather with ill-concealed mistrust and often with hostility 

I once asked die Mordmmn an inlelligenl chop with whom I 
oflen had .me heart to-heart talk,, .hat he thought of Osip 

Idutino ” he replied with a gnu. Devil knows hes all 

\! Z "? ” e Tbm * fl " * P”' e b = fern on 

tlikhauo the chap who died a -harp longued fellow bo .a-, 
and deter too quarrelled wrth him once .,th Osip tied * end 
lammed into 0 ,p something fierce TVhat land of . man are yon’ 
«yt he As a workingman yon re finished and yon hascnt learned 
b “ ! s ° II -pend you, dajs d.nglmg Ike a forgotten 
ph™ on a string Huts pretty near the troth, and no 

TJen after another pause h c added uneasily 
But hes all nght, a good chap on the whole 
ln „ one°Hcry P r (l0n "?°? S **“ “ extremely embarrass 

£_ * W “ \ ,id «/ P« ty Urn contractor to 

“ ?*' lb ' “ rp “'"» did not steal the nails or 

ZwfiutL , /““ 8 r ° f "> *>>»“ »* that I was quite 

afforded itself ° W ^ n ° bt nimanc e tn fact. And if an) opportunity 
,0 b “P ■» »1t ■ board or to do me 4T. other 
the most ont. ’ ' r br ‘ < ” d " n - ,h 'l “ 0l,ld »»' herniate to make 

to "* “ b ?"f “ d'O'r mid.. I would hate liked 

find L wot,”lS 'S°ou ', '° " r P "””' b “' 1 mU " or 

™ghd heamly^Lf'J PP ”" re ° ™ «>«™“ 

wafk^S'irm'e “'^“1 H* ^ ? mraU “ l ">- 0 ,p would 
, c m hl * deliberate way and say 

***- ]ets « loot - 

x\ m 8CTew [ n P «nd semitone the entry 

vaguely * nte Car ^ T enou S^” he would comment somewhat 

SlaT™e“«‘ i e„'^i 0 S i Pn "" d te '” n P «“> b « ™tt m church 
•TOtaf. that fm, .T 7 ™“; S ™ “o" 1 ' 11 S-ble to hut, 

“If. 4- let,,, °° l " s ral ‘“' **«’” 
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"Ah, D* \lTiat a fancy loop .. And what’re \ou written on 
that line?” 

“Boari, nuie ar-hm, five.” 

“Sit, you mean ” 

“No, five.” 

‘What do you mean, five 9 Look, Soldier cut up one ” 

“He shouldn’t have .. ” 

“Who says he shouldn’t 9 He took half to the pub . ’ 

He looked straight at me with his eyes as blue as cornflowers, 
twinkling merrily, and, fingering his heard, «aid with shameless 
imperturbability 

“Come on, now, put down sit f Look here, you cuckoo’s egg, it’s 
wet and cold and the work’s hard, a fellow’s got to have a little 
drink now and again to warm his soul, don’t he 9 Don’t be «o upright, 
you won’t bribe God that way ” 

He talked long and earnestly, his gentle, caressing words seemed 
to engulf me like a shower of sawdust until I felt dazed and blinded 
by them and found myself altering the figure without protest 

“Now that’s more like ill Why, the figure even looks nicer, «it 
ting there on the line like a nice, fat kind hearted wench 

I saw him triumphantly reporting fos victory to the carpenters 
and knew that they all despised me for my weakness, and my 
fifteen year old heart wept with humiliation and ugly, dreary 
thoughts whirled m my head 

“How «trange and «tupid all this is Why is he so sure that I 
won’t go end change the sit back to a fire, and that l won’t tell the 
contractor they sold the board for drinks 9 ” 

Once they stole two pounds of eight inch spikes and clamp- 
Li-ten hen,” 1 warned 0 ip * I’m going to put that down' * 

“Go ahead l ’ he replied lightly his grey eyebrows twitching “It’s 
tune to put a stop to all this nonsense' Go ahead, write it down, 
that’ll teach the sons of bitches ” 

And he shouted to the men 

“Hey you, loafers, you’ll be paying a fine for tho=e spikes and 
clamps 1 ” 

“What for 9 ” the ex soldier demanded grimly 
“You can’t get away with that *ort of thing all the time,” Osip 
calmly explained 
20* 
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The carpenters grumbled and looked advance at me, and I was 
not at all sure that I would carry out my threat and whether, if I 
did. I would be doing right 

“I’m going to quit this job,” I said to Osip. “You C3rt all go to 
the deni* I’ll be taking to thieving myself if I «tay with you fel- 
lows much longer." 

0<ip pondered this for a while, stroking his heard thoughtfully. 
Then he squatted down bc*ide me and said softly : 

“\ou know, lad, you’re quite right!" 

“Eh’” 

“Yoj'te got to clear out. What son of a foreman or overseer ate 
vou? In a job like this a roan mu‘t lia\c respect for property, 
he’a got to hate the soul of a watchdog to guard his master’s belong- 
ings like his own hide. .. A pup like you’s no good for a job like 
thi«, you haten’t any feeling for property. If V«s«il Scrgeich knew 
how you let u« carry on lie would take you by the scruff of your 
neck and throw you right out. be would! Because you’re not on as- 
set to him, vou’ic a liability and a man has to be an asset to hU 
ma«ter. See what I mean?” 

fie rolled a cigarette and handed it to me. 

“Hate a smoke, penpushcr, it’ll clear your head. If you weren’t 
such a smart, handy lad, my advice to you would be: lake the holy- 
orders! But you haten't got the character for that; you’re a stab- 
Ixrni, hard ton of ebap, you wouldn’t give in to the abbot bimseU. 
With a character like yours you'll never get on in the world. And 
a monk’s like a jackdaw, he don’t care what he pecks; so long as 
there arc seeds he don't care where they come from. I’m telling you 
all this from the bottom of my heart became 1 can see that you’re 
©ul of place here, a cuckoo’s egg in a strange nest. . . 

He took off his cap, as he always did when he was about to say 
something particularly important — stared up at the bleak sky and 
ob'ened piously: 

“God knows we’re a thieving lot and be won’t forgive os for it. . . .” 

“That’s true enough,” Mokei Budyrin trumpeted. 

From that moment silver-haired Osip with his bright eyes and 
-du«ky soul had a pleasant fascination for me; a sort of friendship 
sprang up between us, although I noticed that his good relations 

with me enibarra®«<d him somehow; in front of the others he looked 
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at me vacantly, his cornflower blue eyes darting thi* way and that, 
and his lips twisted in a fal«c, unpleasant grimace as he addressed me 
“Now then. Keep you eyes peeled, cam jour hung can’t >ou «ee 
Soldier over there chewing nails for all he’s worth ” 

But when wc were alone he 'pole with a gentle wisdom and a 
clever little gleam played in Ins bright blue eyes as the) looked 
straight into mine I listened carefully to what this old man had to 
say, for his words were true and hone tly weighed although some- 
times he spoke strangely 

“A man ought to be good * 1 remarked once 
‘’Yes, indeed'” he agreed Then 1 e chuckled and with downcast 
eyes he went on softly 

“But what exactly do you mean Lj ‘good’ 9 The wiy I *ee it 
people don’t care a hang about sour goodness or honesty «o long as 
it doesn’t benefit them No, it pajs to l*e nice to them, amuse them 
humour them . and someday perhaps it will bring sou good 
returns' Of course, I don’t deny it niu«t be a line thing to look at 
sonrsclf in the mirror and know you'ro a good man But ns far as 
I can see it’s all the same to folks whether sou’re a ruffian or a 
saint «o long as you’re nice to them That’s about the size of it 
lad'” 

I am in the habit of observing people Carefully for I feel that 
each individual I come in contact with might help me fathom the 
•icretof this mysterious muddled, painful business called life more 
over, there is one question that has neser ceased to torment me 
What is the human soul 9 

It seems to me that «ome souls must be like brass globes fixed 
rigidly to the breast so that the reflection they cast back Is diMorted, 
ugly and repulsive And then there are «6uls that are as flat as nur 
rors. Such souls might ju«t as well not be there it all 

But most human souls I imagine to be formless «s clotids of an 
indetenninate opaqueness like the fickle opal always ready to change 
its hue to conform to whatever colour comes in contact with it 
I did not know, nor could I imagine what Comely old D ip’s 
soul was like, it was something my mind could not fathom 
I pondered these things as I gazed out over thfe rner to where 
tat town ciung to "fne Vn’tVihe -vfoitfcnig VaVi “vine ’prafi %A WiVj ^rum 
all of its helfries ‘that 'oared «kvwirds like the white pipes of my 
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beloved organ in the Polish church. The crush's on the churche* 
like blurred stars cap ured by the dreary sky, winked and trembled 
and seem'd to be reaching out toward th» clear thy behind the grey 
blanket of wind torn clouds but the clouds scurried aloitz, effacing 
with dark shadow* the gar colour* down below, and each tune the 
sunbeams emerged from the bottomless aLyw* between them 
to bathe the town m bncht hue* they hastened to blot them oat 
again, the dank shadows grew heavier an! after one instant of 
gladn-ss all was gloomv and dreary again 

The buildings of the town were like heap* of soiled snow, tbe 
ground beneath them wa* black and bare, an 1 the tiers in the gar 
den, were like clod* of earth the dull gleam of the windowpanes 
in the grey house walls reminded one of wirier and the poignant 
sadness of the pale northern spring spread* «oflly oyer the whole scene 
Mishuk Dyatlov a tow headed, broad-shouldered, pawkv lad with 
a harelip e*«ated a «ong 

She come to him in the morning 
Put he died the rueht before 

“Shut up you bastard,” the ex soldier shouted at him, “have vo* 
forgotten what day it is 7 ” 

Bovev was al«o angry He *hook hi* fi*r at Dyatlov hissing 
“S-swinc'” 

“We re a hardy touoh lot,” 0*ip «aid to Budynn a* he sat astride 
the top of the icrbreak measuring it* slant with narrowed eyes. 
"Slip it out an inch to the left that’s it’ A ravage lot, that’* what 
we are Once I saw e bishop come along and the people crowded 
abound him, fell on their knees and Legged and implored him 
‘Your Reverence,’ they said, ‘drive away the wolves, the wolves are 
mining ns’ And he towered over them and thundered "i ou’re 
supposed to be Orth odor Christians 7 1 11 hare you all severely pun 
ished’’ "Very wrathful be was, why he even spat ia their faces A 
I ttle old chap be was with a kindly face bleary-eyed. ** 

4! out fifty vardi down the river from the »ce aprons some boat 
men and tramps were chopping tbe ice around the barges, the crow 
bars cracked into the ice, crushing the bnttle, greyish blue crust of 
tbe TJVer the slender handles of tbe boathooks swayed back and 
forth pushing the broken pieces under tbe «olid tee. the current 
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gurgled and from the sandy beach came the murmur of streamlet* 
On the ice apron planes cut into wood, saws screeched and hammers 
pounded, driving clamps into the yellow, smoothly planed wood — 
ai d all there rounds mingled with the ringing of the bells which, 
scftened by the distance, stirred the soul It was as if all the labour 
of the bleak day had been a paean to spring, urging her to descend 
upon the thawing but «till naked and wretched earth 

‘Call die German 1 ’ someone yelled hoarsely, “we need more 
men ” 

From shore came the response 
“Where is he 9 ” 

“Look in the pub ” 

The voices floated bean I y in the moisture-laden air and echoed 
drearily over the broad nver 

The men worked feverishly but careless!) , everyone was anxious 
<o get to town, to the bathhouse and then to church as quickly as 
l o'sible. Sashok Dyatlov a well built, agile lad with a shock of curly 
hair bleached white like bis brother’s was particularly worried. He 
kept glancing up-stream, saying softly to his brother 
‘Don’t >ou hear it crackling 9 ’’ 

The ice had stirred the night before and the river police had 
been keeping the hordes oil the river ever since the morning before, 
a few pedestrians were still slipping across over the foot bridges, like 
beads sliding on «lnngs and yon could hear the boards smacking 
against the water as they bent under the weight 

“It’s cracking up,’ raid Mnhuk, blinking his white lashes 
Osip, who had been scanning the river his eyes shaded wnth his 
band, cut him short. 

‘It’s the sawdust in your noodle cracking*” he said “You get 
on with file job, son of a sorcerers’ Overseer, take your nose out of 
your book and keep them at it'” 

There was about two hours’ work left, the sides of the icebreak 
•were already covered with gleaming planks os yellow as butter, end 
only the thick iron bands remained to be spiked on Boyev and Sa 
nyavin had cut out the grooves for the strips of iron but it was now 
discovered th3t thev had made them too narrow 

"Tim VA-tf/i Wh ywf” Owp 4a t M'wd.vavvu?. 

his head in despair “Call that work 9 ” 



Suddenly a voice rawed in a joyful shout was heard from the shore. 

‘It’s moving 1 Hoorrayl” 

As if in accompaniment to the howl, a fnuit crunching roMling 
sound cam: down the river, the gnarled claws of the pine-bough mark- 
ers trembled and seemed to clutch at the air for support, and wav 
mg their boat hooks, the boatmen and tramps noisily clambered up 
rope ladders to board their barges 

It was strange to sc* the deserted river suddenly become crowded 
with people they teemed to have popped up from under the ICC 
end were now rushing hack and forth hie jackdaws scared by a 
gunshot, running hither and thither hauling boards and poles drop 
ping them and picking them up again. 

“Get your tools together*** roared Osip “I ivrfy there, von 
'K e’re going ashore’'* 

“There goes Easter Sunday*" exclaimed Sashok bitterly 

To us it seemed as if the river stood still, while the city shudder 
ing and swaying, with the hill under it, began to sail slowly up the 
nver The grey sandy landslip about seventy feet ahead of us al“o 
stirred and floated away 

“Get moving*” Osip shouted, giving me a push “What’re you 
gaping el’" 

A dread sensation of danger gripped me, and my feet, feeling 
the ice shift underneath, mechanically propelled my body to the 
sand spit where the willow -wands broken and bent by the winter 
■winds jutted up naked and bare. Boyev, Soldier, Budyrrn and tbe 
two Dyatlovs got there ahead of xne The Mordvinian ran beside me 
swearing angrily -while Osip brought up the Tear 

"Stop youT howling, Narodets ” I heard Osip shout 
“But what are ve goittg to do. Uncle 0*ip ’ 

“Everything’s all right, you’ll see” 

“We 11 be stuck here for a couple of days " 

“Then you’ll sit it out ” 

“What about the holiday’” 

“They’ll manage this year without you” 

‘Bunch of cowards” sneered Soldier, sitting on the sand nnd 
smoking his pipe “It’g only a hop skip and a jump lo the shore 
and -vo-uYe ready to run like mad ” 

“You were the first to lake to your heels ” Mokei put m. * 
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“Wliat’re jou afraid of?” Soldier continued. ‘ Christ was the 
Saviour and even he had to die . ” 

“But he was resurrected, wasn’t he’” the Mordvinian muttered 
hurt by the other’s remarks 

“Shut up, jou pup’” Bojev shouted at him ‘Sure he was resur 
reeled Today’s Fndsj, not Sunday'”* 

The March sun broke through a blue gulf between the clouds 
and the ice glistened as if mocking at U9 Osip scanned the deserted 
rner, shading his eyes with his hand 

“She’s stopped,” he said “But not for long ’ 

“No holiday for ns” Sashok muttered sullenly 
Angry furrows cleft the Mordvinian’s beardle*' mouslaciiele^s 
face as dark and rough hewn as an unpared potato 

* So we can sit right here,” he muttered blinking ‘vmh nothing 
to e3t and no money People are enjoying tbem«elves, but wc 
Victims of greed, that’s what we are ” 

“It’s o matter of need not greed' ' Osip his eyes glued to 
the nver and Ins thoughts apparently far awa} «poke as if talk 
mg m his sleep “What are these ice breakers for’ To protect 
the barges and ever} thing else from the ice The ice hasn't an/ 
«ensc, it’ll ju«t pile up on the string of boats — and good bye prop 
erty * 

“Spit on it It isn’t ours is it’ * 

“No use reasoning with a fool ” 

“Ought to’ve fixed them earlier ” 

Soldier twisted his face m a frightful grimace 
“Shut up, Mordvinian'” he shouted 
‘ It’s stopped ” Osip repeated 

The boatmen were shouting on hoard their 'vessels. From the 
uver a chill breath and an evil ominous silence were wafted The 
pattern of the markers scattered over the ice altered, and everything 
seemed altered pregnant with tense expectatioh 

* Uncle Oaip, what are we going to do 9 ” one of the young lads 
-u“ked timidly 

“Hi 9 " he responded absently 

“Vre-we going to stay here 9 ” 1 ■* 
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cracks loo Anybody got a rope? Here, you give me the level . 
Heady* I’ll go ahead, and after me . who's the fi easiest’ I sup 
po'c you. Soldier Then Moko, Mordvinian, Boyev, Mishuk. Sashok. 
Muimycb, being the lightest, mil bring up the rear Oil with 
your caps and Jet’s pray to the Virgin Here comes the sun to give 
us a 'end -off . ” 

\Tith one accord the grey and brown beads of matted hair were 
bared, and the sun glanced down at them through a thin white 
cloud, only to hide again as if loth to rai«e unwarranted hopes. 

“Let’s go!” said 0*tp in a drv strange voice God le with us 1 
Keep vour eyes on my feet. And no crowding Keep at least a sa 
gene apart and the more space the Letter Come on lads'” 

Shoving his cap inside hu coat and carrying the level Osip 
stepped on the ice cautiously sliding his feet along its surface No 
sooner had he done «o than a wild cry came from the river bank 
behind 

‘Whcre’re joti going you sheep” 

“Keep going, no looking behind'” the leader commanded crisply 

“Get hack, you devils'" 

“Come on, lads, and keep God in your mind' He’s not going to 
anvite us for the holidays... ” 

A policeman’s whi«l!e was heard. 

* Now we’re in for it!" Soldier grumbled aloud “They 11 let the 
police know over on the other side — and If we get through alive 
wr U lie locked up for sure Tm not going to take any mponM 
bihty for this . 

The rtnmt of men on the ice followed 0‘ip’s Tinging voice as if 
it were something taneible to chne to 

‘Watch the ice in front of your feet'” 

We were eroding the river diagonally up«tream and icing the 
last I had a good view of small tlspper 0«ip with his white, fluffs 
1>ead as he skilfully «lid along barelv lifting his feet from the icr 
Behind him. as If threaded on an mn«ihle string filed s« dark 
figure* doubled over and unsteady on their feet, now and then their 
■shadows appeared neat to them, thm disappeared underfoot only to 
spread out on the icr once more Their heads were lent low, If 
they were comm- down a mountainside and were afraid of stumbling 

On tie shore behind us a crowd evidently had gathered for the 
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o tcry had n«en to an unpleasant roar and yoa could no longer 
male out what they mere shooting. 

The editions procession resolved itself into mechanical, tiresome 
work. Accustomed to mailing fart. I now found mv*elf «inlang into 
that somnolent, detached frame of mind when the «ouI «cem« to 
grow void and all thought of self i« forgotten, while vision and hear 
uig become inordina'ely sharp Underfoot was the bluish-grey leaden 
ice worn thin by the current, iL, diffused glitter was blindin'* Here 
and there it had cracked and jammed into hammocks, ground by the 
movement of the river into fragment* porous like pumice-stone and 
as jagged as broken gla*s. Blue fissure* vawned coldly, ready to trap 
the unwarv fool The wide-rtiled boots shuffled along and the toiccs 
of Boyfev and Soldier continually harpin'* on the «ame theme, tn-’d 
mv patience. 

“Im not going to answer for thi " 

“Neither wall I ** 

“Jurt because a man has the right to order vou about doesn’t 
mean someone el«e mightnt be a thousand times smarter “ 

'Nou think being smart means anything— its a glib tongue that 
coon is around here " 

0 3 ip had tucked the hem of his “heepskin jacket under hi* belt 
and his Ie 2 s encased m pants of grey army cloth strode along with 
the ease and resilience of a «pring It was as if some creature visible 
to him alone were dancing in front of him, preventing dntn from 
walking straight ahead and be was doing his best to circumvent it, 
slip away from it, darting to the left or the right, sometimes doubling 
sharply m bis tracks and doing it all tt a dance-step describing loops 
and sen Karel ra on the ice His voice rang out clearly and resonantly* 
and it was plea*ant to hear it "merge with the ringing of the church 
bills. 

VTe were half way across the four hundred «agene strip of tee 
when an ominous tumble came (totr np^ream and at the tame 
moment the ice shifted under my feet, taken by surprise I lost my 
balance And fell down on one knee X looked up the irrer and terror 
shipped me by th* throat, throttled me and made the world tura 
black in my eyes the grey crust of ice had sprung to We, it was 
buckling up «harp angles appeared on the even surface, and a strange 
•cranchmir like bed re boots walking over broken glass, filled the air 
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\Ulb a quiet ru«h, clear water appeared neit to rae, somewhere 
splintering wood whined like a living thing the men shouted hud 
dhng together* and through it all rang the voire of 0 sp- 

‘ Scatter, there > . Get away from each other . What are jou 
crowding together for* She’s going good and proper now Get a 
note on, lads*” 

He leapt about as if attacked bj wasps, jabbing the air around 
him with the level as though it were a gun and he were holdin? off some 
invisible assailant, while the town swam jcrialj past him Under me 
the icc crunched and crumpled into fine «li\et» water washed against 
mv feet and *p ringing up, I made a wild dash toward Osip 

“Where diem think jourc going'" he “houted. ^winging die lei 
el ‘Stop, you bloody fool 1 ” 

The man before us was not the old 0 ip the face had grown 
‘trangcli joung, all tlie familiar features lad gone, lus blue eyes 
were now gre), and the man seemed to hare grown a halter dun 
taller. Straight as a brand new nail lus feet frnnlj planted, he was 
•houting with his mouth wade open 

“tf \ou don’t <top running around and getting into n huddle 
1 11 rraash jour skulls in’” 

\gain he swim® at me with the level 
‘ Where’re vou going 9 ’ 

‘’■We’ll drown'" 1 said in a whisper 

“Hush*” Then, observing mj torn plight, he added «oftlj 
“dnv fool can drown sou make jt jour business to get out of 
lie-’” 
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reflection turned red too ns if with the strain, of reaching out for 
roe All the vast earth was iq the throes of the birth pangs of *pnns 
racked fcf conrolsions its shaggy, rnoi't breast heaving and its joints 
cracking, and in the massive body of the earth the river was a vein 
pulsating wi b thick, warm blood. 

It hurt to realize ones insignificance and helplessness in the 
midst of the calm, irresistible movement of the mass and deep in 
the soul a bold dream took *bape fed by this sensation of frnmiba 
Den if only I could reach out and lay my hand on the hill on 
shore and say 

“Mop until I reach yon’” 

The resonant pealins of the bells was now waning to a melan 
choly ei®b, but I remembered that the nect night they would once- 
more speak out gaily to proclaim the resurrection. 

If only 1 could lire to hear them raising 1 

Seven dark figures danced Before my eyes as thev leapt from 
one foothold to another and paddled in thin air with the boards 
they were carrying and ahead of them the old man turned and 
twisted like a gronnaline reminiscent of Nicholas the MiraclevMak 
er, his imperative voice ringing out ceaselessly 
"keep vour eyes op-e-n'” 

The ice buckled and the hrmg back of the river shivered and 
heaved und-rfoot like the whale in the "Hunch-Backed Hor*e”, and 
with increasing frecjuency the flaid body of the stream gushed from, 
under the armour of ice — the cold, murky water that meedily licked 
at the men’s feet 

\Te moved along a narrow perch overhanging a deep abyss. The 
qmet luring splash of the water conjured up visions of bottomless- 
depths, of my body settling slowly, slowly into the dem>e icy mass, 
saw my eyes grow blunt my heart ceasing to beat. I recalled the 
drowned bodies 1 had seen, with their slimy stalls, bloated faces 
and glassy bulging eyes the finders jutting out from swollen hands- 
and the sodden skin that hung on the palms like a rag 

The first to get a ducking vras Moka Bud ynn, be had been ahead 
ol the Mordnnun, as sjkm and retiring as always, he had been 
calmer than the others and yet he disappeared as suddenly as if he- 
had been pulled in by the legs, only his head and his hinds grip- 
ping the plank remained above the ice 
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“Lend a hand 1 ” Oip cned “Not all of you, one or two’ll be 
enough ” 

* Never jrnnd, boys,” said Mokea to tbe Mordvinian and me, as 
he blew the water out of Lis mouth “I’ll manage myself” 

He clambered onto the ice and shook himself 
“Damn it anyway, it looks as if you really might drown down 
here ” 

His teeth chattering, he licked his wet moustache with his large 
tongue, his resemblance to a big, genial dog more marked than ever 
A transient recollection flashed in my mind, 1 remembered how 
a month before he had chopped off the thumb of his left hand at 
the first joint and picking up the pallid blue-nailed joint had looked 
at it darkly, with wondering eyes and addressed it in a low, apolo- 
getic tone 

“I’ve hacked at the poor thing so many times I’ve just lost 
count . . It was out of joint anyway, didn’t work properly So 

now I suppose I’ve got to bury »t ” He carefully wrapped the am- 
putated thumb into some shavings and put it in his pocket Only 
then did he proceed to bandage the wound. 

The next to get a ducking was Boyev, it looked as if he had 
purposely dived under the ice He let out a framed cry at once 
* 0 ovV, help' I’m drowning' Save me, brothers, don’t let me 
go down " 

He thrashed about so hard out of «hecr terror that we barely 
managed to haul hun up and in the fuss we almost lost the Mord 
vuuan who went right under, head and all 

“That was pretty nearly a trip straight to the devil* ” be said 
with an abashed smile as he clambered back on the ice, looking 
1 inkier and more angular than ever 

A minute later Boyev went down again with a shneh 
“Shut up, \ashka, you soul of a goat 1 ” Osip shouted, threaten 
mg him with the level “Whv nrust you scare everybody out of 
their wits’ I'll teach you a lesson 1 Loosen your belts boys, and 
turn your pockets inside out, it’ll be easier that way ” 

Every dozen paces or so the ice, crunching and spurning opened 
wide, sharp fanged jaws dripping a murky froth and the jagged blue 
>* 4 h. reached out for oux feet, the nver 'cemed anxious to suck us 
down as a snake swallows a frog The sodden hoots and clothes 
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hampered our movement and pulled us down, we were all clammy 
as if we had been licked down, clumsy and fpeechles*, we plodded 
along slowly and «obmis«n‘lr 

O'lp, as wet as the rest o! us, c eemed to divine where the fis 
*ures were and leapt like a hare from floe to floe After each leap 
ve would p3n«e for a moment, look around and girt a resonant 
whoop 

w That’ j how its done, see’” 

He was placing with the met, the riser stalked bun hut so 
light and nimble on his feet was be that be easily dodged its passes 
and avoided the pitfalls. One might hare thought he was steering 
the course of the ice and driving the tar®e, solid floes for u. to 
walk on 

“Keep your chin up you children of Cod 1 Ho' ho'” 

‘Good for Uncle 0*ip'” the Mordvinian said m quiet admira 
Ijoel ’'There s a man for you' The real sort. 

The closer we got to the shore the finer the we was chopped 
and men kept falling through n more and more frequently The 
town had alr-ady practically floated by and the Volga was not far 
ahead there the ice had not moved >et and we were in danger of 
being sucked under 

‘Looks like we’ll drown the Mordvinian said quietly looking 
over his left shoulder at the blue hare of evening 

Suddenly as if out of pity for us, a huge ice floe ran end on 
against the shore climbed up it shivering and. crunching and then 
stopped 

“Ibn* Osip shouted frenzied! y_ “Leg it for all you’re worth 1 ” 
lie jumped for the floe, slipped and fell down, and sitting on 
the edge of the ice where the water lapped up to him he let the rest 
of us pass Five of n» dashed for the shore jo«tIing one another in 
an effort to get there first, the Mordvinian and 1 slopped to lend 
©=ip a hani 

“Run, von pigs progeny, d you hear me'” 

His face was blue and trembling his eyes had lo't their lustre, 
.and bis jaw hung queer ly 
“Come on. Uncle, " 

His head dropped. 

‘ Mo»t have broken my leg . Can’t get up . ’’ 
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We picked him up and earned him while he kept on mumbling 
through chattering teeth, clinging to our necks 

“You’ll drown yourselves, you fools We’d better thank the 
I-ord for pulling us through Look out, it won’t carry three, «t“p 
easy there* Follow the «pots where there’s no snow it « more 
*o]id there. Better drop me, though ” 

Osip screwed up on eye and looked me in the face 
“That ledger of yours where our sins are recorded mu*t’\c 
gotten all soaked up or maybe vou’ve lo*t it eh 7 ’ he said 

As we stepped off the end of the ice floe that had piled up on 
the bank « machine a boat into smithereens m the proce** the other 
end of the floe which was *till afloat «c ranched broke off and «ai!ed 
away, rocking in the current 

“Well, well” the Mordvinian said approvingly It knew what 
it was about* 

Soaking wet and chilled to the marrow but in hisb -pints we were 
now ashore surrounded bt a crowd of townsfolk Boyev and the 
ex soldier were already haring an altercation with them 

“Well boys,” Osip cried gaily as we lowered him onto «ome 
timber* “the books all mucked up eoaked right through 

The hook, tucked away in«ide my coat, weighed like a brick. 
I pulled it out when no one was looking and threw it far out into 
the «tream where it plunked into the dark water like a frog The 
Dyatlovs were racin'' up the hillside to the saloon for *ome vodka 
pounding each other with their fi*ts as they ran and shouting 
“R r rah 1 ” 

* Ekh, vdu 1 ” 

A tall old man with the beard of an opo-tle and the eyes of a 
thief was speaking earnestly right into my ear 

“You ought to have your mugs bashed in for scaring peaceable 
folk you anathema*, you ” he was saying 

‘What the hell did we do to you’” «houted Boyev, who was 
busy pulling on hi* boots 

‘‘ChnMian folk were drowning and what did you do 7 Soldier 
complained his voice hoarder than ever 
“What could we have done 7 ” 

0 ip was hing on the ground his leg stretched out gome over 
his jacket with trembling hands 
■“1—830 
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Soaked all tie way ll rough Oh mother mine,” he moaned 
Done for lhe«e clothes are and I didn’t wear them a year' ' 

He had «hrunk and his face was wrinkled and he seemed to be 
gloving smaller and mailer as he lay there on the ground 

Suddenly he raised himself sat up groaned and v.as off to as 
aigry high pitched voice 

So you had to get to the bathhouse and the church you bloody 
fools Dewl s «pavn* kou can go straight to hell’ As if the Lord 
couldnt celebrate his day without you Pretty nearly lost ovi* 
lues. \nd clothes all mucked up Hope vou croak ” 
Everybody else was draining the water from shoes and wringing 
clothes wheezing and groaning from exhaustion and arguing back and 
ferth with the townsfolk, but CLip v ent on still more vehemently 
“Of all the things to do damn their l ides 1 Had to get to the 
bathhouse — the pol ce "tation is where they belong that s where 
youd get your backwashing 

“They’ve sent for the police,’ one of the townsmen «aid in a 
placatin'* tone 

What re vou trying to do’ Boyev turned on Osip “Why put 
on the act’ 

“Me’” 

“Ye= you' 

“Wait a m nute' What do you mean’” 

“Whp started this business of coming across eh’ 

“Well who’” 

“You'” 

"Me’ 

Osip started as if a spasm had «eued him 
“Me-e’ he repeated I is voice breaking 
“That’s true enough ” Budynn sa d in a level distinct voice 
"Honest, it was you Uncle Osip” the Mordvinian bore out the 
other* but quietly apologetically You moM ve forgotten 

“Of cour«e y ou started it,” the ex-sold er ejaculated sullenly 
and emphatically 

“Forgotten eh'” Boyev cned in fury ‘Tell me another one' I 
know him he* trying to shove the blame onto somebody else'*’ 

Osip fell nleat and narrowing bis eyes surveyed the dripping 
half naked men 
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Then emitting a strange whimper — -I could not make out whether 
he was laughing or «obbing — Switching his shoulders and *preadmgr 
out Ius arm 0 he muttered 

* That’s right true enough it was my idea now what do 
you make of that* 

“Aha that’s better 1 ’ Soldier cried triumphantly 
Caring at the rner, which was now seething like a millet gruel 
coming to a boil, Osip puckered up Jus face and guiltily looked 
awa) 

“My mind must base gone blank like that hy God 1 ’ he contm 
ued ‘How we ever made it I don t understand Makes me sick 
to think of it Anyway, boys, I hope you won t hold it against me — 
after all, there was the holiday coming wasnt there 9 \oull forgive 
me I must h3te «ort of gone off a bit or somethin* True enough, 
C started it old fool that I am 

“You see 9 " «aid Doyev And whatd you say if I got drowned 9 " 
It seemed to me that Osip really was stricken by the uselessness 
and foolishness of whit he had done as he sat there on the ground 
looking as slippery as a new bom calf licked hy its dam, he «hook 
hia head, pa«ed his fingers through the «and around hun and con 
tinued mumbling penitently m a strange voice, all the while avoiding 
everyone’s eyes 

I looked it him and wondered what had happened to the captain 
of men who had taken his place at the head of his fellows and led 
them so considerately ably and imperiously 

An unpleasant emptiness welled up in my soul I dropped down 
beside Osip and hoping to salvage something from the wreckage 
«poke to him in a low voice 
“Don’t Uncle Osip 

E\cr l ee anything like H 9 he responded in the “a me tone, 
giving me a «idelong glance while Ins fingers were busy untangling 
hia matted beard Then he went on as loudly as before for every 
body’s benefit What a to-do ch 9 

The daTk Mubble of the tree-tops on the cre*t of the bill 
was »ilhouetted against the extinguished sky, and the bill itself 
pressed sgain't the 'bore like «ome huge beast The blue shadows of 
evening appeared from behind the roofs of the houses that clung 
scab like to the du<ky hide of the hillside and looked out from the 
n* 
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wide-open ru«ty ted mowl maw of a clayey gully creating the illu 
aion that jt was reaching out thir«li!y for the mer 

The nrer crew black and the rustle and crunching of the ice 
became duller and more regular every now and then an ice floe 
dug end on into tl e *hore as the hog roots the earth remained mo- 
tionless for a moment, then rocked, broke loo'e snd sailed on far 
ther while the next floe crept into its place 

The level of the W3ter rose rapid!), sweeping against the bank 
and m ling away the mud, and the «ill spread a dark *tam n> the 
n urkv blue water Strange noises filled the air — a scrunching and 
cl zmping as if «ome tremendous beast were devouring jts me3l and 
ticking its chops with a giant tongue 

From the direction of the town the sweet and pen«ne melod) 
of the pealing bells now muted b) distance floated down 

Like two romping puppies the Dvatlovs dashed down the hillside 
carrying bottles in their hands while cr nght angles to them alon™ 
the river frort came a grey-coated police officer and two policemen 
u black 

“God Almighty*’ 0 ip groaned, tenderly rah bin™ his knee. 

As the pol ce approached, the town«prop!e cleared a pa«sage for 
them and an expectant silence fell Tit- police officer a lean little chap 
with a small face and a waxed reddish moustache «trode up to ti* 
So you were the devils ’ he he^an sternlv i n a rather JiOar*e 
affected ba«« 

03ip threw himself back o n the pound and began hastily to 
explain 

**It was me kour Honor, who «tarted the bu'ine« Deg'nB'* 
)our pardon kour Ifcmor it was because of the holiday' ” 

“^ou old devil the poire officer yelled but his shouting was 
let in the avalanche of bumble entreaties 

“We hvc here in town and on the other bark we ve got nothing, 
didn t even have money to buy bread and, >our Honor the day 
after tomorrow’s Easter — got to take a bath and go to church like all 
good Christians so I aa ys lets go fellows and take a chance, we 
weren t doing anTthing wrong I ve been punished for nr fool idea 
though — leg’s broken *ee. 

“Thai’s all very well and good 1 ” the police officer shouted 
sternly “Cut what if you had drowned 5 ” 



THE BREAK l P 


32a 


Osip heaved a deep, tired sigh 

“What would have happened ^our Honor * Begging jour par 
don, probably nothing ” 

The policeman swore and eierybodj listened to him in atlerr 
me «ilenee as if the man was uttering words of wisdom to be heard 
and remembered instead of mouthing obscene, brazen insult® 

After taking down our names he left We had drunk down the 
fiery \odka and feeling wanned up and in better «pmts were get 
Ung ready to liead for home whin 0»ip, chuckling and throwing a 
look after the receding policeman jumped hghtl) to his feet and 
fencntly cros'ed himself 

‘‘Thank God dial's the end * 

Why looks like your legs all right’" Boycv ®aid in his na 
sal twang astonished and disappointed ‘ D y ou mean \ on didn’t 
break it’” 

“You v.\sh I had, eh’" 

“Oh, jou old comedian' \ou miserable clown ” 

‘ Come on, boys’ ' 0«ip commanded pulling his wet cap on hi* 
head 

I walked alongside him behind the others, and as we went 
lie “poke to me in a quiet, tender way as if sharing a secret known 
onlv to him 

‘No matter what jou do and how you trj jou ju«t can’t live 
unless yoj’re crafty and cunning — that’s life for you, damn it any- 
waj You would like to climb to the lop of the hill hut there’s 
always some deni tripping you up ” 

It was dark, and in the gloom red and yellow lights hurst forth 
as if signalling the message 

“This way 1 ” 

We walked up the hill toward the ringing of bells At our 
feet rivulets rippled drowning Osip’s caressing voice in their 
babble 

“Got around the police neatli didn’t I? That’s how you’ve got 
to do it, so that nobody knows what it’s all about and everybody 
thinks he’s the main ®pmg it’s besl to let everyone think 

he’s the one who did it ” 

I listened to him but found it hard to understand what be wa* 
saying 



Nor did 1 "ant to understand him ; as it is my heart was light and 
at ease. 1 did not know whether 1 liked Chip or not, but I was ready 
to follow him to the ends of the earth, even across the river once 
more, over ice that would be constantl) slipping away from under 
my feet. 

The bells pealed and sang, and the joyous thought came to my 
mind: How many more times shall I be able to welcome spring! 

“The human soul's got wing",” Osip sighed “It soars in your 
•dreams "A winged soul 9 Wonderful! 
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Tins is how two women composed a *ong to the accompaniment 
of the mournful ringing of church bell% one 'ummer's day It was 
in a quirt street m Arzamas just before sundown on a seat out 
•lde the house in which I lived The town was dozing in the sultry 
silence of a June day Sitting at the window with a book I was 
listening to my cook, plump pock marked U*tmya talking quietly 
to the hou«emaid of m) neighbour the rural prefect 

“And what el«e do they write’ * «he asked in her masculine 
but very flexible voice 

‘Oh nothing else” answered the housemaid in a low, pensive 
drawl She was a dark, thin girl with small fixed frightened 
eyes 

“And so — accept our greetings and send us money — is that it 9 
That s it ” 
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they were ringing The housemaid sat clasping her angular knees 
and «v.aying her head tn its ■white kerchief from side to side and 
biting her lips she seemed to be listening intently to something 
far away Utonas deep voice now sounded «comful and angry 
and now soft and sad. 

“Sometimes the longing for my village was so fierce that I 
could neither sec nor hear what was going on around me and 
yet I hale nobody there Father was burnt to death when the house 
cau"ht fire He was drank at the tunc My uncle died of cho! 
era. I have two brothers, but one has remained in the army — he 
was made a corporal, the other is a hncklaver and lives in 
Boigorod It seems as though theyve all been swept away by a 
flood ** 

The land «un, sinking to the west, hung in the nu_ty sky sus 
pended from golden rays. The low voice of the woman the link 
ling of the belU and th~ classy croaking of the frogs were the only 
sounds that distuibed the silence of the town at that particular 
moment Thev floated low over the ground like swallows before 
•he coming ram and above and around them there was stillness 
all absorbing like death 

An abrard idea entered my bead It *eemed to me that the 
town had been inserted into a large bottle that was lying on its 
side and was closed with a fiery cork and that somebody was la 
tHy and softly beating the heated glass on the outside. 

Suddenly tytinya said in a cheerful but bu*me««like way 

“Now, Mashntka, help me ” 

“Help you with what 9 ” 

*To make up a »cmg ” 

Heaving a loud si®b Usboya began to «in® in a burned tone 

In the daytime when the sun shines bright 
Arid at night in. the light of the moon 

Hesitantly picking up the tune the housemaid continued the 
*ong in a low timid voice 


Lonely / feel and all forlorn 
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Ustinya confident!), but jn a icry moving tone, capped the 
*cr«e with 

My heart by longing is torn 

Then she said mernl), nod a little boastfull) 

“There, that’s the beginning* I’ll teach )ou how to make up 
songs, my dear as easy as spinning yam Now, then let’s 
go on ” 

Remaining silent lor a moment as if listening to the mournful 
crooking of the frogs and the lary ringing of the church bells 
she once again deftly picked up words and music 

Neither fierce writer's storms 
Nor npplmg streams lit the spring 

Tlie housemaid shifted close up to Ustinya and resting her 
while kerchiefed head on U'tinya’s plump shoulder, she closed her 
eyes and now more boldly continued the \erse in her thin and 
tremulous voice 

A word of tiding from home 
To console m" doth bnng 

■There you are 1 ” said Ustinya triumphantly, slapping her 
knee “When I was younger I could make up even better songs 
than this’ The girls used to say ‘Go on Ustyusha, start a song*’ 
Ehb didn't 1 let myself go 1 Well how is it to go now?’ 

‘I don’t know ’ said the housemaid opening her eyes and smiling 

1 looked at them through the flowers on the window sill The 
singers could not see me but I could \ery well see Ustinya s rough, 
deeply pitted cheek her small ear which her yellow kerchief 
failed to cover her grey, animated eye her straight nose like the 
beak of a jay and her square masculine chin She was a sly 
talkative wench a confirmed tippler and fond of hearing the lives 
of the saints read She was the biggest gosiip in the street and 
moreover, she seemed to be the repository of all the <ecrets of 
the town Beside her, plump and well fed, the lean angular 
housemaid looked like a child And the housemaid s mouth was like 
that of a child «he pouted her 'mall full lips as if she had just 
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been “colded was afraid she would be scolded again and was 
readv to bur«t into tear* 

Si allows were dart ng back and forth in the street, their curved 
wings almost touch ng the groind It was evident that the 
gnats i ere 1H ng low — a «ure sign that it would rain at mgl t. A 
crow was mtt ng on the fence opposite ray window, motionless, a 3 
if carved out of wood watching the fluting «waUa\''s with its black 
ejes T1 e church bells had stopped ringing but the frogs were 
croak ng more sonorously than before the silence seemed denser 
hotter 

The lor} is s nginc in the sly 
The com flowers bloom m the corn 

sang U«tmya plaintively looking up at the sky, her arms crossed 
over her brea«u The hou emaid followed her up boldly and tune- 
fully 

Oh for a glimpse of m\ notice fields 

and l 'tinva, dciHully supporting the girls high pitched tremulous 
vo ce added in a velvety tone the moving words 

And ur th my laddie in the woods to roam* 

They 'topped singing and sat silently for a long time, pressing 
close against each other At last Ustinya said in a low pensive 
voice 

“It s not a bad song we made up is il ? Quite good, I think " 

“Look’” said the housemaid «offly interrupting Ustinya. 

"They looked across the street to the right. There bathed in 
*tm»hine a tall pne*t in a purple cassock was «triding down the 
street with an important air tapping the pavement with his Ion’ 
stall in a measured heat The silver crook of the staff and the 
golden cross on h s broad breast glistened in the sun. 

The crow glanced s deways at the pnest with its black beadv 
eye lazily flapped its heavy wings and flew to a branch of an ash 
tree from which jt dropped like a grey clot into the garden. 

The women to«e to their feet and bowed low to the priest. He 
d d not even notice them They remained standing following him 
with the r eyes until he turned the comer 
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“Yea, little girl,” said Ustuvja, adjusting the kerchief on her 
head “If onlj I were jounger, and had a prettier face ’* 
Somebody called angrily in a sleepy voice 
‘Maria 1 Mashka* ” 

“Oh, they’re calling me ” 

The hou'emaid ran off like a frightened rabbit, and IMinya 
silting down again, smoothed her gaud) cotton frock over her 
knee, lost in thought 

The frogs croaked The stilling air was as still as the water In 
a forest lake The day was passing away in a not of colour An 
angry rumble came across the fie*ds from beyond the river Tesha — 
it was the distant thunder growling like a bear 
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Al ABOUT 6 O clock in (he morning I felt a living weight thru t itself 
npon rny bed and somebody shook me and shouted right into my ear 
‘Get tip!” 

This wag Sa«hka the compositor, ray chum An amusing fellow, 
about nineteen years of age wilh a mop of toifiled red hair, green 
j«h eyes like a lizard s, and a face smudged with lead dust 

“Come on, get up’” he shouted, pulling me out of bed “Lets 
go on the spree today I haie «ome money, six rubles twenty ko 
pecks and its Slepakha’s birthday 1 Where do yon keep your soap 9 ” 
He went to the wadi basin m the comer and fiercely scrubbed 
his face In the mid.1 of his puffing and snorting he a«ked me 
“Tell me «tar' — is that ‘a«tra* — in German 9 ” 

1 No I think it’s Greek ” 

“Creek 9 We have a new proofreader at our place who writes 
poetry and *he signs herself ‘Astra ’ Her real name is Trusheruko 
va, Avdotia Vassilievna She’s nice little lady — good looking only — 
rather *touU Where’s vour comb 7 ” 

As he forced the comb through his red mop of hair he wrin 
kled lus nose and swore Suddenly he broke off in the middle of a 
word and clo«ely examined the reflection of his face m the rnurkv 
windowpane 

Outside the sun was playing on the bnck wall opposite The wall 
was wet from the previous night’s rain and the sun Unted it red A 
jackdaw was sitting on the funnel of the ram pipe precmn-» itself 
“What an awful mug I’ve got’” said Sashka, and then he ex 
claimed “Look at that jackdaw' How all dressed up she is' Give 
me a needle and cotton wall yon. I'll sew a button on my coat” 
He pirouetted round and round as if he were dancing on hot 
bricks, so much «o that the draught he caused blew some scraps of 
paper from my table 

Then, standing at the window and clumsily plying the needle 
he asked 



the rmuNonnER 


333 


‘ W as there ever a king named Lodir 9 ”* 

“^ou mean Lothar Wh) do you ask 9 " 

“That’s funnj ’ I tliought Im name was Lodir, and that all lazy 
people descended from him’ Let's go to a tarem first and have 
some tea After that we’ll go to the runner) church for late matin 
and have a look at the nuns — I’m food of nuns’ . \nd what does 
*pro«pcclives' mean 9 ” 

He wa« as full of questions as a rattle with pea* I began to 
tell him what “prospects’ means but be went on talking without 
waiting for me to finish 

“La«t night that feuilleton writer lied Domino came to the 
printing office, drunk, of course, as usual and kept pe«tcnng me 
with questions about prospective* ’ 

After sewing on the button higher than he should have done, 
he nipped lie cotton with his white teeth licked ins red puffv lips 
and mumbled plamtiiel) 

“Lvrochhv is quite right 1 ought to re id book* other* «e I 
•hall die a boor and never know an) thing Put when can I read 9 
I never have any time I 

‘Don’t wa'te so much time courting the girls 
“What am I — a corp«e 9 I’m not an old man vet 1 Wait’ When 
I get married 111 give it up’ 

Stretching himself he mired 

‘111 mam Lizochka That* a fashional le girl for vou* Sin 
has a frock made of what do )ou call it 9 barege, I tlunk 
Well' She looks so lovtlv in it that im legs tremble when I see 
lor wearing it 1 feel I could golble her up’ * 

In the tone of a grave mentor I s3id 
“Take care )OU are not gohtlcd up ) ourself* ’ 

He smiled sclfconfidcnti) and shook his head 
“The other day two students had an argument in our newspa 
per One said that love was a dangerous busine-s but the otber 
*aid no it’s quite safe 1 Aren’t tbe> clever 9 The girls like «tnden!« 
They are as fond of them as the) arc of military men” 

Vie left die house The cobble-stones wished bv the rain, glis- 
tened like the bald pates of government officials The sk> was 


Lilerallf — lazybones. TVoni 
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alroo t ‘hut out b> banks of snow white clouds, and erery now and 
ao-am the *jn peeped through the ‘paces between these cloudy 
snow-dnfte h. strong autumn wind was blowing people down the 
stree* like withered leases It buffeted os and rang in our ear*. 
Subba fhmelled op and thru t his hands deep down into th* 
pockets of his greasy trouser' He wore a light «ummer jacket, a 
blue blouse and brown top boots down at heel 

it midnight on angel few across the sky 
he d*cls med in rbrthm wi h our footsteps. ‘*1 love that piece* Who 

“Lermontov ” 

“I always m* him op with Nekias^ov ” 

And lone, she languished in the world 
Filled lath strange desires 

Vnd ‘crewing op his greenuh eyes he repeated i" a low and 
peo.i»e roice 

Filled with strange desires 

“Good Lord* How well I understand that* I under«tand it so 
well that I would fly roj'elf Strange desires. " 

K gul walked out of the gale of a gloomy house m holiday 
attire — a “clarrt •colour” *kirt, a black blou*e with jet trim m i n g* 
and a golden yellow silk «hawl 

Sashka pulled his crumpled cap from his head and bowing 
respectfully said to the girl 

“Many happy returns of the day ibis*” 

The ?ul a pretty round face fir*t lit op with a tender smile, 
but *he immediately drew her th n brows together in a *tern frown 
and ‘aid m an an Try and half fngheccd voice 

“But I don’t know you'” 

“O r i that a nothing’” answered Sa*hka cheerfully “Its always 
like that with me. Tb*v don t know me a firi hut when they do 
the? fall n lose with me ” 

“If you wiJi to be impudent. ” said the youn" lady glancing 
»ound. The «»m was dpWTted. ercept for a cart laden with cab- 
bages at the ie*y f r 
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"I’m as gentle a 3 a lamb'" «atd Sashka talking beside the girl 
and glancing at her face “I can See it’s your birthday ’* 

‘Please leave me alone” 

The girl stepped out fa«ter, clicking her heels determinedly on 
ihe brick «ideualk Sa«hka halted and mumbled 

“By all means There t Pve dropped behind Isn't she proud' 
What a pity I haven’t a costume in which to play the part' If I 
had another suit on, she would have taken an interest in me, don’t 
you worry ’*■ 

“How do you know that it’s her birthday’” 

“How do I know’ She comes out in her best clothes and is 
going to church Ira too poor That’s what a the matter Ekh' If 
only I had lot3 of money* Id buy myself a little estate in the 
country and live like a gentleman Look' 

Four rough bearded men were carrying a plain deal coffin out 
of a side street In front of them carrying the coffin lid on his 
bead, walked a boy, and behind them walked a tall beggar carr\ 
uig a shepherds «tafT His face was stern and looked as if it 
were hewn out of stone, and as he walked he kept his red rimmed 
eyes fixed on the greyi«h nose of the corpse that was visible above 
the edge of the open coffin 

“The carpenter must have died” summed Sashka removing 
his cap ‘Lord rest his soul and keep him far away from his rela 
tions and friends'” 

A brnad “mile lit up his face and his bright eyes flashed merrily 
“It’s lucky to meet a corpse,” he explained “Come on'” 

*W!e went to the ‘Mo«k\a’ tavern, and entered a small room 
crowded with chairs and table* The tables were covered with pink 
cloth* The windows were hung with faded blue curtains Flower pots 
were ranged on the window sills and above the flower pots canaries 
m cages were suspended The place was bright and warm and cosy 
\fe ordered some fried sausage tea half a bottle of vodka 
and a dozen cigarettes of the “Persian” brand Sashka «at down at 
a table near the window, spread himself out like a gentleman and 
launched into a di«course 

“I like this polite and genteel life,’’ he “aid “You are always 
complaining that this is had and the other is bad. but why’ Ev 
ery thing is as it should be Your character is not human it lacks 
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harmony You ore like the letter ‘>er ’* Tlic word can he undo- 
stood without it hut the) stick it on the end for form’s sake, or 
perhaps because the) think it looks Letter’ 

While he was criticizing me l looked at him and thought to 
myself 

‘How much irrii there is in that lad* A man who has so much 
in him cannot pass out of this life unobserved ” 

But he had grown tired of sermonizing by this tunc. He took 
up his hr ife and scraped it on his plate to tea*e the birds At ones 
the ro m ran" with the shrill trilling of the canane« 

“That set them going 1 * * * * * ' «aid Sashka, extremely pleased with 
himself Then putting down the knife he ran his fingers through 
his red hair and thought aloud 

"Ao 1 Lizochka won’t marry me That* out of the question 
But who hnow« 7 Perhaps shell learn to love me I’m msdlv J" 
lose with her’ ’ 

But wh2t about Zina 7 ’ 

“Oh Zinko is «o plain I i/oehka she’s smart «he i«.” ^adika 
explained 

He was an orphan, a foundling At the age of seven ho was 
already working for a furrier Then he worked for a plumber For 
two years he worked as a labourer at a (lour mill that belonged 
to a monastery and now, for over a year be had been working 
as a printer’s compositor He liked the work on the newspaper 
very much He learned to read and wntc ra bis spare time, hard 
ly noticing it himself and the myatenes of literature had a great 
fascination for him He was particularly fond of readin" jx> try 
and he even wrote verses himself Sometimes he would bring me 
scraps of lead-smudged paper with formal lines scribbled on them 
m pencil The subject of these verses was always the same and 
they ran approximately as follows 

I lo ied thee at first sigh* tchen 

On Black lake my eyas met thine. 

And all my thoughts have been since then 

Of thee and of thy [ace dinne 

* hard * pi formerly placed alter consonants at lie end of a word Do* 

obsolete — Tnmj. 
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When I lold him that tins was not poetry, he would ash in sur 
prise "Why not? Look* It ends with *cn’ here and here and with 
'me’ here and here’” 

'But then, remember how Lermontov’s t erscs sound " 

“Oh, well 1 He had lots of practice whereas I ha\e unit just 
begun* Wait until I get used to it*” 

His self-confidence was amusing but there was nothing repel 
lent about it He was simply com incod that life was in love with 
him as the laundress Slrpakha was, that he could do whatever 
he pleased, and that success awaited him ciervwhere 

The church bells were ringing calling for late matin The ca 
nanes, listening to the sound which made the window] men rattle 
stopped singing 
Sashka mumbled 
‘Shall wc go to matin or not’” 

And then he decided 
“Let’s go'” 

On the way he said in a tone of compla nt blended with self 
condemnation 

‘Tell me, how do you explain it’ I always feci bored in church 
but I lose to go' The runs there are so soung I m sorry forthem'" 
In the church he stood at the gates where the beggars and otb 
er «upplican!s were gathered His greemdi eyes opened wide with 
wonder ns he gazed at the choir where a crowd of choiri*ters were 
assembled, pale-faced and m pointed hoods, all standing stiff and 
straight aS if the\ were carved out of black stone They were sing 
mg harmoniously and their silvery voices sounded amazingly pure 
The gold on the icon-, glittered and the gla-s cases reflected the 
lights of the candle* which looked like golden flics 

The beggars sighed and muttered their humble prayers rawing 
their faded eie« to the dome Tli s was a week day and there were 
few people in the church onlv tho«e had come who had nothing 
Jo do and did not know what to do with them«e1ies 

In front of Sa«hka, telling her beads stood a nun rather a 
large woman wearing a cowl Sashka who reached only up to her 
shoulder «tood on tiptoe to peep into her round face and eye*, 
which were hidden by the cowl and he stood like that insolently 
•taring at the nun with his lip« pursed, as if for a ki« 

^2 — 830 



35 > 


MA3LBI C01KT 


The ntsa *li»bl!y beet h**r bead and gave him a ^de-long glance 
tse a wd! fed e-t lookjire 2t a mouse. He collapsed at once, 

I ulled tre bv the l***ve and humed out of the church. 

“D d ton »ee the 1 w>k *he fare Ee ,n be « 3 id closing bis eye* 
m h fn^bt Then be drew his cap oat of his pocket, 1* ped bis 
persp nag face with tt and wrinkled up h * 00=0 

“Gee 1 Tb“ wav *be looked at me as if I were the Devil’ 
It mad* ~jv heart ‘ink’” 

Then be ]’u-*-*d and «aid 

* '■h* cm t hare had «o— ‘e bad experience* with ns fellows 1 ” 

Sashka was kind hearted. bt-t be had no pits" for people. Prob- 
ably be parr more mocev to be-»raT» and gave u more Ynllin"lv 
than many a nch man, but he gave it because be hated povertv 
The little daily traced e* of l fe touched him not at all. He uvd 
to tain about them and lau«h. 

"HaTe you heard 9 Muhhj ^jo\ Ka« been «ent to pn^on 1 " be 
said to or* one Air with sensation “He walked and walked about, 
lookin - ’ for work, and one dar he < ole an umbrella and was cauzht. 
He didnt know bow to «teaL Ther haj'ed bun before the 
leak. I was waltnc slou" and suddenly l saw him being led like 
a sheep I v a pol r— vm. His face was pale and hu> bps were part- 
ed I «hoa^d out to him *Mi*hka v bat be didn't answer, as if be 
didn’t know me.' 

\Te went into a shop and Sashka bought a pound of manna 
lade tweets. 

“I ou«L* to bav c t»pakha some pa *nes." he explained, “but I 
dcei X like Thu marmalade i» be! er 1 “ 

In *ddj„on to t*-e sweets he bought tome cakes and nuta, ard 
then we went to a wine shop and be boo-dit two botJe? ol liqu-ur 
o*r* the color— of red and the oJit the colour o f rtfrol W alkmg 
down the «treet w Hi the packages coder his arm, he composed the 
{©’town* s’.ort sV©at otln 
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jf he were at home set Ins cap jauntily on the 'ide of Ins head 
and strode into the jard, which was strewn with jellow hire]), 
poplar and elder leaves At the other end of the jard 1 uijt against- 
tlie garden wall, stood a wa**hhou«e banted with turf right up to 
the window Sills Its roof was covered with yellowi h green moss 
and the treefops swajed over the roof reluctnntl) «hedding their 
leaves With its two windows Uie wadi house «ceinod to be gazing at 
us mournful]) and suspicious!), like a load 

Tlie door was opened for us bv a big woman about forty 
years of age, with a large pockmarked face merry e)es and thick 
red lips, which were stretched in a pleasant smile 

* What welcome guests'* «be cncd in n singsong voice \nd 
Sasha placing his hands on her ample *hou!ders and 1 ringing his 
face close to hen- said 

“Man) happ) returns of die dav Stepanida Hakimovna and 
congratulations on rcceving the hoi) mysteries'" 

“But I didn’t go to communion’" protested Stepaldia 
“It’s all die same’ ’ answered Sashka, kissing her three times 
on the lips after which both wiped awa) the traces of the kisses, 
Stcpakha with the palm of her hand and Sadika with hi« cap 

In the dark anteroom encumbered with pokers, baskets and 
wash tubs, the) found Stcpakhas daughter, Pasha, Lusy with tho 
samovar Pa*ha was a joung girl with large bulging e)es that 
stared with stupid astonishment t)pical of children who suffered 
from rickets Slic had a wonderfully duck plait of hair of a «oft 
golden colour 

“Many happy returns Panva 1 ” 

“All right,” answered the girl 

'i ou dumrn) * ’ exclaimed Slepakha *\ou dtould say Think 

)OVl 

‘ Oh all right 1 retorted the girl angrily 
A third of U'e laundress’ habitation was taken up bv a large 
oven, and where the shelves for the bathers used to be there was 
now a wide bed In the corner, under the icons stood a table, laid 
out for tea, and at the wall stood a wide bench, on which it was 
convenient to place the wash tub A «fia»g) tfog looked through the 
open window like a beggar, re*tmg lus heavy paws with their bro 
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len clam upon the window .,11 On lha window sills Here were 
fioner pots with geraniums and fuchsias 

“She blows how to live ” 'aid Sihka looking round the squal 
id room and winking to me, as much as to say “I’m joking'” 

The hostess carefully drew a pie from the oven and flipped its 
'roey crust with her fingernail Pasha brought in the samovar 
glistening like the sun, and cast an angry glance at Sashka. But he 
said licking his lips 

“Hell* I mu«t get married' I do love pie'” 

“One doe n’t marry for the take of pie” observed Stepakha 
gravely 

“Oh I understand that'” 

The buxom laundress lanphed memh al |h,. T b„, her eye, were 
grave when she said 


"You’ll raarrv one da> and forget me ’ 

“Bet how nans hare you forgoue„u • rHorted Sashlia wilh a gnn 
Icpalha also smiled Dreed a. she was , 00 gaudily foe her 
a S e she tumbled not a laundress bul a matchmaler, or a fortane 
teller ’ 


Her da Miter lookins like a silent gnome out of a sad fain 
tale, was unwanted here and indeed «eemed to be totally unwanted 
ShC , a 'f, Se J\ carefull >- 35 lf she were eating not pie, but 
twh that was full of bones And every now and again the «lowl) 
turned her large eves towards Sashka and g 3ze d ,n, 0 h.s thin mo- 
* n i” 1 “ qneer 33 ,f *he were blind 
m d ° 8 Vh ” ed P ,l, , fn,, y at the The hra=sv «tra.ns of 

l« fjT'r 'W «'»>r ttrrnp of hondreds of heavy marching 
« and ihe bear of , bare drum leepmg , hc „ 
ing in from the street 

S epakha said to her daughter 

*Tj* y don’t you run out and look at the soldiers’” 

I don’t want to ” 

p,cP; 5 1: dos ■ 

hreSifo^ Z iz£c**r. :x — 

■^I'^r^^rw^sSL-t'daa. 
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need anything more now, if only Pashka would stop boring through 
me with her eyes” 

“A fat lot I care about jou ’ the girl retorted softly and con- 
temptuously Her mother angrily raided her eyebrows, but pur'ed 
her lips and said nothing 

Sashka moved in his seat uneasily and looking sideways at the 
girl «aid ardently 

“I feel as though I ha\e a hole m my soul So help me God* 
I would like my soul to ba full and calm but I cannot fill it* 
Do you understand me Maximich 9 When I feel bad 1 want to feel 
good And when I get a happy hour I begin to feel bored* Why 
is that 9 ” 

He was already ‘feeling bored ’ I could see that His eyes 
were roaming restlessly round the room as if taking in. its squalor; 
a critical and ironical sp3rk flashed in them Obviously, he felt 
out of place here, end had only just realized it 

lie talked warmly about the wrongs that were done in the 
world, and about the blindness of men who had grown accustomed 
to these wrongs and failed to see them His thoughts flitted about 
like fnghtened mice and it was difficult to keep pace wilh their 
rapid changes 

“Everything is all wrong — tbats what I see* You have a church 
in one place and next to it you have the devil knows what* Inno- 
kenti Vassilievich Zem'kov wntes poetry like this 

Thanks for those feto flashes 
Which lit up the gloom of my heart 
For those street moments of contact 
With your body Jmne 

But it did not prevent him from cheating his sister out of her 
house by a lawsuit, and the other day he pulled his parlour maid 
Nastya by the hair” 

“What did he do that for 9 ’ asked Stepakha, glancing at her 
rough hands, which were as red as the feet of a goose Her face 
had suddenly become hard and «he lowered her eyes 

“I don’t know Nastya wanted to take him to court for it, 
but he gave her three rubles and she let it drop, the fool’” 

Suddenly Sashka jumped up and eaid 
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Its time for u s to co 1 ’ 

\Vh-re to’” tie bo-t&s a^ed 

ioc.?„'X':™ ,o do •” j 

(or '.''moiT? P “'“ h,i i‘” |d ta °’ e S’' 1 looked «< Sneerr 
c a«hkae h "i 1 n °} dar,D S to touch them and then <h«- took 

an<1 ' h °° l “ ,D 8 " ay ** ««med «* At «» 
pu«n ng it ana\ 

oat'lohll'v” 1 °"‘ In , th ' ,a ' d S»*U mumbled as be pulled b. 
oap t ghtly over his head 

m ' A ' mr 1 M e»b»ed 

“ „ SO there tomght." 

blufi ‘ f«e, like . reel, He 

'lie’s 1 m'ase'Tu^' “» *" ' a ’ J ‘ It ' 5 " l>, " mre b »“” es '' 

and ^in" 'm h™ i7 ' urlled tbe con, er he was alread) Jangbeg 
“' he lo,L i,”l r ch f'"T “Hk-K • ..are of iLt&m 
I, „ale, 1 , ^ "?* " e “* « "-wee So help me Cod’ 

her (otter tha 1 7^ ometunes I feel no good being with 
tell vou brmhl ,t“ ,ft " r < ”™ ™' b "' ''’o «’»pl) wonderful I 
they're a rood I r** are ,rou h If^me things are women But 

- TL!X 1 ‘ for *" """T .11 our lore. Eat 

” PO'sible to love them all’” 

one* ” mjmbled peiunel) ‘But trj loving onlv 

at the /ellm»m1 t0 J«d ^ , Leyond *e Hue 'trip of the river 
tunrn wind andT « pax « e ] v ’ * e black Luihes *tnpp«I hj the aa 
looked kind and thou-dnf f ° ^ W1,Ij p0,den ,<aTCS Sashka’s face 
pleasant reco’Iew.on. *"*'"* lhal he full of 

played upon a r»er * C ^ ayed upon l 113 'oul a« «un&eams 
T*t s sit down ” t. ... , , , 

war the nunnery v a]1 SS "* ° d halt ' n S at the ed-e of a gulh 
The wind w ai - . , 

flitting across the c c o “ d3 acT0M the sky Shadows were 
>*" eaulkmg h„ gj”' "" “» ■”» a bherat, was tapping 
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“LUten,” said Sa«hha. “Let’s go to Astrakhan ** 

“What for?” 

“Oh, just like that. Or else. Jet’s go to Moscow” 

“But what about Liza?” 

“Liza. . . . Y-e ss . .” 

He looked straight into my eyes and asked me. 

“Hate I fatten in love with her jet, or not?” 

“Ask a policeman," I answered. 

He laughed freely and heartily, like a child. He glanced up 
at the sun and then at the shadows flitting across meadow, and 
jumping to his feet he said: 

‘Those confectionary girls will he coming out «oon, come 
along!” 

He strode rapidly down the street. There was a look of con 
cem on his face, he had his hands in his pockets, and his cap 
was drawn low over his forehead. From the gates of a one story, 
barrack like huildmg, girls came running, one after another, in 
kerchiefs and prey aprons. One of them was Zina, a dark, grace- 
ful girl with Mongolian features and almond cve«, wearing a red 
blou«e fitting tightly round her bu*t 

“Come and have «ome coffee,” said Sashka to her. clutching 
Jier by the arm Then he went on to sa> hurriedly: 

“Do you mean to telt me jou intend to marry that mangy cur’ 
Why, he’ll be jealous of you . . ” 

“Every husband ought to be jealous” answered Zina gravely. 
“Do jou want me to marry you’” 

“No don’t marry me either!” 

“Drop that,” the girl said, frowning “Win aren’t vou at 
work’” 

“I’ve taken a holiday ” 

“Ekh you 1 . .1 don't want any coffee” 

“What do you mean’” exclaimed Sasha pulling her into a 
pastry shop 

When they "at down at a small table bv the window he asked 
her: 

“Do you believe me’” 

“I believe every animal, the fox and the hedgehog As for 
you — I’ll wait a bit,” the girl answered slowly. 



‘'Well without you 1 shall go to t! e dogs’ 

At that moment Sa«hka really bel eved that he wa« passing 
th oagh a tragedy — his lips treirhlcil his eyes were moist. He was 
■incerely moved 

“Well lei a lo«t man, drowned m nr own tears. But it serve* 
me n®ht «ince I can t catch fortune by the hem of her cloak. 
Bat it won t be easy for yon either’ I shall give you no rest 
Let him have a bus ness and own horses, but you’ll not be able 
to eat a thing thinking of roe. Mark nr words ” 

“Its tine I stopped playing with doll*,” the girl «aid softly 
lot angrily 

“Oh «o I am a doll to yon eh ” 

“1 wasnt ‘peakin'* of you” 

“Th're, look at them Maxiroirh Thev are a race of snake*- 
Thev have no fee] ng ^he stings roe in the heart, and I suffer But 
•he sa) s Oh you are a doll’” 

Sashka was indignant ffis hand* trembled and hi* eyes grew 
oark with an^er 

“How ran one live with creatures like that 9 ” he demanded 
"A fine actor ” I thought to mv«elf watching him almost with 
admiration 

His acting obviously captivated the gr! touched her Wiping 
ter lips with a comer of her kerchief *he asked m a kindly voice 
“Will you be free on Sunday’” 

“Free from what 9 From vou 9 ” 

“Boat play the fool Come over here ” 

Thev went over to a comer and c a*hka wvth flashing eyes 
tailed long and ardently to the girl in an undertone Finally «he 
exclaimed with sad vexation 

“Cood Lord 1 What kind of husband will you make 9 ” 

“I 9 ” shouted Sashka ‘This kind’” 

And without hem" in the least embarrassed by the presence of 
the fat pastry coot, he tightly hugged the girl and ki*sed her on 
ihe lip* 

“What are yon doin'* are yon road 9 ” the girl exclaimed in 
confusion, teanrg her*elf out of his arm* 

She fled out of the door like a bird and Sashka, wearily sitting 
down at the table «hook his head and said di*3pprosin»lr 



THE PHILANDERER 


545 


What a temper' She’s a wild animal, not a girl 1 ’ 

‘What do jou want of her 9 ” 

“I don’t want her to mam that hald droshky driver It’s a 
scandal I won’t allow it I cant hear it 1 ” 

Finishing his coffee, now quite cold, he seemed to have forgot 
ten the t raged) he had ju't passed through and 1 e°an to reflect 
lyrically 

“Do )ou know 9 On holidays, or even on week days, when a 
lot of girls are out together ‘trolling, or going home from work 
or from high school, my very heart trembles. Good Lord’ I think 
to myself What a lot of them there arc' Each one must love 
somebody, and if they don’t the) certain!) will love someone tomor 
row, or within a month it makes no difference fvow ihi* is what I 
understand This is life 1 Is there anything better m life than love 9 
Just think — what is night 9 Ever) body is embracing and kissing — 
oh, brother' that’s something dyou know Us something you 
can’t even find a name for' It is really a heaven «ent joy 
Jumping up he said 
“Come along, let’s go for a walk'” 

Tlie sky was overcast with grey cloud* the rain was coming 
down in a fine dnzzle, like dust It was cold raw and miserable 
But Sashka, oblivious to everything strolled along in his light 
summer jacket and chattered without ceasing about everything in 
the shop windows that caught his greedy e)e — about neckties, re- 
volvers, toy «, and ladies’ frocks about machines confectionarv and 
church vestment* He caught sigl t of the bold type of a theatrical 
jiostcr 

“Uriel Acosta' I have seen that' Have you 9 Tho«c Jews talk 
well don’t they 9 Do you remember 9 Only it’s all lies There s 
one kind of people on the stage and another kind m the street, or 
in the market place I love jolly people — Jews and Tatars. I*>ok 
how heartily the Tatars laugh U’s a good thing they don’t 
show you real life on the stage but something remote — boyars and 
foreigners As for real life — thank you very much We have quite 
enough of our own! But if they do show you real life let it be 
all true, and without pity' Children ought to play on the stage, 
because when they play, it’s real'” 

“But you don’t like what is real 9 " 
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flit sun peeped out again, reluctantly lighting up the ram 
drenched town. VI e roamed through the streets until vesp"r3, when 
the church bells called for pravers. Sashka pulled me to a waste lot, 
to the fence of an orchard that belonged to a stern gov ernmenl 
official named Ilenkm, the father of beautiful Liza. 

‘Wait for me here will you 9 ” he begged of me, leaping onto 
the fence like a cat. lie sat down on a post and whistled softly 
Then raisin" his cap with a pleased and polite gesture, he began 
to talk to a girl who was ime*ible to me wriggling so restlesglv 
that he was in danger of falling off the fence 

“Good evening, Elizaveta Yakovlevna'” 

I did not hear what the answer v>a.« on the other side of the 
fence, hut through a chink between two boards I saw a lilac skirt, 
and the thin wrist of a white hand holding a large pair of garden 
er’s clippers 

“No ’ Sashka went on to say «adly, hot untruthfully “I haven t 
managed to read it yet. You know how hard I work. And I 
work at night In the daytime I haie to sleep — and iny chums give 
me no real. As 1 set the type, letter by letter, l think only of 
vou kes of coure' Only I don’t like full lines of type, verse 
is much easier to read May 1 come down’ Why not’ ISekra 
ssov 7 kes very, only he doc*nt write much about love . Whv 
are you angrv’ Wait a minute — is there anything offensive about 
that 7 You aAed me what I liked, and 1 said that most of all I 
hked love — everybody likes it Elizaveta kakovlevna 
wait. ” 

He stopped talking hung OTer the fence like an emptv sack, 
and then, s King up straight, he sat there for several seconds like 
a mournful raven, tapping his knee with the peak of his cap Hi? 
red hair was beaUifulIv lit up by the 'etting sun and tendeilv 
raffled by the wind 

“She’s gone’” he said angrily, jumping to the ground “She's 
offended because I didn’t read some book — a book, the devil take 
ill She gave me something that was more like a flat iron than a 
book* It was about an inch and a half thick Let’s go 1 ” 
“Where to’” 

“What does it matter” 
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He walked on slowly, barely dragging his feet along His face 
looked tired, and he glanced with rexation at the windows that 
were lit tip by the slanting rays of the sun 

“After all, <he must love somebody,’' he said plaintively * Whj 
doesn't she Ime me’ But no’ She wants me to read books’ Thinks 
I’m a fool 1 Her eyes are brighter than the light of day — and she 
wants me to read books* It’s ridiculous Of course, I’m no match 
for her but good Lord you don't always fall in love with jour 
■equal*** 

After remaining silent for a moment, he 5 oftlv muttered 

4nd Ion g she lanmished in the world. 

Filled with strange desires, 

and remained an old maul, the fool ' ’ 

1 laughed He looked at me in surprise and a«ked 
“What, am I talking nonsense 9 Ekh brother Maximich' My 
heart is swelling and swelling without end, and I feel as if I am 
all heart'” 

We reached the edge of the town, hut the other side this time 
Before us spread a field and m the di«tance loomed the Young 
Ladies Institute, a tall white building surrounded by trees standing 
behind a l rick wall, and with brick columns running along the 
porch 

“I’ll read books for heT it won’t kill me,” mused Sashka 
Prospectives like hell* I’ll tell >ou what brother I’ll go and 
«ee Stcpakha I’ll put m> head in her lap and go to sleep 
Then I'll wake up, we’ll ha\c a drink, and then go to sleep again 
I’ll «tay the night with her \le haren’t spent a had dai the two 
of us, June we 9 ” 

He squeezed my band Ughtlv and looked tenderly into nn eyes 
‘I like to walk with you ’ he «aid “\ou are bv my *ide and 
\el you *eem not to be there \ou don’t hinder me in the lea«t 
Now thats what I call being a real chum'” 

Haling paid me this doubtful compliment, Sa«hka turned on 
ms heel and lapidly walked hack to town His hand were thrust 
into his pockets his cap was balanced precariously on the back of 
his head and he went along r histlmg He looked so thin and 
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sharp, like a nail with a golden head I was sorry he was going 
back to Stepakha, but I under*tood that he had to give him*elf to 
somebody, he had to spend the richness of his soul on someone' 
The red rays of the «un struck hw back and seemed to be 
pushing him along 

The ground wa» coldish the field de«crtetL the town «eemed 
to murmur «oftfy Sashka stooped down picked up a stone, and 
swinging hu arm threw it far awav 

Then he shouted to me “So long’” 
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AN UiTOBIOGRArniCAL EPISODE 


A CUSTt wind swept ihe courtyard in an eddy of drab dry snow, 
wisps of straw and strips of bast, amid which «tood the plump, round 
figure of a man in a heel length gingham Tatar shirt, with bare feet 
shod in deep rubber galoshes With hands clasped over an expansile 
belly, furiously twiddling a pair of «tubby thumbs he pierced me 
with unmatched beady eyes— the right one was green, the left one 
jTey — and said in a high pitched \oice 

“Run along — there’s no work for you T Whoever heard of work 
in the winter time’” 

His pursy beardless face was pulled in an exp res ion of disdain, 
a pale bit of moustache twitched on hi' upper lip, the lower lip 
sagged querulously, baring -i clo«e row of «in3ll icclh The gusts of a 
boisterous November wind ruffled the thin hairs of a ponderous 
browed head and whi«ked up his garment abo\e the knee mealing 
fat smooth, bottle like legs cohered with a downy yellowish growth, 
and incidentally betraying that their owner was innocent of trousers 
There W3s something eunomly arresting in the «hecr uglmc«-> of the 
man and something intangibly insulting m the twinkle of his green 
eye Not being in any particular burn I thought I would haie a 
chat with him and asked 

4 Are you the janitor’” 

4 Get along, that ain’t none o your busmens . ” 

\ oil’ll get a cold mv dear fellow going about without trou 
«ers ” 

The red patches that «erved as eyebrows went up the mcongru 
ous eyes shifted queeily, and the man's body lurched forwards as 
though he were about to fall. 

“Anything more to say’” 

“You’ll catch a cold and die’ 
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Well' 

Dial s all ** 

\ud quite enough ’ he prowled ceasing the thumb twiddling 

, uncIa 'P ed 1,11 ha, " ,, fon{1| y r«tc I las Hr«hy tides, and bearing 
down on ire, asked 

“What makes you «a) that * 

“Oh, nothing Can I see tie boas \os«ili 5cm)onov’” 

.h ’ ,et “■ cM ’ h " 

“That a me, ” 

M) hop,, ol getting a jok were rained The w,ml „ 0 „ce .eeraed 
colder the man more repulsite 

ho exclaimed with , 1„, 

ISow that he stood rery eIo*c to me I rm.t.t . , 

fnltv ,tmnt ti j i , V e 1 cou,tl fcre ne was woe- 

, . , ,lst rt ^ mb!c< ! « ehampapne bottle with the mrk I 

Un ^M n ^ ° n h T 8nd Mun!eml towards the pate 
Hi D »er want three mhles a morih’” 

itiSrSH 

“Got a passport’" 

.» ,'XXT " r 1 ”' 0 ”- 1 “' ” 7 

fox » ” - Gl " ” “ "» ** 1» ,» thcra M 

x dL P op,7lmTo“ 2 ,h “c °»r° J T| l ",” S 7 6 m ■ '“s 1 ' h '»:o <”» 

floor to a narrow corner oheneo ^ * ay ihrough eacka ol 

■*-M my nostril, »L , 7 ? "P-* 

Iron. Ih. y„,l_, 1„J ^ J * la ™ mS ™"'”S 

a crack In the nassa-e wa !l I 7 ® n ° rlln fl p ms,ing ray lace to 
P»'*,eO wall I stood .track w„h araexement Jly era 



plojer with elbows pressed again't hi3 side®, was capering about the 
courtyard in a «ort ol bop <kip and jump like a hor'e being lunged 
by on invisible trainer, disclosing glunp«es of bare calves and fat 
round knees bis bell) and flabby cbetks quivering his fish like mouth 
pursed up puffing and whooping 

* Whew, whew ’ 

The )ard was narrow, crowded with a chaotic jumble of di 
lapidated, awry out houses with huge padlock® like dogs’ heads hang 
mg on the doors, dozens of gnarls stared blind ejed from a slinv 
elled, rain washed tree One comer of the yard was littered roof high 
with empty sugar barrels, their round jaws bristling with *traw The 
yard seemed to be u«ed as a garbage dump for the debris of things 
that had had their day 

And amid the whirl of straw and ba«t and dancing ringlets of 
■wood shaving's fiplung with them, as it were, was the ponderous 
loose jointed fat figure of this queer man bouncing heavily with a 
ooue of smacking galoshes over the cobblestone jard wheezing 

*Wh*w, whew, whew " 

from somewhere behind the corner some pigs answered him with 
an angry squealing and granting, somewhere a hor«e sighed and 
♦tamped, and from an ojien little ventilation window of a room on 
the second floor languishtngly floated a girlish voice singing 

IVhy jo sad beloied boy 
l/j carefree vagaborJ ■* 

The wind, peering into the mouths of the barrels, ru'tled amid 
the straw, a splinter of wood beat a hurried whirr, the doves huddled 
together for warmth on the eaves of a bam cooing plaintive!) 

Life here was a curious medley, and in the centre of it all, per 
Spiring and panting, whirled this grotesque personage whose likes I 
had never seen before 

‘Looks like I vc landed in a pretty stew! ’ I thought with some 
mugmng 

In a basement furnished with little windows fenced off from the 
outside by a close wire netting beneath a vaulted ceiling hung a 
mingled cloud of 'team and tobacco «moke The place was gloom nd 
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den the windowpanes broken, smeared with daubs of dough inside 
and pattered with mud outside The comers were festooned with 
haazmg tufts of rag like cobwebs covered with meal and even the 
blade «quare of an icon was obliterated by films of grey dust 

A golden fire blazed in the huge low vaulted oven, before which 
«cxapmg a bu s Ion” handled «hoieI oier the hearthstone «tood the 
squirmin'’ figure of Pa'hka the Gypsy the baker «oul and head of 
the workshop— a little black haired man with a parted little heard 
and dazzlin'"!? white teeth Clad in a loo^e ungirdled red bunting 
smock his bare chest revealing a becoming pa’tern of hair) ringlets, 
lean and active, he resembled a tavern dancer and it was painful to 
see tho*e heavy ragged boots looking He cast won, on his shapely 
legs His cheerful ringing cries routed the echoes of that dismal cellar 
“Roast and boil 1 ” he «honted with a «tnng of oaths, wiping the 
sweat from a handsome brow in raven locks 

At a Ion” table bv the wall under the windows «it eighteen work 
men swasing then bodies in a weary regular rhythm, making little 
pretzels in the form of the letter ‘B rt «iateen to the pound, two men 
at one end of the table cut the gre\ resilient dou^h into long stnp«- 
puich it with accu'tomed fingers into equal pieces and toss them dowr 
the table within reach of the workmen’s hands — these hands are so 
nimble that their movements are almost elusive to the eye Moulding 
the piece of doa"h into pretzel «hape each man daps it with his 
palm— the workshop is filled with the incessant «ound of soft Mapping 
At the ol er pnd or the tablr ! lav the moulded pretzels on tray« 
which when filled, are carried b\ boy« to the boiler who throws them 
into a caldron of boiling water whence aTler a minute or so, he 
bails them out with a copper ladle into a long tinned copper trough, 
lavs out the slippery hot pieces of dou®h again on trays which the 
bakeT dries on the hearth then sets them out on his «hovel and 
deftly flings them into the oven where thev are baked to a ensp and 
brown readiness 

Any tardiness on my part in laying out the pretzels to'«ed to my 
end of the table means spoiling them — they will *Uck tog-ther and 
ib“ work will he ruined- The men at the table begin swearing and 
throw tcrapa of don-h in my face 

They all regard me with dislike and suspicion as though crediting 
roe with enl intentions 



THE BO« 


3.3 


- Eighleen no«es «way dreamily and dejectedly o\er the table, the 
men’s faces seem oddly alike, all of them wear an expression of sill 
len weanne«s. The iron lever ol the mixer thumps heavily as my shift 
mate kneads the dough It is very hard work, kneading a 2o0 lb macs 
of dough to a «tifl and rubber like consistency, in which there must 
not be a single pellet of dry unmixed flour And it mu«t he done 
quickly, at most in half an hour 

The wood crackles in the oven, the water simmers m the boiler, 
hands scrape and smack on the table — all tlie«e sounds mingle in an 
incessant, monotonous hum, unenlivened by rare angry exclamations 
Only from amid the boy threaders on the floor, comes the fre«h high 
pitched voice of eleven year old Ya«hka Artyukhov a «nub no«ed 
lisping little per<on who, with a face alternately registering horror 
and amusement, is relating to a breathless audience exciting and in 
credible tales about a priest's wife who, in a fit of jealousy, poured 
kerosene over her daughter, a would be bride, and «et her alight 
about the apprehension and pum«hment of horse-stealers, about hob 
goblins, witches arid mermaids For that ringing ever flowing voice 
of his the boy was nicknamed “Tinkle” 

I already know that Va<sili Semyonov wa» himself but recently — 
six years ago — -a worker in the bakehouse, who lived with his master’s 
wife, an old woman whom he taught to do away with her sot of a 
husband by slow poisoning, and had taken the bu«ine«9 into his own 
hands, and now he beat her and kept her in such a state of terror 
that she would fain live like a mou«e, under the floor so long as 
«he could keep out of his sight The story was told me matter of factly, 
as something of common occurrence — I could not trace even a feeling 
of envy for the lucky man 

“Why does he go about without trou«ers 9 * 

Kudu, a one-eyed old man with a gloomy, savage face soberly 
explained 

“He’s walking off the booze — only the day before yesterday be 
came to the end of a hard drinking bout," 

‘Isn’t he a halfwit 9 ” 

Several pairs of eyes looked at me with a den«ive scowl and the 
Gypsy shouted hopefjlly* 

“You wait, he’ll «how you where his wits are 1 ” 

Everybodv — from mty-vear old Kuzin to Ya*hka who string* 

.1 -t>30 



the pretzels on a ba«t thread for two rubles from October till Easter — 
«peaks of the master with a feeling closely akin to boating as if 
to say That 5 the kind of man Vassili Semyonov u find another like 
him if you can 1 Hes a libertine, he has three mistresses two of whom 
he gives the devil of a time and the third of whom beats him He a 
greedy feeds us badly we only get cabbage soup and corned beef on 
holidays and tripe the rest of the time with bean and millet per 
ndge on hemp-oil on Wednesdays and Friday* As for work, he de- 
mands 'even sacks daily which is forty nine poods m the dough and 
the handling of each «ach takes two and a half hours 

“Its strange though, the way you speak of him,” I said 
Flashing the whites of his shrewd eyes the baker asked 
whats strange about it’” 

‘\s if you were boartmg ” 

“TW „ something to boast about' Yon don't soon, to grasp ,1 
, *" k “” • “body and today tho pobco 

bnf « b °'' S u h T The "“ d ° r ,m " heknowe polling 

bat figures tot he keeps a font man blame, all ,n la bond' ' 

Kuz n confirmed with a pious «igh 
The Lord has given him plenty of sen*e 
And Pashka cned excitedly 

“A pretzel bakery a bread bakery a bon bakery a cracknel J»k 

.Wk! ,r ?"” ge a " bookkeeping 1 Pretzels 

alone be sell, a, much as Ire tbou-and pood, oser the tauter to tie 

c«e,T„” T “'"’ «“'T <h«n there are seven 

pood, of ‘1 '“"i '“ b “ h '" DS E °' lo " ll ”01 le! > 111,” wo 
CL°" P “ d P™» "“hnel. every da, -„hat d you say 

aheldv was beyond me „ , mul ed tn^-I id 

Z, V””* for ■h»h."g and .pealung of die hoses, 

•aid°uuntog“y " n " a, "' E a T' «"Jer e gnzzled eyrbro. 

|He's no ozdioary mj fcr fcl , ow ,. 

The'bakre V^efco d b “ 7 p ^ p “'°"' d "Id bos, ” 

“A, to than 3! J *“ 1 aCk l "" , *> * f'otrn and demmred 
or envy , man, eatd Vlmv “ 7 So ”' t " n 'a. out ol spite 

»aut to have mnrdered or pononed or robbed mme 
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one — people don t like it when one of our brotherhood has luck come 
his way . ” 

“What kind of a brother’ s he to you‘ > ” 

The Gypsy did not replj and Kuzin glancing into a corner* 
growled at the boys 

‘You might clean the dirt off that holy image, you little devils' 
Tatar heathens you . 

The rot were «ilent They might not hue existed 

When it was my turn again to lay the pretzels oat on trays I 'tood 
at the table telling the bojs everything I knew and what I thought 
they ought to know To drown the muttering noises of the workshop 
I had to speak loudly, and when my audience was attentive I waxed 
enthusiastic and rawed my voice During one of the=e moments of 
“uplift” my bo«s caught me red handed and meted out to me punish 
ment and a nickname. 

He appeared noiselessly behind my back within the stone arch that 
divided our workshop from the bread bakery, the floor of the bakery 
was raised three steps above the level of our workshop floor, and the 
bo's «tood framed within the arch, hands on belly , twiddling his 
thumbs, clad in his invariable long shirt drawn by the tape round a 
beefy neck, looking for all the world like an unwieldy 6ack of flour 

He «tood surveying everybody from his elevation out of mi'matched 
eyes, the green pupil, which was of a regular round form gleaming 
and contracting like a cat’s and the other a grey oval eye 'taring 
fixedly and dully like the glazed eye of a corp'e. 

I went on speaking until I noticed the unusual hu»h that had 
descended on the workshop, though the work went on swifter than 
before and a mocking voice behind me 'aid 

“What’s the blatter about, Blatterer’” 

I turned round flu'tered and 'llenced and he walked pa‘t me. his 
green eye travelling sharply over my figure, and asked the baker 

‘ How does he work 9 ” 

Pa'ha an«wered approvingly 

“He’s all right* Strong . ” 

The bo«s waddled himself lewurely across the work'hop, and 
mounting the steps of the passage door told the Gyp«y in a *oft lazy 
voice 
■>3* 
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Put him on dough mixing for a week running 
ttith which he disappeared behind the door Jetting a white cloud 
of frost into the workshop 

Well I rever ' ejaculated Van ok Ulanov, a puny, lame lad with 
an insolent face and amazingly shameless of speech and gesture 
Somebod} whistled densely The baker cast an angry glance 
around and rapped out with an 03 ih 
Get jour hands moving'” 

From the floor in the comer where the hoys were sitting came 
lasn La 5 angry reproving voice 

vn "!u“ 7 a , S “ l 1 ot ' 100 thothe thittmg al the end of the table' 
the dev, 1 conldn, yon nndge • fellow when yon How the both 
coming 7 ” 1 

e° t ,7 P 1 1 1 ;' l,Mre ™«* “ f k» brother Arlem, a lad 

the do^h f Y 1 Le a coeke "' at 'rr a %bl • ItV no jolte tn.cng 
the dough for a weel. rnnntng-,, „ „ p J fu „„ 

Milov", aid' Y b > 0,J k “> a >•”> ei-oldter 

™ Kurto dropped 

T dtd'nl ZiT,r ?* *“ -”" 1 " «■ 

The baker grinning from ear to ear «aid 
iSow jour names Blatterer'’ 

awklard ^^.eartedlj ,hen followed an 

■T„bl ■ “l a 7 U ' ™ *"“« m 7 eje. 
deep voiced comment ? 5T' Tl.'° *""* * ,rU "’ " ca ”' lke "■«« 
halmnck lace and il„, „f 'I ,* '“P-’" 1 "! nan with a 

that Tashka.” HOn 1 * l ' e l°ng ,n this world 

•He ought! lT’'f ' h ' bo,r " 1 m S"S ™" 
threw him an any," h " “* ™c*ge.,ed horn, Artem 

yon " ha ' e >" ur •*» polled onh root and all. 

Anem Rot „p“j ? a "' b °'“* , '' a >»«* from the 
b' bta little P "“ E ' d ° or 

-jo. ii " b m rw ’ pu ' ° n >™ >»>»“ 
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Apparently everybody was accustoraed lo these remarks— they 
passed m "ilencc Arlem looked tenderly at his brother with laughing 
eyes, and, with a wink at him, put on his ragged hoots 

I felt sad, and o *ensc o{ my loneliness and estrangement among 
these people weighed heavily on my heart A «now«torm was beating 
against the dirty windows— it was cold outside' I had *een men like 
the<e and I understood them a little I knew lint almo t every one 
of them was living through a painful and inevitable crisis of the 
soul, a soul bom and nouri'hcd in the quiet of the country, and 
whose soft and pliant essence the town was mall eating after its own 
fashion by hundreds of little hammers widening some and narrowing 
others 

The cruel, relentless handiwork of the town was particularly 
noticeable when the«e inarticulate people began to sing their village 
songs, putting into the words and music all the pained bewilderment 
and dumb anguish of their souls 

Poor unhaappy tnatud, 

suddenly Ulanov started to «ing m a high almost feminine voice 
and somebody else, involuntarily as it were would take up 
Walked in the field at night 

The slowly sung word “field* rouses two or three others Binding 
their heads lower, hiding their faces they give them e c!ves ip to 
memories 

In the field the moon shines brightly. 

In the field blous n gentle breeze 
Before they have sung the last line \anok carries on die soTg 
in «obhing tones 

Poor unha a ppy ma-aid 
The song grows louder, stronger 
She spake lo the umd 
O, kind tand, gentle friend 
Dran my heart my sold from me r 

And as they sing a gentle breeze from th“ wide fields seems to 
have been wafted into tlie workshop and ont» mind r« filled with 
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kindly thoughts, thought* that ennoble and •often the heart Ard 
suddenly, as though ashamed of the sadness of the tender words, 
someone mutter* 

“Aha, that* got the jade. 

Crimson with exertion Ulanoi climbs to a still higher and sadder 
pitch 

Poor unha -a ppy ma-aid 
Soul «tirTed voices *ing with infinite melancholy 

She tearfully hepped the wind 
Tale Thou, O Take my heart 
Into the forest deep and darh 1 

“And I Let yon she — ” a lewd filthy innuendo breaks into the 
song The *eents of the field are chafed away by the fet'd smell of 
a dark basement and dirty yard 

“Eekh damn it all* ’ «omeone sighs. 

Vanok and the be*t voices strive harder as though tr) ,D ? 10 
quench the putrid blue flame* and reeky words while the men gro* 
eser more ashamed of the sad story of lose — they knowr that love 
in the city is bought at the pnec of ten kopecks, they buy it together 
with the disea«e and canker that eo with it — and their attitude to it 
is a thing firmly e«tabluhcd 

Poor unhappy maid' 

Ah nobody loves me 

‘ Don t be such a damned prude— ten men ’Jl loie you then 

Bury thou my heart 

Beneath the roots and autumn /eater 

“All they know the hu*sies, is to get marned and sit on us men * 
necks * 

“That’s a fact 

Ulanov sing* nice songs with eyes tightly closed and at «uch 
momenta Jus dic<olute oldi«h looking face becomes cotered with 
<K 2 a S' n o bttle wrinkles and glows with a «hy smile 

Bat eser more often the cynical ejaculations licfoul the! ong as 
the mnd of the «treet be«patfer« a 1 olidav dress, and Vanok mu«t 
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admit himself vanquished Now he opens his bleary eyes, while an 
insolent smile twists Ins dissipated face and something evil plays 
upon his thin lips He 13 anxious to uphold lus reputation as a good 
song leader — it is the only reputation that he, lazy and unpopular 
as he is with Ins comrades, had to keep up in the workshop 

Tossing an angular head in thin, reddish hairs, he screeches 

On Pjolomny street uhat ho 

Lies a student drunk as Chloe 

With a whoop and a whistle and a fierce cynicism, singing the 
nbald words with a sort of malicious glee the whole workshop roars 
in unison* 

Lies and smiles tilth uanton tides 

It is like a herd of hogs who have broken into a lovely garden 
trampling the flowers Ulanov is odious and smi«ter Wild with 
excitement, he is all aflame, his grey face covered with hectic patches, 
his eyes almost popping out of their orbits, his bod} obscenely 
squirming in shameless gestures, and his strident voice, grown 
suddenly strong, cuts the heart with a ferocious yearning 

Come the wenches, come the ladies, 
he chants with waving arm* while the rest catch up in a raving howl 

Straight Heigh ho’ 

Straight' 

Straight 

The mud boils furiously a thick, greasy, viscid mud wherein, 
moaning almost sobbing, human souls are being cooked The madness 
of it is unbearable, the «iglit gives rise to a frantic impulse to dash 
one’s head ogam*t the wall Instead of which you close your eyes 
and begin to sing the ribald song yourself, perhaps louder than the 
others — you are overcome by a leehng of devastating pity for your 
fellow men and besides, one does not always enjoy a feeling of bis 
own superiority * 

Snmntunes. tb/s bos* in a. nmselesa aj^peanuyvi. ae tkn red. 
curly headed clerk Sashka come* running in 
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Hating a gay lime bovs’” Semyonov enquires in a poisonoudy 
sweet little voice, while Sashka simply jells 
‘ iSot so much noi«e jou bastards!” 

And the flame instantly dies out, and a deeper, heavier darkness 
settles on the soul from the alacrity with which these people obey 
the imperious command 
One day I asked 

“Brother* why do sou «pod good songs’” 

Ulanov glanced at me in a«tomshment 
“Why, do we sing badly’" 

And 0>.p Shalunot -aid i„ l„. deep tone ,ha| always funded 
sort of apathetic 

‘You can never do any bad to a song to spoil it. It's like the 
soul Well all die but the song will remain Forever'” 

^ hen he spoke Osip lowered his eyes like a nun making a co! 

fc iL ,0r ,h * T'r Tery and when hc vas •*!«* his broad Kalmuck 
cheekbones worked almost incessantly, * though this heavy man 
wjre constantlv chewing something 


made a sort ol reading Hand from splinters of wood, and when, 
, 8 mired Ihe dough f tool up my po-ilion al the table to 
la, out the pietiel. 1 put the ,,and ,n lion, of me tilth a boot 
ojmnrf out on „ and read aloud M, hand, hemg constantly en 
r "dh m> ttork the business of turning orer the panes was 

mrelTm lT J “ 1 “ "'"rally each |,m, with an nnna 

mtal omton and a copious wettrng of the fmger j, w „ b „ lu „ 
mas too warn me h, a tick undet the table of the loss’ appioadi 
ondooed! J 10 *"" "** * s* 00 ! galhenng sort of fellow, 

er.” Third A n ‘" E T °' , ">J' 5 “A Tale of Three Broth 

plumo little h T T* " 1 ° n 01 S™’!™'" over my shoulder. his 
irrmitlTl, 3^,, ■»*. an d before I could 

band aod saying ' *** °'™ 'kb book m h,s 

“I like that eh’ Smart 

I oiertook h„„ and grabbed |„m h, the , m 
Too cant Lon, the h„ ot f 
Who said «o’~ 

“\ou can’t do that'” 
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A deep hush devrnded on the workshop I could see the frown 
mg face of the baker, his white grinning teeth, and waited for him 
to shout 

"Co for himl” 

Green circles spun before my eyes ami my legs trembled The 
men worked away with micht and main os though in a hurry to !« 
done with one business and start another 

“I can’t 9 ’' the Ikms rrpeated calm)) without looking at me Ins 
head hem to one side os though he were listening to something 
"Let's have it, here" 

"All right . Take it’” 

1 took the rumpled hook released the ho«s arm and went back 
to my place, while lie, with head bent saying nothing as usual went 
out into the yard There was a long silence in the workshop then the 
baker, with a rough gesture wiped the sweat from his face and 
stamping his foot said 

"Whew, what a turn I had damn you fellows* I was sure he was 
going to pilch into you 

‘So was I,” put in Milov joyfully 

“There might have been a fight 1 " exclaimed the Gypsy regretfully 
“Well, Blatterer better look out now* He's got it in for you now, 
cnkey , ** 

Kuzin shook his gr«y head and grumbled 
"You don’t fit in here my dear chap e don’t want any rows 
You'll try the bo»s’ temper and hell hair it out on all of us — he 
will*’’ 

\nshka Artyukhov swore at the soldier in an undertone 
“Didn’t you thee him cominjr you duffer 9 " 

Looks like I didn’t ” 

“Weren’t you told to keep a look out 9 ' 

“Yes I missed this time ’ 

The majority maintained an apathetic silence ju«t listening to 
the angry growling I could not make out how the«c | eople regarded 
me, I felt ill at ease, and decided that it were Letter for me to leave 
As if guessing m> thoughts the Gipsy spoke up angrily 

“Look here Blatterer, youd heller give notice — its going to be 
licll for you ju«l the •ante* Hell «et Yegor onto ton — tint 11 be the 
end of it" 



kashka just then got up from tie floor where he had been squat 
tin® cross-legged on a piece of matting tailorwise, and, thrusting out 
his belly, swaying on bandied, rickety legs, and glaring horribly with 
trulk blue eyes, «houted, with raised fist 

“What, leave for good 9 Punch him on the jaw 1 And if he fights 
I’ll take your part 1 ” 

There was a moment of silence and then a cloudburst of laughter, 
that refreshing vigorous laughter which, like a summer downpour 
washes the dirt and dust and excrescence from a man’s soul and 
leaves it bright and pure, throws men together in a solid mass, a 
•ingle human bodj, cemented by a bond of common understanding 
All the men had dropped their work, rocking and holding their 
sides with fchuek.ng howling laughter, while tears streamed down 
their fares k ashka, too, laughed in an embarrassed fashion and patted 
his shirt. 

“Why not 9 III show him' I'll grab a three pound weight, or 
elth a chump of wood . ” 

Shatunov was the fir«t to «top laughing He wiped ha face with 
the palm of his hand and said, without looking at anyone 

“kashas said it again, the infant’s right’ Scaring a fellow for 
nothing He’s doing you good — and you tell him to clear out . . 

“There’s no harm m warning him * ' said Pa-hka, coming to a 
rw. “We’re not dogs, are we 9 ” 

And all eagerly fell to discus mg how to safeguard me from 
Yegor 

“It’s all the same to him whether he kills a man or cripples him 
— snakes no difference, none at all 5 ” 

Yashka oa tried everybody, breathlessly constructing ah'urd plan* 
of defense and attack, while old Kurin pinned his eye m a comer 
and growled 

“How many more times have I got to tell yon hoys to give the 
holy image a clean np ...” 

The Gyp*y, scraping his shovel on the hearth, argued with him 
self, as it were 

Ones gat to be prepared for trouble There’s plenty of 
rough play down here... ” 

Somebody waited past the window through the yard with a liesvy 
tread and the all knowing Ya.hka commented animatedly 
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"That’a Yegor going to shut the gates — going to baic a look at 
the pigs . . .” 

Someone muttered. 

“Pity they didn’t fm5sh him oil tn the hospital . . 

It became quiet ami dreary After a minute the baker suggested 
to me 

“D’jou vs ant to see Semyonov’s parade’* 

I *tood in the passage, looking out into the yard through a crack 
m the wall, in the middle of the yard, mj boss was sitting bare- 
legged on a bot, bolding a couple of dozen buns in the hem of bis 
long shirt. Four huge Yorkshire boars nuzzled around his knew, 
grunt ng loudly, while lie was thrusting buns into the red jaws, pat 
ting the swines* fat pink sides and mumbling in a benevolent, low, 
unfamiliar voice 

M A ah, the l>ea«ties want to cat the beastics want a bun’ There 
there, there...,” 

His fat face was wreathed in a soft, dream) smile, the grey eye 
had come to life with a look of kind indulgence, and there was 
altogether something oddly new about him Rehind him stood a 
broad shouldered fellow' with a pock marked face, a big moustache, 
a cleanshaven blue chin and a silicr ring in his left ear With cap 
tilted back on Ins head, he looked with round, button like, lack 
lustre ejes at the pigs jostling his master, while his hands, thrust 
into the pockets of Ins coat stirred inside and twitched the skirts of 
that garment 

“Time to sell ’em " he «aid hoarsely Not a mu«clc of his blunt 
face had moved 

"Plenty of time." snapped the bo*s in a loud voice “When’ll I 
get others like them’ '* 

One of the boars prodded him in the side with its snout Semyonov 
swayed on the hot and broke into a glad cackle, shaking his lubberly 
bulk and crinkling his face in «uch a way that his unmatched eyes 
vanished in the thick creases of lus skin 

“Rogie pogie hermits*” he shrieked through his laughter "They 
live in live dark — they do— just look at ’em— choo, choo! Just look 
at ’em — eh* My Ii’lle rcclu'cs saintly *ouls ...” 

Tl\<* pigs were disgustingly alike, and one and the same beast 
reemed to be dashing around the yard in quadruplicate, with a 



MAXIM CORKY 


S64 

mocking and offensive similitude Small headed on short legs, their 
naked bellies almost touching the ground, they butted into the man 
with an angry flutter of the grey ls«hes of their useless little eye* — 
and I looked at them as though in a horrible dream 

Squealing grunting and crunching the Yorkshires thrust their 
greedy blunt muzzles into the master s knees rubbed against bis legs 
and sides while he too squealed pushing them off with one band 
and teaming them with the other m which he 1 eld a bun now bring 
ing it eltwe to their jaw« now drawing it back shaking all over with 
soft laugl ter himself almost a perfect imitation of the beasts except 
that he was still more dreadful loathsome and — curious 

Lazily raising his head \egor gazed long at the sky which was 
as wintry -dull and cold as his eyes the furbished earring Swayed 
gently over his shoulder 

“The nurse in the hospital he said in an unnaturally loud 
\oice told me on the secret that there won t be any doomsday ” 
Semyonov engaged in an attempt to «eize the ear of one of the 
porkers queried 
“Won t there’’' 

“No 

'“hes probably a damned liar 
“Maybe she is” 

The boss wem on fondling the spoilt, clean smooth pigs, hut 
1 is hand was begwn ng to move sluggishly — he wa« apparently tired 
“She has a fine bust and pop eyes ” said Yegor with a reminiscent 
*>gh 

Who the nurse 5 ” 

“Sure* Doom, the says day there wont he hut the suns going 
to eclipse altogether in August 

Semyonov queued again incredulously 
‘ Altogether 7 You don’t «ay so’” 

“Altogether But *he «ays it* not for long — a shadow wOl just 
pass over” 

“Where s the si adow come from’ 

I dont know From God maybe 
Crtting to his feet tbe boss said rternly and emphatically 
Sbeg a fool 1 No -shadow cant stand u; against the sun ull 
pierce any si adow That’s one thing' Secondly God — they «ay — is 
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Illicit— he» omw* I!k shvdow from him? And then, there’* nothing 
but «nplinrw in the *ky — d’yoti ever >ro a shadow come from 
nothing? She* a craty fool. . . 

“Of course, Mr every Ionian...." 

“That's just It.... Well. iimr the youngster* into the pigsty,” 

“I'll call one o* the ho)*" 

“All right. Hut *«■*• thev don't hit the I«-a«t«. am) iT the) do, you 
ran If l 'em hare it from me . 

“I know....'* 

The tww* viilLnl through thr \>id with the Yoiksh,re* waddling 
after lum like suckling* after a *<m. . . 

The nest day, early in the morning, thr I*om flung open the door 
leading from tlie passage Into the workshop, stood on the threshold 
and said with venomous sweetness: 

“Mlstfr niatlerfr, will you go and cam the flour into the pa««age 
from the yard...." 

White clouds of cold air from the open door swjtlcd around 
Nikita, the lulling man who, turning his Iwad to the bo*«. requested. 

“Will you shut the door, Ya««tli Srmyonuh it'* blowing prrltv 
hard," 

“Wha at? Blowing?” squealed Semyonov, and poking him in the 
bock of the head with a tight little fist, he vanished. leaving the 
door open. Nikita was about thirty years of age. but he looked like 
an adolescent— a timid little man with a yellow fiee coverrd with 
small tufts of colourless hair, with big, always wide eves in which 
there wa* a look of frozen anguish and tenor. For six year*, from 
five in the morning till eight in the evening, had he been standing 
over the caldron, dipping his hands incessantly in the boiling water, 
one side or him roasted by the fire, while behind was the yard door 
dousing him with cold draughts several hundred times during the 
day. His fingers were twitted by rheumatism, hi* lungs inflamed, and 
his leg* drawn in knotted hlne veins. 

Throwing an empty sack over my head 1 wrnt rmt into the yard, awl 
as I drew level with Nikita he muttered to tne through clenched teeth: 
“It's all your fault, damn you.,..” 

Tear*, like turbid sweat, streamed from his big eyes, 

I went out crestfallen, thinking: 
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“111 have to deal oat” 

The boss, in a lady# fox coat, was standing by a pile of sacks 
with flour — there were about a hundred and fifty of them, and even 
a third of that lot would not go into the passage I told him «o and 
be answered with a meer 

* If they won t 111 make you haul ’em back again That’s all 
right, you’re a strong fellow , ” 

I snatched the sack off my head and told Semyonov that I would 
not allow him to badger me and asked I im to pay me off 

“Cotne on get on with the job'” he rtlorted sneeringly “What II 
you do with ycui'tU In the winter’ You’ll die of hunger ” 

“Pay me off* * 

Hi, grey eye became bloodjiot, the green one shifted evilly, and 
he lhrn*t a clenched fi«t into the air asking in a *obbing voice 
“D you want a punch in the jaw’” 

I flared up Striking aside his outstretched arm I seized him by 
the ear and began pulling it «ilemly while be pushed his left hand 
10 my che«t and cried out in an amazed low voice 

* Hold on’ What you doing 9 To the boss 9 Let go damn you * 
Then alternately weighing his struck right hand in Ins left and 

rubb ng his red ear he looked into my face with ludicrously staring 
eyes and began to mutter 

"To the boss 9 You 9 Who are you eh 9 Whs, I I — 1 11 call 

for the police 1 1 11 ** 

And suddenly, purging his lips with a pained expression he gave 
a long dreary whittle and turned away blinking his right eye 

My wrath bum<rl out like «o much *tra*r — he made such a droll 
Mgl t, slowly waddling off into the comer uh !e his fat buttocks 
qutvetcd In an injured sort of way beneath the «hort fur coat 

It grew cold and not wishing to go Into the workshop I decided 
to warm myself by carrying the sacks Into the pa*sage When I ran 
in with the first sack 1 saw Shstimov he was squatting on his 
haunches before a crack ,n the wall looking 1 ke an owl Hu stiff 
hair was tied up with a niton of bast, the ends of which dangled 
crer.h-a forehead and stirred together wiih hi, eyebrows 

I «w ihe way yon handled him." he said quietly his lantern 
J**s working heavily 
“Well w, wh„,~ 



His little Mongolian eyes widened in an inscrutable look that 
was rather disconcerting 

"Look here* ’ he «aid standing up and drawing dose 1 won’t 
tell anyone about it, and don’t you either ” 

4 1 didn’t intend to “ 

“Quite right 1 He’s the boss, after all* Isn’t that 'o’ 

“Well? » 

“We’ve got to obey somebody otherwise we’ll all come to 
blows' ’ 

He spoke grately and very quietly almost m a whisper 
“There must be respect you know * 

I did not understand what he meant, and got angry 
“You ju«t go to hell ’ 

Shatunov «eued my hand speaking in a disarming mysterious 
whisper 

4 You needn’t be afraid of Yegor 1 D you know any charm against 
night scares’ Yegor is haunted by night terrors, he’s afraid of death 
He has a great sin on his soul One night I passed the «table and 
there he was, standing on his knees and howling ‘Holy Mother of 
God keep me from sudden death’ — dyou understand’ ’ 

4 1 don’t 1 ” 

‘Come over him that way' 

“What way’ ’ 

‘By fear Don t rely on strength he’s file times as strong as 
you are” 

Sensing that this man wished me well I thanked him and held 
out my hand He responded after a slight hesitation and when I 
pressed bis homy palm, he smacked hi9 lips regretfully and lower 
ing his eyes mumbled something inaudible 
"What d’you say’” 

‘Never mind now ” be «aid with a deprecatory gesture and 
went into the workshop while I began to haul in the sacks, jnv 
thoughts dwelling on what had happened 

I had read about the Russian people, about its spirit of fellow 
ship and sociality the warm and generous susceptibility of its soul 
to good, but I knew the people better at £r«t hand, having been 
thrown on my own resources «mce the age of ten cut off from the 
influence of family and »choo\ 
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\I<wt of my per onal impre*i»ion« «eemrd lo fil in well with what 
I had read Yes people are attracted to what is good, they appre 
ciate it, hanker after it, and are always waiting for it to come from 
•omewhere to make this rugged, diMBal life a brighter, warmer 
tfung 

But I find my*e!f thinking ever more often that while loving 
what is good like children do a fairy tale wondering at its beauty 
and ramie's looking forward to it as a holiday most people have no 
faith in its power, and it is a rare person who is solicitous of guard 
ing and protecting its growth They are all sort of unploughed soul* 
that are thickly and abundantly overrun with weeds, and if a grain 
of wheat he brought in by a wind of chance, the young shoot withers 
and fades 

Shatunov Tou«ed my interest— there was something unusual about 
the roan 


For about a week the bo's did not show up in the workshop 
neither did he discharge me Indeed, I did not in«ist on it — I had 
nowhere to go and life here was growing more interesting every day 

Shatunov obviously shunned me, and my efforts to have a * heart 
to-heart” chat with him were a failure — my questions elicited at 
best an unintelligible reply, spoken with downcast eyes and working 
jaws 

M 0f cour*e, if one knew the right word 1 Sull, every man’s souls 
bis own , ” 

There was something thickly dark about him, something of the 
reclu«e. He habitually spoke little did not u«e profane language, 
but neither did he pray on going to bed or on getting up, and only 
when he «at down to dinner or supper would he silently make the 
sign of the cross over his deep chest. During a moment of leisure 
he would imperceptbly withdraw into a corner, choosing the dark 
est, where he would either mend hts clothes or take off his shirt 
and kill parasites in ibe dark And always he bummed to himself 
in n deep bass, almost in a lower octave, queer, unfamiliar song*. 

Ah I chy dors this day seem sad and dreary 
One would a V him facetiously 
“Only today’ Did you feel all right ye«terd*v ? ’ 
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Without answering or looting up he would hum on 
/ might have a drink of home brew , but J don't want to 

“You haven’t any , anyway — home brew, I mean ” 

Without batting an eyebrow, os though he were deaf he went 
on drearily 

I'd go to see my darling, but my legs don’t it ant to go 
Ok, my legs don't uant to go, and my heart it is not dratin 

Pashka the Gypsy was not fond of di'nval songs. 

“Hey, wolf*” he shouted angrily, banng his teeth ‘Howling 
again 9 ’ 

The funereal words came creeping one hy one out of the dark 
comer 

My heart u sad, ah, ever so sad 
IFcary and dreary, it gives me no sleep 

“VanoU” commanded the baker “Put the lid on him he’ll smoke 
the place out* Let’s have ‘Goalie 1 ’” 

The men broke into a ribald dance song, Shatunov emitting deep 
mouthed sounds with an air of indifference and a peculiar knack o! 
fitness to the blatant obscenity of the song, which at times became 
drowned in his voice, vanishing like a gushing rivulet in the dark 
stagnant water of a muddy pond 

The baker and Artcm were obviously kindly disposed toward' 1 
me — it is a new attitude that does not lend itself to description, but 
I sense it nevertheless As for YaMika Tinkle he dragged the very 
first night after my clash with the boss a sack filled with -traw into 
the corner where I slept and announced 

“Well I’m going to thleep next to you now 1 ’ 

“All right ” 

“I lhay, lei’s be friends' ’ 

‘‘Let’s ” 

He promptly rolled himself over to my side and whispered con 
fidentially 

‘Do mithe eat cockroaches’’ 

“No, what makes you ask’’ 

“I thought as much’” 

24-830 
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knd m the ®ame hu bed voice, his thick tongue moving rapidly 
and his win«oroe eyes «Himng be confided 

“D you know 1 thaw a mcrjthe havtrg 3 talk with a cockroach — 
honour bright 1 d d f Z woke up one night, and in the moonlight thaw 
a monlhe not fay from me busy at one of the pretzels nibbling and 
nibbling an I crawled up — ever tho quietly Just then a cockroach 
came up and then two more and the mouthe dropped the pretzel 
and thtarted moving hu grey wbithker® and they also began wag 
ging their whithkers — like our dumb iSikander — talking to each 
ober tbev were I wonder what they were talking about 7 Mutht 
b" wrtcrething eh 7 Are you tWeeping 7 '* 

“No 1 Go on please " 

“He looked ath if he wa« alhking the cockroaches “Where d'yon 
come from'’ An they thaid Were from the country * They 
crowd in from the villages yon know, during the famine, or when 
theses been a fire They run away from the hut before a fire, 
they know when there s going to be a fire OP man brownie tells 
em Pun off. v ju fellow® and the) hop it* Have you ever thcen 
a brownie 7 

“Not yet. ” 

“I have " 

At which point he suddenly gave a «nore as though ga«ping 
for breath— and Tinkle was heard no more till morning' 

The bo®» now made it his rule to visit the workshop almost everv 
day ®eenng deliberately to choo-e a time when I was relating 
something or reading to the men. Coming m noiselessly he would 
sit down on a box in a corner by the window on my left, and if I 
•topped on seeing him, he would *ay in a tone of gnm mockery 
“Co on jabbering profe*°or go on «pin the yarn, don t be 
afraid'" 

And he would *it for a long lime silently blowing out lus 
ch-cks, which would «'t his little ears «timng beneath h.s rpar®e 
ha t— they were afiros* indutmgu *habV set close again t his skull 
Sometimes he would a k m a croaking voice 
“What, Vfh->t 7 “ 

And one dav when I was describing th» ‘trnctnre of the universe 
! v ‘ cried shnllv , 
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‘'Hold on' And there’s God come in’" 1 

"He’s here. . . *’ 

“Liar* Where 9 ” 

“D’you know your Bible 9 ” 

“Don’t you try to fool me — where is he 9 ” 

“And the earth was without form, and void, and darkness was- 
upon the face of the deep, and the Spirit of God moved upon the 
face of the waters” 

"The waters 1 * he cried triumphant!} ‘And \ oti’re trying to prove 
there was fire’ Wait, I’ll a«k the priest what it says in the writ 
togs . . ” 

He got up and went out, adding morosely • 

“You seem to know a lot, Blatterer — d’vou dunk it’s good for 
you 9 

Shaking hvs head Pashka «aid anxiously 
"He’ll lay a trap for you*” 

Two days after this Sashka, the clerk, came running into Ibe work 
ehop and shouted to me «ternly 
“The boss wants you’” 

Tinkle raised a snub no«ed freckled face and gravely suggested 
“Take a three pounder with you 1 ” 

I went out amid an accompaniment of subdued laughter 
In a ciowded room in the semi ba<ement two other pretzelmakers, 
Donov and Kuvshmov, besides my own boss were sitting at a table 
before a samovar I stopped in the doorway My bo's commanded in 
a maliciously soft voice 

“Now, professor Blatterer, will you be sd kind as to tell us about 
the «tars and the sun and how it all happened ” 

Ills face was flushed his grey eye narrowed and his green one 
alight with a mischievous glint of emerald Next to him shone two 
other «mihng visages, one a lobster red framed in a carroty «tubble, 
the other a dingy mildewed looking map The samoiar «norted lazily, 
enveloping the odd heads m wi«ps of vapour On a wide bed set np 
against the wall looking like a grey old bat, sat the mistress, her 
arms propped amid the rumpled bedclothes her underlip sagging, 
while she swayed to and fro and hiccoughed loudly The pink little 
flame of an icon lamp flickered lonesomely in the comer as though 
shivering from cold, on the will between the windows hung an ole 
24 * 
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ograf h of a no-nan naked to the waist, holding in Her lap a cat a* 
a*sgTj*jing!y fat as ber«elf Tlie room was filled with a ttufTv «mell of 
jotka, pickled mu h rooms and smoked fish, and the legs of passers- 
It flitted acro« 3 th* window like hnge shears silently snipping at 
something c 

I mored forward and my hoes, picking up a f„ r k f rom ^ u l|, 
EOt up and tapping lhe edge of .ho table with ,1, ,a,d to at 

bo sou .land where ,ou are Let', have the story fin, then 
1 il stand sou a treat . ** 

I derided that I would stand him a treat, too, afterwards and began 
to talk c 

f t,V lh "** 100 ha PPT «"d 'hat is why I was so fond 

, . ' 1 on * •“">«*> light f would go tolo the fields end 

lie down on the ground fare upwards and it reeined to no that erery 
toed"'", “J ;Mf " ,n » T heart; linked hy their nul 

as aw,dV h ”‘“" d '“S" 1 '" «nh 'It' 

6 *\ rt Pz S 0 a * ,0 £ ! ’ harp and the quiet murmur of t*-e 
■yr ‘ i s' “" s a ° ! U» ‘"tatt ,o> of firing 

„ , 0 e *°° ,c hour, of spiritual communion with the universe 

™Z n ’I’ Cl ' a r J ,h “ «' ,h - *«««». impressions 

. 1, u ln lh " " I ” aM 1,1111 ">'”=• Ike three bofes and 

I.,™ ha 8 f“"S “ ‘•'rally ml], a senselc, ..are, 1 let myself 
me 1 e ah !a' ° rf ' t!tr 's lIie nffensire presence of ererylhing around 
me ' w r ! tree »r gnuning insultingly, end 

” ' “ f”fwd hi, hp, .„d w„ .h,„|,„g ° ,f,|y, „L|, tl 

I heard D™ ‘'’ l”" "» f, ce »4 , pe„|„ r , farf scnrtmy, 

I beard Donov * ay in a husky, tired voice 

“11.11 he can Uk the hind leg off , donkey I- 
And Kuv.hinov exclaimed angnly 
“If you a-k ra» the MW* nuts*'’ 

Bjt this did not deter me T .j . , 

narration, and it seemed , 0 ," d l ° * l, «» 5l *len to mv 

of my words * h ,he7 wcre TOm,n g Dn ^r the spell 

^o, Suddenly me bo., »„ho„, mtr(J ^ * h| , h 

Ana“"w”£,\tw° ““rf ' n “" la M «**P’ That .» 

the pigs, my htlle p.,,^ 3 „ ,Ile * tar * 1-1 *«r places, go and feed 
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The reminiscence now seems amusing but at the time I felt any- 
thing but nmu cd, and I don’t remember bow I mastered the fury that 
overcame me. 

I remember that Shatunov and Artem seized me when I ran into 
the workshop, led me out into the pa' age and brought me round with, 
a drink of water kaShka Tinkle «aul in a tone of comiction 
‘Well 9 Aha, you didnt lilhcn to me 9 ’ 

And the Gyp y scowling and muttering angrily, patted me on 
the back 

"Id have nothing to do with him H hen lies got his monkey 
up he doesn t care a hang, even if it wa« the bishop himself ’ 
Feeding the pigs was regarded os a humiliating and harsh puni'h 
raent The Yorkshires were hou'id in a dark and crowded pig«ty and 
when their buckets of feed were brought in they would ru«h a man 
off his feet, jostle him with their blunt muzzle- ami he was a lucky 
fellow whom their rough amiability did not trip over into the 
mire 

Immediately on coming into the pigsty one had to lean his back 
again't the wall kick the swine off, swiftly pour the slops into the 
(rough and make off, because the enraged beasts had a habit of bit 
ing when kicked It wa s much wor«e when Yegor opened the door 
of the workshop and announced in a sepulchral voice 
* Heigh you Kat«api,* come and get the pigs in 1 ” 

That meant that the refractory beasts let Ioo«e in the yard did not 
want to go back to the pigsty Five or s o of the men would then run 
out into the yard swearing and sighing and a merry chase would 
begin to the master’s immense enjoyment At fir't the men themselves 
enjoyed the mad scramble which was something of a diversion, but 
they soon became breathless with fatigue and furv, the obstinate pigs 
rolled back and forth across the yard like barrels, throwing the men 
off their feet while the bo's stood looking on fired by tbe excitement 
of the cha'e hopping and stamping his feet, whittling and screeching 
Good boyV Don’t give in’ Srratch the 'cabs off cm* 

When a man was sent sprawling the boss yelled louder and mer 
ner than ever 'lapping his fleshv woman like thigh 3 and choking with 
laughter 

■♦An ah i ice epithet applied to Russ ans by ULra mans in 
days —Trans 


the old 
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p-fSliT* ha '\ Io ° 1 " 1 a d '°" -s* "»»' .f 

»aT»' bScT®, "r >" d ‘“'y p»™«l l) » yelling hand- 

^ , h “Z m ' «-», clad „ 

‘“u “ ,hE,r >»™ •bo »n «d 

boa, d ab ° ut lh ' >" d clinching the hind foot of i 

h,„°2„?L a ,t" zt:! r ,t ' s, r- a ” d - » f « b »)» chend 

*“ 0.5 the front leg, w.lh . l” t"”"* T "“ r k ' 1 *' ka “ 

on a mat to the cm, ’ ^cr nhich Me earned the p,g home 

•hook 1 tr he't Zd T"“i nepbbourhood. The Tatar, 
formed .» 'Z7a L?'1 1 ff"* ’' h, ' e "“-»•» S°«*lc 

qmred sympathetically and l"odl “„ ? a “™ ^ 'I"” 5 0,1 h “' "f- 1 “ 

paring animal Ariem motioning to the whim 

“Ma or a«ter 9 ” 

o>er their health and well being Pain ^ U faunjl, iation and dirty cares 

•hole week, eome manVbcd’mt ™j, ! h ““ to '''" d 1 * P'P f or * 
sion which clings stickily to the t, .1 1 anno > ,n S Russian compas 
ra0 ;‘ of them mamu.ned an indifferent F* ' SpS lts 8 tren S lh * 
a didactic snuffling tone ,Wlce ’ wfuI « Kuzin said in 

Neter mind* TIi e ho«s orH 

bread are w e eating’” er »— got lo do kour best . Whose 

Artem shouted 
You old deni 1 n« . 

“Toady, Tell h,„ L ,e old ma„ 

•So I , P Ir ” dccI ”“S calmly 
“* £"> - f " 10 "'' ' " "" b» crerythmg, I l,,e b, 

■"fl^.d^ce*" “' h “oona'lf f~ him. 

"°™» u L h z *: T h '' 1 - ^ .» c»„er 

” r mmd ! «ch mote ,„d umntell. 
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glide word, as Life, Men, Truth the Soul, the Laker crept up to irie 
softly and lay down beside rae 
“Aren’t jou sleeping 9 ” 

“No” 

“Taking it hard, brother . ” 

He rolled himself a cigarette and lit up The red little flame il 
luniined the silk threads of his beard and the tip of his no»c Blowing 
off the burned ash, the Cyp«y whimpered 

* Look here — poison the pigs! It’s a simple thing — all jou’ve got 
to do's gne ’em Some salt m hot water — die beasts’ll get a swelling 
In the throat and peg out . . 

“What’s the sen«e?” 

“First — it’ll make it easier for us all, and be a blow for the boss’ 
And I’d adme you to go auaj I I’ll ask Sashka to steal vour passport 
from the boss — so help me Cod’ What d’joa saj 7 ” 

“No, I won’t.” 

“Its jour lookout’ Just the tame, you won’t stick it long— hell 
break jou . ” Embracing his knees, he began rocking himself 
drcomilj, continuing slowly, in a barclj audible voice 

“I mean what's good for you, from all m\ heart' Realli, go 
away It’s become wor«c since you’re here, jou seem to get his 
back up, and he goes for cverjbody Mind the men are annojed with 
jou — they might come rough,” 

“What about jou 7 ” 

“What about me 7 " 

“Are >ou onnoyed too 7 ” 

He kept his eyes fixed on the pale glow of his cigarette in silence 
before he uttered grudgingly 

“If jou a«k me — peas are not planted in a swamp 
“But i»n't what I say true 7 * 

* It’s true all right, but what s the n«e 7 A mou«c can t gnaw 
through o mountain It makes no carthlr difference whether you speak 
or you don’t speak. You’re much too trurtfol, brother Be careful, it’s 
dangerous to trust people!” 

“You too 7 ' 

“Well — yes me too What am I 7 Can I be depended on 7 I’m one 
Johay , wnA'rrti tSwrig •iwmyne’*- M'« Wit nf ’mi ” 

It was cold, and the heady «raell of stale dough assailed the no- 
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tnl« The men lay around like grey hummock? sniffing and hearing, 
ore man was talking in his sleep 
Nntadia Nata Ah 

Someone was moaning and sobbing bitterly — he must have been 
dream ng that le«a» bon" beaten Three black windows "aied blsri 
ly from the dirts wall like deep months of tunnels into the night 
Water wa dr pping from the window nll« from the baker) came the 
*oft sound of ‘lapping and thn squeaks the baker’s assistant deaf 
and dund Nikander was kneading tl e dough 
The G*.p \ whi«pewd musvngU ar.d gewtly 
\ou ought to go to the country become a teacher — that’s the 
thrng for you' A good life believe me’ And all straight, a sure thing 
and worthy of the soul’ If 1 was educated u * a teacher I d be right 
away’ 1 m awfully fond of kiddie* And women too They re ruv m »- 
fortune, women are 1 As *ooa as I catch «ight of a passable ga! — 
that * t! e end of me I re got myself in tow as if she had me by # 
lead. If it wasn I for my character, and If 1 took a fancy to go in for 
farming I m "ht perhaps male up my mind and marry a pood worn 
an ^ r d hatch a brood of Youngster* she and I a dozen at least, 
dammit And here — there a one good looking woman, another JO"* 
as good and all of ’em easy — and so you jog along Cod knows 
why' Its like gathering mushrooms, you re that greedy, you've al 
ready got a full basket hut no you rou*t l>end down to pick another 

He s'rctched himself and spread his arms wide, as though about to 
embrace somebody then abruptly assumed a sober business like tone 
*TTe!J, what about the pigs 9 ” 

Nothing doing ” 

“Mores the pity’ Whats it cost you 9 ” 

“No” 

The Gypsy crept stealthily back to his comeT by the stove 
Silence reigned I thought I saw Kuzin 9 Jesuitical eye gleaming 
dully from underneath the table where he slept 

Fantasy darted fitfully over the dirty floor amid the keeping 
bodies like a terrified bat, beating itself against the damp dark wall" 
and grimy vault of the ceiling and dying impotent 

Hey, someone cne<f in bis sleep “give it here give me the 


are 
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The pigs were poisoned 

Two days later, when I went into the pigsty m the morning they 
did not make a dash for me as they usually did, hut lay huddled in 
a dark corner and met me with an unfamiliar hoar«e grunting 1 ex 
amined them by the light of the lantern and it struck me that the 
animals’ eyes had grown bigger Olemight, and bulged from beneath 
the pale eyelashes, regarding roe piteously with a look of sheer terror 
and something nkm to reproach Then laboured breathing shook the 
fetid darkne« and a sough like a human moan floated on the air 
"Finished'” I said to my«elf I felt a painful throbbing at the heart 
I went into the workshop and called the Gypsy out into the pas 
sage lie came out chuckling stroking his moustache and beard 
"Did you have the pigs poisoned 9 ’’ 

He stood shuffling his feet uncomfortably and a4.e 1 me curiously 
“Arc they dead 9 Let’s go and hare a look ’’ 

In the yard he asked mockingly 
“Going to tell the bon?” 

I said nothing, twining hi« heard round lus finger he spoke in 
an apologetic voice 

"That’s Ya*hka, the little devil He heard us talking, and yester 
day he says ‘I’m gonna do it Uncle Pa<hka 1 11 put salt in for 
them'* ‘Dont you dare’ I said 

Halting before the door of the pigsty and peering with narrowed 
eyes into the darkness whence the wheezy breathing of the animals 
could be heard coming in gurgles and sputters he scratched his chin 
wrinkled his face wryly, and said crossly 

“What a rotten business, hell' I’m jolly good at lying as a mat 
ter of fact I like it, hut there are times when I simply can'll Just 
can’t ” 

Walking back, shrinking with die cold grunting he looked into 
my eyes and drawled 

‘Hell there’s going to be the devil to pay! The bo«slI fly off 
the handle' He II tear Yashka’s head off for him ” 

"What’s Yashka got to do with it 9 ” 

“That’s the way things are declared the Gypsy with a wink 
'The little ones always answer for the big ones m the artel ” 

Saying which he xmftant’iy frowned. Threw me a keen }ook and 
ran swiftly into the passage muttering 
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“Co on, complain ” 

I went to the boss He bad just got up and bis fat face was creased 
and grey, his dark hair plastered down over the knobs of bis inegular 
skull, he «at at the table with legs wide opart, his long pink shirt 
drawn at the knees on which la) snnal) ensconced a dun cat. 

The tm* tress was laying the table for tea, moving about with a 
soft ru'tle like a bundle of rags beimr dragged across the floor bv an 
invisible hand 

“What is it 9 ** be asked with the shadow of a 'mile 
The pigs have fallen ill ** 

He dashed the cat down to mv feet and with fists clenched bore 
down on me like a bull his right esc flashing and bis left growinv 
red and filling With tears 

“What, what 9 ” he rumbled gasping for breath 
“Better call the vet doctor quickly ” 

Conun« do*e up to me he comically slapped bis bands over hu 
ears ■nddenlr «cemed to have «wollen, went blue, and emitted a wild, 
plaintne howl 

“The devils 1 know what it's all abouL n 
The mi*tre«s crept up and I heard her voice for the firrt time a 
quasenng wheez) voice 

“bend for the police, kass>a, quick send for the police ” 

Her wasted, rag like cheeks quivered her big mouth fell open m 
dismay revealing black uneven teeth The bo £ s pushed her roughly 
aside, snatched tome clothes hanging on the wall and rushed to the 
door bolding them in a bundle under bis arm. 

But outside m the yard, bavin" peered into the pig-tv and 
Us ened to the t ertorou* breathing of the animals, be «aid 
calmly 

“Call three of the men out.* 

And wh’m Shatunoi Artem and the soldier came out of the work 
shop, he shunted without glancing at us 
“Bring ’em out*” 

We earned out t^e four dirtv carcas'cs and laid them in the yard. 
There was a faint glicucer in the sky, the lantern placed on the 
ground shed a I ght on the slowly fall ng snow Rakes and the hears 
heads of the piss— aa eye of one of the puts had rolled out like that 
ot a Idtkti fish. 
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Throwing a fox coat over his shoulders, the boss stood silently and 
motionle««ly over the d)ing animals his head lowered 

* Go back to your work’ Send Yegor here 1 ” he said m a hollow 
voice 

‘That s got him all right’” whispered Artem a3 we jostled in the 
narrow passage littered with «acks of flour * Struck him «o hard he 
isn't even angry ** 

‘You wait” blurted Shatunov, ‘wet wood doesnt burn up at 
once ” 

I remained behind in the pa* age looking out into the yard 
through a crevice Hie light of the lantern struggled m the morning 
gloom, bar el) illumining the four gre) sacks which inflated and con 
traded with a whistle and a rattle the bo»s bareheaded was bending 
over them, his hair falling over his face, he stood for a long time jn 
that pose without *>tirring covered with the fur coat looking like a 
bell Then I heard a sniffling noi«e and a *oft human whisper 
“What is it, dearies 9 It hurts 9 Poor things Choo, choo ” 
The beasts seemed to breathe louder 

He rai«cd his head looked round and I «awr distinct!) that hjs 
face was in tears Now he had wiped them off with both hands, with 
the gesture of an injured child moved away, pulled a handful of 
straw out of a barrel went back squatted down, and began wiping the 
boar’s dirty snout, then instantly threw the straw away, got up and 
began to walk slowly round the pigs 

He went round them once and again quickening his step then 
suddenly broke into a run dashing round in circles, leaping and stab 
bing the air with his clenched fi«ts The «kirt 3 of lus coat flapped round 
bis legs he stumbled nearly fell, came to a stop shaking bis head 
and whimpering At length — this also happened suddenly as though 
his legs had given way — he sat down on his haunches and, like a 
Tatar at prayer, began wiping his face in the palms of his hands 
‘Choo choo, my little pets choo o'” 

Yegor swam lazily out of the gloom from behind a corner with 
a pipe ui his teeth, the glowing bowl now and again lit up his dark 
face that seemed as though it had been hastily hewn out of a battered 
gnarled board the earring glinted in the thick lobe of lu* red ear 
“Yegone” the bo«s called «o!tly 
“\ve 9 ” 



They \e poi'oned the bcastie* ” 

He’’ 

‘ No ’ 

* Who then 7 ’ n 

* Pa«hka and Artyukhox Kuzm told me about it 
“Give em a lhra<hwg 7 ’ 

Pulling him*e!f to his feet the bo*« «aid weanly 
"No xx ail * 

“What a bunch of scum,’ growled Yegor 
"\e-e s No, but xrhat’s the beasts’ fault, eh’” 

Yegor «p2t, onto his boot as it happened then lif ,e ^ hi* ^ 00t an “ 
wiped the boot with the hem of his coat 

The grey chilly «ky hung like a pall oxer the little yard A bleak, 
wintry day broke grudgingly 

Yegor went up to the dwng beast* 

* Must slaughter them ” 

What lor’’' said the bo< 3 xvitb a lo s j ol the hea^ ’em Vftt 
83 long as they got to ’ 

1 11 kill em and we can sell ’em to the **au*age man. The) re no 
good as carrion* ” 

The «aiuage man w on t take em’ ‘aid Sem)Ono\ «quattmg 
down again and stroking the swollen neck of one of the boar' 
“What d you mean, he won’t lake ’em 7 1 11 say you got fed up 
with them and had ’em slaughtered 111 say they were healthy . 

The boss Xx as «ilent 

“Well what we going to do 7 ” persisted Yegor 
“What 7 ” 

The boss got up and walked slowly round the P'S 3 oncc moie 
hamming m an undertone 

“Rogie pogxes mv hlle recluses ” 

He ‘topped looked round, and blurted 
“Kill ’em'” 

Wc were expecting a «torm di mu aU, we thought the boss would 
throw in an extra «ack of work as a puni«hment, the G)ps) apparent 
ly felt bad, but tried to «how a bold front, and shouted with affected 
nonchalance 

“Roa«t and boil' - ’ 
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The workshop maintained a «ullen silence, the men fowled at 
me, and Kuzin muttered 

“He’ll serve it out on all — guilty and innocent alike. ” 

The atmosphere grew thicker and gloomier, quarrels started here 
and there, and when we sat down to dinner Milov, the soldier, grin 
zimg to I 113 very ears burst into a sill) laugh and fetched Kuzin a 
crack 01 er the forehead with his spoon 

The old man groaned clasped his head, «tared in amazement 
with his single evil eye and whined 
“Brothers, what for 9 ” 

A general clamour broke loose, intermingled with cur«e«, and 
three men, with waving arms, bore down threateningly on the soldier 
who, with his back to the wall, convulsed with laughter, explained 
“That’s for being a si) fellow* Yegor told me the bo-s knows 
all about who poisoned the pigs , ” 

The Gypsy, pale and oddly tense, bounded from the o\en and 
seized Kuzin b) the scruff of the neck 

“Again’ Weren’t you beaten enough, you rotten scab for your 
damned tongue 9 ’’ 

‘You’ll «ay it isn’t true p’raps 9 ’’ wailed Kuzin m a quavering 
old voice shielding his shrivelled little face “Didn’t you *tart it 9 
Didn’t 1 bear how you tried to *et the Blatterer on to it 9 ” 

The Gypsy grunted and swung back his arm but Arlem hung 
on to his shoulder 

* Don’t hit him, Pashka stop it ” 

There began a scuffle, Pashka struggled m the grip of Shatunov 
and Artem kicking and snarling and ferociously tollms the whites 
of his frenzied eyes 

“Let me get at him, 1 11 finish him off ” 

And the truthful little old man with the neck band of Ins dirty 
«hirt in the Gypsy’s possession fumed and sputtered 

“If there ain’t nothing, I won’t «a> nothing, but if there are bad 
goings ofl it’s my business to tell about it* les, even if voa tear my 
heart out, sou scoundrels* ’ 

Saying which lie suddenly threw himself on Yasbka hit him on 
the head knocked him down, kicked him and began dancing on his 
body with. an. amaziagjv youthful agility 

‘It was you you, sou hafetard who put the salt in you 
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ivory, and as motionless as if he were dead The tumult died down, 
there was a premonition of ill, everybody was cowed, and began to 
«wear at Kuzin in undertones 

“You done that to him, you one-eyed devil'” 

“Deserve to be in jail, you scoundrel 

The old man remonstrated angnly 

‘frothing o’ the sort* He’s had a fit or something ” 

Artem and I brought the boy to He slowly raised the long lashes 
of his quick, merry eyes and enquired listlessly 
* Have we armed 9 ” 

“Arrived where, dammit'” exclaimed Ins brother in a tone of dis 
tress “Always poking your no'e in everywhere. I’ve a jolly good 
mind to give you a hiding Vbat made you fall down 9 ” 

“Where from 9 ” answered the otheT with a surprised twitch of the 
eyebrows “Did I fall 9 Mutht hare forgotten I thaw a dream — 
wc were in a boat— you and I, catching crabs we had grub with 
uth o bottle of vodka too ” 

He shut his eyes, feeling tired, then after a pause babbled m a 
faint little voice 

“Now I remember — knocked mv heart out o’ pis the Kuzin 
done that' I hale the fellow I can’t breathe proply the old ass' 
I know lum beat his wife to death’ Methmg around with his 
daughter Hi law We’re from the thame village, you thee, »o I know all 
ahout it ” 

“You better «hut up'” said Artem angrily ‘Better go to sleep” 
“Our village was Yegildeyevo It hurtth me to talk otherwise 

I’d ” 

He spoke as though he were dropping off to sleep, all the time 
licking his parched darkened lips 

Somebody dashed through the bakery jubilantly «hnekmg 
We re m for a good time boys! The boss is on the booze'” 

The whole workshop was agog with boisterous laughter and *hnll 
whistling everybody looked at each other kindly, with pleaded «unny 
eyes the master’s vengeance on account of the pigs hung fire, and 
during his bout of drunkenness le«s work could be done 

Vanok Ulanov, who cunningly made himself scarce in moments 
when passion* ran high skipped out into fhe middle ol fire workshop 
and yelled 



MAXIM GORKI 


Up with the tune*” 

. 11 ' Gj1 ” r Cl,>!, i S h “ C)ts anii ll,ra * 1 "' out his Adam, apple 

be S an 'mging in a shrill tenor 

Here comes a goalie doun the street 

Tnentr men thumped the table and caught up 

1 Gas and young and all ,p a heat’ 

Hu beardie uaggles 

-:t: s bo h * d -°"“ — « * *■ 

and tngglcs and icabbles’ 

. °‘ f “f * «* tale figure sqntrmed lie 

t ‘ >«■! clouds ™dust 

mem Was no le. r a £ aa d the sudden hurst of mem 

° h ' d '“ ! »“ d 1» the recent paronym of 

unnaturally' iatm^md 0 m ' a ^S* 1 fever and breathed 

latm-n 0„, „ ™u* ^ *»" -end o„ into h,s lungs and 

whufe 3nd did not h ^ il- pm ^ hps 31 though he wanted to 
.tank, bu. hal, A ' tre ? 2,h "> d ° “> H' tuled often for a 
a sweet smile of h„ ^ 3 ^ P Sh °°r ^ heatl “Savely and with 

-V, J.L [ * 1 dunmed e J‘ es whimpered 
I d ° D 1 Want ’ 

with the .hadowjr Vr , Uh '°? a and T,De ?« and he fell asleep 
hair stuck to his leninf 101 E *V® * ace > ^“hed m meal his curly 
end hi, chest tandTSl'Y' 1 * 'i. 1 " ?“” lr "™" J here melted, 
mtd smeared wtd, dned d^T ^ * I ”‘« >° '»=“ 

JJ 4 e ^ fowled at me 

«. ^ *- hoe lings a gUD e we can pier 

I felt *>ick at heart. *n4 

®>dst of the«e men. flLi“ a”" mo \ e ** “welcome intruder in the 
■* ppamlV 



THE BOSS 


3S& 

“Hi, keep your chin np r Knead the dough little maid, the boys 
ate Waiting with the marmalade 1 ” 

Artem fns«ed around me, trying hard to crack merry jokes, 
hut he could not put it orer today, and sighed sadly, asking rue 
twice 

“D you think Yashka’s been hurt badly’ ” 

Shatunov, louder than usual, started hi3 favourite song 

To stand at the crossroads and peer down the lanes , 

To see uhere fate has passed uUh all the joys and pains 

In the night I lay down on the floor beside Tinkle and as I busied 
my'-eli spreading the «acks he woke up nnd a‘ked fearfully 
‘\lhothe that crawling 9 Is that you Blalt’ ter’ ’ 

He made a vain attempt to sit up but fell back, and his head 
dropped heavily on the black rags of its pillow 

Everybody was asleep there was a ru tic of heavy breathing and 
•wet coughing shook the «tuffy, acrid air A blue ‘tarry night looked 
coldly through the begrimed tvindowpanes the stare were dis 
tre«singly <malt and far away A little tm oil lamp burned on the wall 
in a comer of the bakery* illumining the ‘helves with bread bowls — 
•the bowls looked like hairle«s «calps On a hm of dough, curled up 
into a ball, slept the deaf and dumb Nikander and the yellow bare 
leg of the baker, covered with ‘ores, projected from beneath the table 
on which the loaves were weighed and rolled 
\a‘hka called ‘oflly 
4 Blatt ler ” 

“Ai 9 ” 

‘Tm nnlherable * 

‘Well let's talk tell me something ” 

"I don’t know what to talk about About the brownie’” 

“Let it be the brownie. ” 

He «aid nothing for a while then climbed off the hm lay 
down, re ted lus hot head on ray che«t and began in a low dreamy 
voice 

“It was before they took my father to tail, >t was thummer then, 
and I was quite a little ’un I was thleepmg outthide, on a cart of 
hay — it -was fine’ Thuddenly I wakes up, and there he was thkipping 
2o— 830 
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down the doorthteps A wee little thing he was no- bigger’n a fist 
and hairy all over like a mitten, all grey he was and green He didn’t 
have no ejes cither Did I jell* Mum thtarted whacking me — I 
shouldn’t ha’ jelled he mulhn t be thcarcd, otherwise he’ll get angry 
and lease the houthc for ever — that’s \ery bad* People who haven’t 
got a brownie in the houthe God brings no luck. D’jou know who 
the brownie is’ ’ 

* No Who is he 9 ” 

‘He reports to God through the angels — the angels detbend from 
heaven and the) re not thupposed to understand the language that 
people thpeak, olherwithe they 1! be defiled, and people muthn’t litben 
to the aDgels* talk ** 

1 Why not 9 " 

“Bccauthe Not thoppo'ed to I think its a «bame— look how »t 
keeps people away from God 1 ’ 

He grew animated, sat up and his speech came faster, almost as 
when he was well 

‘Everjone would tell God straight what he wanted, but no— 
there’s the brownie 1 Majbe thometimes he’s wild with people— p’raps 
they didn t pleathe him — and he’ll go and tell the angels a bunch of 
fibs — dyou underhand 9 Now. they athk him ‘How’s this muzhik 9 ’ 
And he, being in a temper, thays That muzhik’s a bad roan’- — and 
then I bet you that fellow’s gonna have a houseful o’ trouble* People 
cry and cry ‘Lord have mercy on us*’ And people have no idea what 
be s been told about them, be doesn't want to lithen to them — he’s 
allho angry ” 

The boys face was clouded and grave, he screwed up his eyes 
and gazed at the ceiling, which was as grey as a wintry *kj, its wet 
slams resembling clouds, 

“What did your father die from 9 ” 

He boalhted about his thlrength That was when he was in jail 
Thaid lie could lift five real people, told ’em to put their arms round 
each other, and thtarted to lift ’em and his heart went bust Bled to 
death 


Tinkle heaved a deep sigh and lay down again beside me, he 
rubbed hw hot cheek again, t my hand, and went on 

Gee, he was awful tbtrong he was* Crothed him*elf two dozen 
times with a t„o pood weight without taking a rest Bat he didn’t 
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have no Vtoik, and very little land, ever tho Lille couldn’t tliay 
how much There was nothing to eat, nothing at all — yu*t go and beg 
I was a little ’tin hut I altlio used to go among the Tatars — they’re 
all Tatars where we live, hut good Tatars the Land that always thays 
‘here you are’ They’re all like that Well what was father to do’ Tho 
he began thlealing hordes — he was tliony for us ” 

His thin voice had grown husky and sounded ever more tired and 
broken, the hoy coughed like an old man and si "bed 

“When he thtole a horse, every dung was alright — we had enough 
to eat, and all cheered up Mum uthed to cry her eyes out 
but at these times she would have a drink and begin to thing 
thongs... She was a little woman good at everything uthed to 
cry to Had ‘Oh, my darling my poor lolht soul 1 The muzhiks 
uthed to beat him with tliticks — lie didn’t mind* Artem was to have 
gone into the army . . we thought lied become a man there but 
he’s unfit . . ” 

The boy fell 'ilent with a loud more tlrat startled me I bent over 
him and listened to the beating of bis heart It beat feebly and Tapidly, 
but the fever seemed to have dropped somewhat 

A sickly ray of moonlight fell through the window onto the dirty 
floor Outside it was still and clear, and I went out into the yard to 
look at die clean sky and breathe the frosty air 

"When I relumed to the bakery, refreshed and chilled, I bad a 
fright something grey, an almost shapeles* living bundle ‘tirred 
in a dark corner by the oven, wheezing «oftly. 

“Who’s tha ,? ” I adeed with a ‘tart. 

The familiar voice of the bo‘s replied hoarsely 
“Don’t *=hout ” 

He was dressed as u«ual in the Tatar «hirt, which made him look 
like an old woman He was ‘landing m a furtive sort of way behind 
a corner of the oven a bottle of vodka in one band and a tumbler 
in the other His hands were apparently shaking— there wa« a tinkle 
of glass and the gurgle of liquor being poured out 

“Come here*” he called, and when I came up, thru't the gla«s 
out, spilling some of the contents ‘Have a drink 1 ” 

‘I don t want any ” 

.* Why not’” 

£ 8 * 
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“It i*n't the time” 

"If a man drinks, any time's good enough. Drink!” 

*~I don’t drink” 

He shook his head heavily. 

“I was told you dnnk.” 

“A wineglass «i «o, when I feel tired ...” 

Peering int > the glass vrith Ins right eve, he heav ed a load sigh 
and «pla‘hed I lie vodka into the cavity beneath the oven, then stepped 
over and sat down on the floor with his legs dangling in the cavity. 

“Sit down. I want to have a chat with you.” 

I could not see the round pancake of his face in the dark, hot 
Ins voice struck roe as oddly unfamiliar. I sat down beside him, greatly 
interested; with head lowered, he drummed bis fingers on die g'a**> 
which tinkled faintly. 

“Well, tell me something. . .” 

“Yadika mu«t be taken to the hospital. ...” 

“Vi in, » hat's the matter?” 

“He* ill. Kuzin lieat him up badly.” 

“Kuzin n a dirty scoundrel. He informs on the men. D’yoo think 
I’m partial to him for it? Pay him for it, eh? I wouldn't throw a 
handful of dirt in his ugly mug. leave alone give him a copper.. •• 

He ‘poke lazily but audibly, and though his words reeked of vodka, 
he did not *eem to be drunk. 

“I know everything! Why didn’t you want to make away vrith the 
pigs? Be frank! I’ve given you offence, I understand that. And you ve 
given me offence. Well?” 

I told him. 

“So*” he said after a pau*c. “Then I’m worse than a pig, eh? I 
too should be pohoned, eh?” 

He sounded as though he were smiling, ami I repealed i 

“Then 1 11 take Ya^hka to the hospital?” 

“hou can take him to the slaughterhouse for all 1 care. Whsts 
it to do with me?” 

“At your expense.” 

“Certainly not,” he l«t fall indifferently. “That’s not been done 
before. They 11 all he wanting to lie in the hospital!... I say. why 
did you tweak my ear, that time?” 

“I got angry ” 
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“I understand, that's not what I meant! Well, you could have 
given me a clout over the ear, or «ay a punch in the jaw — but why 
pull my ear, as if I was a kid? 

“I don’t like to hit people. . . .” 

He maintained a long silence, and seemed to have dropped into 
a sniffling doze, then said firmly and distinctly • 

“You're a funny fellow! You’re not a Jut like the rest of ’em — 
even your noddle’s twisted on a different way. . . 

He said it inoffensive!) but with obvious annoyance. 

“Now tell me, am I really a had person?” 

“What did you think?” 

“I? You’re a liar — I’m a good man! I’m a clever man, my dear 
chap. Now, y ou’re educated, you’ve got the gift o’ the gab, can talk 
about one thing and another, about the stars the Frenclncs and the 
nobility — I admit that it’s all very well and entertaining! I took 
notice o£ you right away — remember, that time when you fir«t saw me 
and said I’d catch a cold and die ... I’m always quick to size up a 
man’s worth!” 

He tapped his forehead with a stubbv finger, sighed, and ev 
plained • 

‘There’s a hell of a memory here, my dear chap. . . . Why, I even 
remember how many hairs my grandpa had in his heard! Let me 
have a bet with you! Eh 9 ” 

“What about?” 

“That Ym smarter than you You ju«t think: I’m an illiterate 
man, I don’t know the ABC, only figures, and yet I’m carrying a big 
busine— , forty three workmen, a shop, three branches. You, an edu- 
cated man, are working for me. If I want to I could take on a 
real student and kick you out I can kick everybody out if I want 
to, sell the whole show and squander the money on drink I -n’t that 
right’ ” 

“I don't see that you need brains for that. ...” 

“Hod.' What d’you call brains 9 If I haven’t got ’em— nobodv’s 
got 'em 1 D’you think brains i« a matter of words’ No «ir, it’s a mat- 
ter of bu«ines«, that’s the only place you’ll find ’em.. ” 

He broke into a quiet but triumphant laugh, shaking his big, loose 
bulk, and continued on a note of condescension, in a thickening bibu- 
lous voice: 
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“You couldot feed one person — and In feeding forty* I could 
feed a hundred jf I wanted' Talk of brains''' 

His voice became * ern and didactic, and his tongue more sing 
guh as he went on 

“What you Licking against roc for 7 It’s all nonsense* What’s the 
good of it, anyhow — it dont do you no good either. Tou try hard 
<o that l pay you your due ” 

You sc done so already” 

Have l 5 

He pindered it a moment or two and acquiesced with a prod in 
my shoulder 

“So I hare* A11 sou need now t§ for me to give you a chance— 
but I may not give you a chance . Although — I see everything, I 
know everything' TTii> Caraska of mines a thief Hut he too’a « 
finart fellow ard if he doe«n t come a cropper and get himself in 
jail he II be a bo‘s' He 11 skin people alive' They’re all thieves here, 
worse n cattle — ju*l carrion' And you re tmng to be nice with ’em. . . » 
l ju t can t understand it Us so «illy of you.” 

I wa, overcome by sleepiness, my bones and muscles ached with 
the dav s labour, and my bead was dmy with wearness The ted> 
ous, stick? voice of the bo«s «ecmed to glue one’s thoughts 

“You say ruhv things about the bos*es — it’s nil ju't foolishness, 
bceaifce of your youth Another man in my place would call in a po- 
liceman * 11312 ! tway, shore a ruble in his fist, and hate you hauled 
oS to the police station 

He slapped my knee with a heavy, soft hand' 

“A clever man should aim at becoming a boss, not fly wide' Peo- 
ple arc as thick as hop*, bosses are very few— that's the trouble . 
it’s all lopsided and wrong' If you keep an eye open you'll «e« 
more — then vour bean 11 be harJened and ton’ll under*tand that it’s 
the people them*cKe»who art bad — tho*e who ate not employed All 
the extra p*ople should be put to work, so they don’t knock around 
do ng nothing Its a shame to leave even a tree to rot without any use. 
Cum it— it’ll cive warmth — the same with 3 man D’you follow me 7 ” 
Yajhka moaned and I got np to look at him. He was lyin'* chest 
upwards, with puckered brows and open mouth, his arms stretched 
down the length of his body — -there was something straight and sol 
dieily about the boy 
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Nikander sprang down from die Lin made for the oven ran into 
the Loss and ®tood dumbfounded for a minute then opened his mouth 
wide, blinked Jus fi«hy eyes guiltily and mooed, while he traced an 
intricate pattern in the air with swift moving fingers 

‘ Moo-oo,” the boss mocked him, got up and walked out, adding 
‘ Stony chump 

When be had disappeared behmd the door the deaf and dumb 
man winked at me, and clasping his throat between two fingers ar 
ticulated 

'Kokh, kokh ” 

Next morning l;a®hka and I went to the hospital — we had no 
money for a cab and the boy walked with difficult cou°bin w weakly 
and talking while he manfully tried to overcome his pain 

“Thimply can t breathe, ga'pere knocked flat The devils ” 
In the street, amid the dazzling silvery 'unlmbt and the muffled 
figures of warmly clad pedestrian*, he looked smaller and 'kinmer 
in his dark rags than lie mall) was His ®ky blue eyes, accu tomed 
to the gloom of the w otkshop watered copiously 

‘If I die Artem’ll go to the dogs, hell take to drink, the fool* 
And he doethn t take any care of himself kou pull him up DIalt ler, 
now and again thay I thaid tho ** 

IIis parched, dark little lips twi<ted painfully and his childish 
chin quivered — I held him under the arm and I was afraid that he 
would begin to cry and I would assault the passer® hj, «mash the 
windows and make an ugly scene 

Tinkle stopped, drew his breath and uttered with an impre««i\e- 
ness of age 

“Ju®! tell him that I ordered him to obey you M 
On coming hack to the workshop I learned of another mi«hap la 
the morning when Nikander was carrying pretzels to one of the branch 
«hops be was run over by fire-brigade hoi«e? and was now in bos. 
pital too 

4 Now ” «aid Shatunov confidently looking at me with I is 
narrow liule eyes, ‘ you can expect a third stroke of ill luck — they 
always go in threes from Chn«t St Nicholas and St George Then 
Our Lady 11 tell ’em ‘That’ll do children' 1 and they’ll come to their 
sen®« ” 
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Tv Hander wa» not «poken of, he "was a mange*, not of emr wo:l 
shop, but a good deal was «aid about the speed, strength and endur- 
ance of fire brigade hor e« 

Garaska came m daring dinner — an agile, handsome animal, a lid 
with the insolent eves of a libertine and thief, smooth spoken with all 
whom he feared he announced with solemnity thal I had been pro 
moled to as.1 tant baker in Nikander’s place, at a salary of *uc rub’es 
per month 

“Congratulations' * shouted Pa hka gaily, then instantly knitted 
his brows and asked 

Who*® order is that 9 ” 

“The bon*" 

“But hes drank’” 

‘Tvot a bit'” retorted GaraHa with a chuckle ‘He did hold a 
wake yesterday for the souls of the departed but today he’s all him 
self and a bit more and has gone away to buj flour . . ” 

“The pig Lunnc«s » not ove- then" said the G%p»v ‘lowly and 
angrily 

The men looked at m* *ullenlv, with envy and ugly sneers Harsh, 
invidious words floated over the work*hop 
‘Making a hit. * 

“A strange birds always a strange bird ” 

Shatunov slowly chewed his own «peaal words 
“There’s a place for nettles and a place for poppies ” 

And Knzin wrapped his thoughts in the words he always u«ed 
when he thought ill 

“How many limes have I got to tell you little dewl* to give the 
holy lraag- a cleanup' 

Only Artera cned in a loud voice 
“OT they go — yelping and ‘narling'” 

On the very firn night of my work in the bread bakery when 
having kneaded one lot of dough and set the paste for another, I «at 
down under the lamp with a book, the boss came in, drowsily blink 
mg his eyes and smacking his lips. 

“Reading’ That * good. Better than sleeping — no danger of the 
dough standing too Jon" ” 

He spoke quietly, then, throwing a cautious glance und^r the table 
vhrxf, *h/a haksv kwy v nrnnig fiewn nat to me on a sack of Boor, 
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took, tlie book out of my hand?, closed it, and laid it on bis fat knee- 
with his palm on top of it. 

“What’s the book about’” 

“About the Ru'sian people” 

“What people 9 ” 

“The Russian I said” 

He looked at me out of the corner of his eye and «aid in a didactic 
manner. 

“We Kazan folks are aI«o Russian' — except the Tatars— the Sim 
bir«k people too are Ru«ians Whom does it write about’” 

“It writes about everybody ” 

He opened the book, held it at arm’s length 'baking his bead 
and scanning the pages with bis green eye, then flatly announced- 
“Can see that j ou don’t understand the book ” 

“How d’you see that’” 

“It’s plain Where are the pictures’ There ain’t any You 'hould 
read tho'e with pictures m ’em— much more fun I bet* What’s it say 
about the people’” 

“It writes about their belief*, their cu-tom- the «ongs they 
'ing . ” 

The boss closed the book, 'lipped it under hun and gave a long 
yawn He made no «ign of the cro-s over his mouth* which was wide 
like that of a toad 

“That’s all common knowledge," he said “The people helicte in 
God, they have good «ong' and bad *>ong", and their cn«toms are rot 
ten' Yon ask me about that — 1 11 «bow yon customs beller’n any book. 
You needn’t learn that from books — just 'tep out into the 'trect, go- 
to the market, to the pub or the village during a holiday — that’s where- 
you’ll see cu'toms Or you might drop in on the magi trate .. the 
circuit court too ” 

“You’re talking of the wrong thin"” 

He eyed me sullenly and «aid 

“I know what I’m talking about 1 As for those books— they’re just 
fable*, fairy tales simply moon'lnne’ T)’you mean to tell me you 
can describe the people in a «ingle hook’” 

* Ii was s Fu-'Crstitious practice to make a sien of the cross oitr the- 
moulh during a yawn to shut out exit spinl *.— Trans 
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“There's more than one book ” 

“So what of it 9 The people are thousands and millions \ ou can’t 
write a book about every one of ’em” 

His voice sounded disgruntled, the yellow down over his eye® 
*tiCened with anger The conversation struck me like an unpleasant 
dream, and was bonng 

“You re a funny fellow, a regular muddle-head ” he said, sighing 
and wheezing “Don’t you see its all twaddle and humbug* Who are 
the boohs about 9 About people. But what people will tell the truth 
about themselves 9 Will you tell it, eh 9 ISor will I* If you were to 
flav me alive, I uouldnt' Maybe I’ll «ay nothing even before God 
Hell a_k me Well, Vas'ili tell me about your sins' And III «ay 
You ought to know that yourself my Lord, it’s your soul, not mint' 
He nudged me with his elbow, chuckling and winking, and went 
on in a lower tone 

“I might say that' Wbos «oul is it 9 It’s His' He took it from 
me — and let’s hear no more about it'” 

He emitted an angry grunt and went over his face with his palm*, 
as though washing himself continuing unflaggingly 

“Say, didn t he give roe a soul 9 Sure he did' And didn’t he take 
it afterward* 9 Sure he did' Then the bill’s clean we’re quits'” 

1 was beginning to feel queer The lamp hung behind and above 
vs and our shadows lav on the floor at our feet. Sometimes the boss 
tf>=*ed his head up, and the yellow light shore on his face, sho ving 
a nose lengthened by the shadows and dark patches under the eyes, 
making the fat contours of his face look nightmarish There was a 
window in the wall on our right, almost level with our heads, and 
through the du»ty panes t could see nothing but the blue sky and a 
cluster of yellow «iars, as «mall as peas The baker, a dull lazy fel 
low snored, the cockroaches made rustling noi«es, and the mice 
scratched. 

“But don’t you bebeve in Cod 9 ” I asked tbe bo»s He glanced at 
ire askance with bis dead eye and said nothing for quite a time 

“You can’t ask roe about that "You daren’t ask me about anything 
at all, except your business I can a‘k you about anything I want to, 
and you’ve got to answer me. What are you after 9 ” 

“That’a my business ** 

He pondered, breathing noisily through his ntw. 



* What sort of a reply’s that 9 Cheeky deviL ” 

He drew the book from under him, slapped it on lus knee and 
threw it on the floor 

‘ Story* \!ho can know my story 9 As for jours — jou haven't got 
one yet ... and there wont be any 1 ” 

He laughed outright, a complacent laugh — that queer sobbing 
sound, so faint and thin, evoked a dismal feeling of compassion for 
my bo«s 'while he, swajing his big bodj, went on speaking in a sneer 
mg vindictive tone 

“I know all about it* I'te «een jour likes lie got a mistress, a 
shopwoman in one of my branches — she 3 got a nephew a student 
of the cattle sciences — learning how to cure horses and cows — now 
lie’s a drunkard, I did that for him’ Galkin his name is Sometimes 
he comes in to get ten kopecks for vodka — lies a bum now He also 
tried to find out what’s what 1 U«ed to shout "There must be truth 
somewhere among the people — there’s a craving after that truth in my 
*oul — con«equentIy truth exists outnde the soul as well’’ And I d keep 
on getting him drunk. Become a hopeless drunkard the wretch He’d 
stare at me with his peepers — they were sort o’ soft, like a womans 
but I wouldn’t call ’em deceitful He wasnt all there Used to 
shout ‘Vassili Semjonov, you’re 1 frort voure a terrible man in 
life 

It was time for me to heat the oven, I got up and told the bo's 
so, he, too, got up, opened the bin, slapped the dough and said 

* So it is ” 

He left unhurriedly without glancing at me 

I felt relieved that his oily, boastful voice was stemmed and the 
flow of insolent speech had trickled out of the bakery 

There was a padding of bare feet on the floor of the pretzel bakery 
and Artem stumbled against me out of the dark, his head dishevelled 
and Ins nice, cheerle«s ejes dilated like lho*e of a sleepwalker 

'The way he’s trying to get round joul ’ 

* Why aren’t you asleep 9 ’ 

“I don t know Sort o’ pain in the heart Gee tl e way he 

4 It’s difficult with him ’ 

* Rather’ A lump of lead .. And a cur in the bargain’** 

The lad leaned lus si oulder against the edge of the oven and •’ud 
denly said in a changed tone casually as it were 
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“They ve scotched my poor brother . D yon think he’ll come’ out 
o’ the hospital or be earned out 9 ” 

“What an idea 9 Please Cod 

He pushed off Irom the oven and talked back to the pretzel 
bakery with a s »aying gait, saying drearily and softly as he wmt. 

“We II get nothin® from God. . ” 

The nightly talks with the boss dragged tra in an interminable 
nightmare he dropped into the bakery almost every night «0 on after 
cockcrow when the devils had tumbled into hell, and I, having lit 
the lire, 'at down by it with a book in my band 

Round and lazv, he trundled out of bis room and «at down with zr 
grunt on the floor, at the edge of the oven canty, his bare legs dan 
gling in it as m a graTe, *tr etching hu abort paws in front of bun, 
he examined them azain't the fire with a narrowed green eye, admir- 
ing the thick blood visible through the yellow skin, and started a 
two hours queer and depressing conversation. 

He usually began by boasting of I113 brain*, by the power of 
which an illiterate mtuhiL had built and was running a large busi 
nes3 with stupid and tliievi«h people xmder his control — on tins he 
dilated at great length, but with a sort of listles»ue*s, in intermittent 
paites, and frequent whistle like sigh» It sometimes «eemed a* though 
he was weary of enumerating his business *uccc**€s, that it co*t b-m a 
great effort to «peak of them 

I bad long become tired of wondering at bis truly rare abilities — 
his ability to make a good purchase of a consignment of water-dam 
aged and malted flour to sell a hundred poods or so of spoilt pretzels 
to a Words uuan tradesman — tltese commercial exploits bad palled with 
thnr fraudulent monotony and disgraceful simplicity, which so cruelly 
exposed the measure cf human greed and *tupidity 

Tbe wood blazed hotly in the oven, before which sat I and the 
loso, the fat folds of his belly drooped on his knees, the pink glow 
of the fire flitted across his dull face hu grey eve, like the metal 
plate on a bor*e s harness ngid and rheumr, resembled the eyes of 
a decrepit beggar while the green one, gleaming Idee a cat’s was very 
much alive with an odd, watchful kind of life His peculiar voice— 
now womanishly high and gentle, now hoar«e and angrily wheezing, 
dropped words of calm insolence 
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‘You’re too trustful, and jou «ay a lot )ou shouldn’t he sa)ing' 
People are swindlers, they’ve got to be managed silently • just look at 
a man strictly, and don’t sa> a word — keep your mouth 'hut* There’s 
no need for him to understand )ou — he’s got to be afraid of }ou, let 
him gue«s what )ou mean . . ” 

“I don’t intend to manage people” 

“Liar* You can’t get on without it” 

He explained <ome people have to do the work, others the man 
aging and the authorities ha\e to take care that the former explic 
ill) obey the Utter 

“Kick out all tho«e who are not wanted* Out with all the odds 
and ends*” 

* Where are they to go 9 ” 

“That's none o’ m> business That’* why we have the authorities 
for loafers and thieves — for all the dross A fellow who’s worth) of 
his salt doesn’t need any authorities he’s his own authority The gov 
emor general can’t be expected to know what flour’s suitable for me, 
and what is not His bu'iness is to know whether a man’s u eful or 
harmful ” 

Sometimes I «eemed to catch a note of emotional stress in his 
voice. Perhaps it was a yearning for something el^e—a que«t for 
something he knew not 9 And I listened tensely to his speech, eager 
to understand him waiting for other ideas, other word* 

From under the oven came a smell of mice, burnt bast and dry 
dust The grimy walls breathed a damp warmth on us, the dirt), 
trampled floor had rotted away, and the patches of moonlight on it 
illumined the dark cracks The window-panes were thickly fly-specked, 
but the flies seemed to have besmirched the very «ky. The place was 
stuffy, crowded and unwashabl) filth) 

Was it befitting for a man 10 live a life like this 9 

The bo «3 slowly threaded word by word, reminding one of a blind 
beggar groping with trembling fingers for the email coins in his 
alms box 

‘Science — all right* In that ca.e let ’em teach me how to make 
flour out of dust or clay! There, mind you, *tands a whopping build 
ing — Varsity they call it — the pupils arc young blades who knock 
pn\» getting themselves drank and Licking up vows vo the 
streets, singing *mnl!y songs about St Yarlaam, visiting the whores 
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down Peli "ay, and generally, live like blessed clerks. And 
suddenly, after that, they’re doctor* judges, teacher*, lawyers* D you 
expect roe to believe ero 9 Why, they’re probably rott ner than I cm’ 
I don't believe anybody . ” 

And smacking his lips Iicken hlv be described in disgusting 
detail bow the students behaved with the girls 

He ‘pole a good deal about women, with a smooth cynicism 1 and 
lack o! excitement, with an oddly probing abstraction, his voice 
trailing off to a whisper He never described women’s faces, hut only 
their brpu'tj, thighs, legs, it was very unpleasant to listen to these 
stone* 

cm talk all the time about conscience straightforwardness. 
I m more straightforward than you are’ You’re rude enough but you re 
not straightforward not by a long chalk — I know a thing or two* 
The other day you told the newsman in the pub that my bins were 
all rotten and lie dough spills onto the floor, that there »Te a lot 
of cockxo3clie_ the workmen have svphihs and its dirty every- 
where ” 

I told vou too about iL 

“Hm so you did’ But you didnt «ay anything about wanting 
to give the information to the new ‘papers Well, they wrote about 
it m the paper, the police came, the sanitary man too — I gave ’em 
a twenty fiver between the bunch of ’em, and there you are” — he 
made a circular motion with his hand above his head — “d you see 9 
Everything as it was All the cockroaches still kicking There’s the 
newspaper for you and science and conscience Don’t you *=ee, you 
fathead that the table* could be turned on you 9 All the police in 
this neighbourhood are walking about m my galoshes all the chiefs 
live on my tips — you haven t a Chinaman’s chance* And you trv 
to pit yourself again‘1 it, like a cockroach against a dog Ugh, it 
makes me sick to tall with you ” 

Indeed he did look as if he were sick his face sagged, he closed 
his eyes weanly and yawned with a little whine his gaping red jaws 
revealing a thin tongue like a dog s. 

Before meeting him I had «een a good deal of human grossness, 
cruelly and folly and not a little ol goodness and real humanity 
as well 1 had read «ome «plendid hooks and I knew that people 
had long and everywhere been dreaming of a. different manner at 
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life, that in some places they had attempted, and were indomitably 
striving to bring about the realization of tho«e dreams — ray soul Lad 
long since cut its milk teeth of dissatisfaction with the existing state 
of affairs, and, until I had met the bo«s, I beh<*ved those teeth to have 
been pretty strong 

Now, after each of these conversations, I realized ever more 
clearly and sadly how frail and incoherent were my thoughts and 
dreams, how thoroughly the hoss was tearing them into «hred* 
showing me the dark voids among them, filling my heart with «ad 
mi«giVnngs I knew, I sensed that he was wrong in his calm negation 
of everything lhat I believed in, and I never lor a moment doubted 
the truth of my opinions, but it wa» difficult for me to slueld that 
truth from the dirt which he flung at it, it was no longer a question 
of refuting him but of defending my inner world, which was being 
invaded by a mortifying sen«e of my own impotence before my 
employer’s cynicism 

His mind, rough and heavy like an axe, had hacked up the whole 
of life, split it into regular pieces and laid them out before me in 
a dense little stack 

And his words about God and the soul had fired my youthful 
curiosity I always tried to lead the conversation on to these topics, 
and the bo's, seeming not to notice my efforts, tried to prove to me 
how little I knew the secrets and tricks of life 

“You’ve got to live carefully' Life demands everything from a 
man, something sa), like a mistress, but is it much you want from 
her 9 Just one thing — pleasure* And you ve got to live artfullj 
wheedle it where you can «natch it where you can’t, or go straight 
Up and land a whack — bang' and it s yours'” 

If, lmtated by his talk, I asked direct questions, he would 
answer 

‘That doesn’t concern you Whether I believe in God or not — I’ll 
answer for that, not you 

And when I began to “peak on my favourite 'ubjects he would 
shake his head as if trying to find a comfortable position for it, 
bend his little ear to my voice and h'ten patiently and silently, 
invariably with an expression of utter unconcern on his flat snub 
•nwwd. fora* whish. *«rund«L / w, r J. n. rtu pjer. hth ih. a. hnnh. m. ‘hit 
middle 
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A bitter seme of injury crept into my heart— licit on account 
of mv«elf, I had already grown tired of being resentful, and toot 
the knocks of life pretty calmly, warding them off with scorn — but 
<in account of the truth that Ined and grew within mj soul. 

It is painful humiliation, exquisite anguish, when a man is tinable 
■worthily to defend what he Iovea and what he lives for; there is no 
sharper agony for a man than the dumbne*s of his heart. . . . 1 

The fact that the bo-s charted with me at nighto gave toe nn 
especial importance in the eyes of the pret2el men: I was no longer 
regarded by *o*ne as a troublesome and dangerous man, by others 
as a queer fi-h and a crank, the majority, ineffectually concealing a 
feeling of malice and envy towards my good fortune, now obviously 
Con*idered me a cunning fellow nbo had been playing a deep game 
to gain his end 

Stroking a grev, dusty little beard, his shifty eye pinned some- 
where into a comer, Ktran said to me respectfully: 

“Now brother, you'll «oon rise to a portion ol clerk, I shouldn’t 
be surprised. . . 

Someone quietly added 

“To bully us. . . ." 

Olh-r hard words were dropped behind me: 

“With a rongne w one’s head one can find the way not only to 
Kiev it seems ...” 

“Bribe him. ...” i 

And many now sought my eyes submissively, with an offensive 
readiness to oblige. 

Artem, Pashka and one or two others who had begun to display 
a friendly feeling towards me, introduced irto their relations an 
undertone of exaggerated aUenfcvertss to whatever I <aid One day 
I lo«» my patience and told the Gyp«y angrily that I thought it quite 
unnece«ary and very bad! 

“You keep it to yourself, take my word!” he 2!wrered, gtz'ping 
my meaning, and roguishly flashing Ibe blui*h whites cf Ids eye*. 
“If the boss, who’s smarter than all of us here, discusses things with 
70 1 — then I guess you’ve got a mouthful of the right nails!..." 

Shatunov on the other hand, always taciturn and reserved, drew 
<ill closer to me with growing, confidence. \JThea we met tree t.a Cacs. 
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his morose, inscrutable eyes would light up warmly and lus thick 
lips spread *lo»lj in a broad 'mile that transfigured ln« rugged, ston\ 
face. 

“Well, d’you find it easier now’ 

“Not ca«icr, but cleaner ” 

“II cleaner, that means easier 5 " he said didactically Then *hift 
mg his gaze into a comer, he would ask, carnally as it were 
‘ What’s the meaning of bakhtirman purana 
“I don’t know ** 

Apparently he did not behe\e me, for he would turn away with an 
embarrassed grunt, Swaying on crooked, lazj legs theu «hortl\ he 
would ask again 

“And what is saiarsan samo — d you know 9 ” 

He had a big slock of such words, and when he enunciated them 
in his deep sepulchral voice they sounded odd with a sort of ancient, 
legendary tang about them 

‘Where dyou get those words from 9 " I asked him wondenngly, 
my curiosity aroused He countered with a cautious question 
“What d you want to know that for 9 ” 

Then again, as though trying to catch me unawares, he would 
suddenly pop a question 

“What s the meaning of harna' > * 

Sometimes of an evening after work, or on the eve of a holiday, 
after a bath the Gypsy and Artem dropped in on me, and close on 
their heels 0=ip Shatunov would edge Jnm'elf m We sat around the 
oven cavity in a dark corner — I had swept and washed it clean and 
made it cosy On the walls to the mht and behind us stood shelves 
with bread bowl , from which the dough was rising — they resembled 
bald heads hiding themselves and peeping at us from the walls We 
drank thick bnek tea from a large tin kettle. Pashka suggested 
“Well tell ns something — or maybe you’ll read some poetry*” 

I had Pushkin, Shcherbina and Surikov in my box on the top 
of the «tove — shabby little volumes purchased from a secondhand 
bookseller, and I read with zest, in a singsong voice 

How lofty is, oh Man, thy colling, grand and glorious, 

'Tis Cod's own radiance from Heaven earthward poured ' 

Thy soul holds all th° world tn unison harmonious 
And all has found in it response and true accord 
6-830 
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Pashka, blinking dully, peered sidewa) = inlo the hook and mill 
lered in surprise 

“Fancy that 1 Exactly like the Bible' Wby, you could sing that 
out in church so help me God . ** 

Poetry almort invariably excited his feelings and attuned him to 
a penitential mood, «ometimes he would repeat the lines of a ver«e 
that had deep!) moved him, waving his arms, clutching his curly hair 
and shearing ferociously 
“That 8 it'* 

A life of lean is my destined lot 
All hopes must be forgot 

“Crikey, that’s it! Good God — sometimes, brothers, you’re that 
sorry for your 'oul — going to the dogs, it is' It wrings your heart 
with a bitter pam — hell' What’s one to do — become a robber’ You 
can’t kill a sparrow with a little stone— and you keep telling us Be 
friendly with each other, boys' Be fnendly' Christ!" 

Artem listened to the ver«e with a gulping sound and licked his 
hp» as though he were swallowing something hot and tarty 

He was always rtmck wilh wonder at the descriptions of nature 
The trees in golden plumes bedecked, 

Stand drooping by the pond 

“Stop'" he ga\e a low exclamation, amazed and thrilled, his 
face aglow, as he gripped my «houlder “I've seen that' That’s near 
Arsk, at one of the manors, so help me God'” 

* ^ e ll, so what of it’” Pashka asked in annoyance 
“But don’t you understand’ l\e seen it, and it’s written 
down . . ’’ 

‘Don’t interrupt! Damn, nuisance'” 

Once Artem was struck by Sunkov’s poem “In the Country," 
and for three days or so, berated by a weaned audience, he went 
about singing it to the tune of an old soldier’s song “ TV as at the 
Battle of Poltava” 

1 plod along — / know not whither. 

It matters not wherever 1 roam! 

If'ko cares to -whether land or nver. 

My journey s end doth bring me home 
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Shatunov was not stirred by poetry, to which he listened with 
utter indifference, but be would cling tenaciously to a "ingle word 
and insist on having its meaning explained 

“Wait a minute, wait a minute — what’s that — urn’” 

Hu "trange pursuit of words baffled me, and I was curious to 
know wh3t he was after 

Once, after having been besieged with questions and entreahe« 
Osip gave way, "flying with a condescending smile 
“That’s got you, eh 7 ” 

Then, looking round him with an air of my«tery, he explained 
in a whisper 

“There’s a secret ver«e — he who knows it can do anything — its 
a lucky vcTSe* But «o far nobody’s «uppo*ed to know all of it— 
all the words have been dealt out to different people, scattered 
all over the earth, till the time comes Bell — you see — all the«e 
words have got to be collected and joined together to make that 
verse " 

His voice «ank still lower and lie leaned over to me 
“It reads all ways that verse, from the beginning or the end 
just the «ame Ive got some o’ the words already a wandering man 
told ’em to roe before he died in the hospital Well brother, home 
less people go roaming about the world picking up these secret 
words wherever they can' When they’ve picked ’em all up every 
body’ll know about it ’ 

* How’s that 7 ” 

He eyed me mistrustfully from head to foot and said in a tone 
of annoyance 

“How, how' You know it your'elf " 

“My word of honour — I don’t know anything*” 

“All right,” he growled, turning away, ‘ don’t pretend- ” 

And one morning Artem came running in excited and happy, and 
tumbling ov er his words declared 

“Blalterer! I've made a song up myself, really I have’” 

"Hot” 

“As sure as I stand* I must have dreamt about it, ’cail'e I woke 
up an& 'mere ft was, going toodA arrl Turmfi xn my ’neai, Yke a 
blessed wheel’ Look here ” 

26* 
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Drawing him ^ If up lo his full height he declaimed in a low sing 
song voice 

There the tun goes down over the river - — 

Soon the sun mil sink in the woods 
There the shepherd drives the herd 
And the village 
“Hows it go 9 

He looked helples'l) at the ceiling his face gone pale, biting 
his lip and blinking in speechless dismay Then his narrow shoulder* 
drooped and he waved his arm with a gesture of embarrassment 
'‘Forgot it — dash it! Clean out o my head ’ 

And the poor fellow broke into tears — the) streamed copiously 
from his big ejes, while his gaunt pinched little face crumpled Up 
and his hand fumbled piteously with his chest over the heart, as 
he said in a guilty voice 

“Fancy that- Tut, tut— what a fine bit it 1 as it gripped the 

heart Ah, well you think I m kidding’ 

He turned away into a corner with drooping head and lingered 
there shrugging his 'boulders, his back bent, then went back a i etly 
to his work All day he was absent minded and gloomy, and in the 
evening be drank himself disgustingly drunk, was spoiling for a fight 
and shouted 

“Where s Yashka, eh’ Whats happened to my Ii lie brother’ 
Cod damn you ** 

The men wanted to beat him up but the Gypsy took his part, 
and we, tying up the drunken Artem in «acka, put him to deep 
The «ong that had come to him in his dream he never more re- 
membered. 

The masters room was separated from the bakery by a thin pa 
pered partition and often, when I forgot myself and raised my voice, 
the boss would bang his fist on the partit on «tartlmg both ns and 
the cockroaches My comrades went quietly to sleep the scuttling cock 
roaches rustled amid the scraps of Wallpaper and 1 was left alone. 
There were tunes, however when the boss would suddenly and 
noiselessly swam ont of the door like a dark cloud drop into our 
midst unerywtrdJy av -t grsSssg iwe 
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‘Sitting up half the night drat it and in the morning you’ll 
be snoring till God knows what time” 

That was meant for Pashka and the others To me he growled 
‘Its you hymn singer started this night business — yon again* 
Mind they dont get brainy from those hooks o’ yours and pitch 
into you first when they start smashing ribs ” 

This was said in an impersonal tone more for the sake of ap 
pearances than from a de«ire to break up the company, he lowered 
himself on the floor beside us with an indulgent 

‘Well go on reading* And 111 do some listening maybe I II get 
wise Here Pa*hka pour me out «ome tea 1 ’ 

The Gypsy said jocularly 

‘ We 11 treat you to tea Vassili Semyomch and you treat us to 
vodka* 

The boss silently «howed lnm a soft blunt fico 
At other times he would join us announcing in a quaint plain 
live voice 

‘ I can t fall asleep boys The mice are scratching damn 
em the snows crunching outside — darned students gadding about — 
the girls are in and out of the «bop — coming in for a warm the 
■whores' Buys a bun for three kopecks and dawdles about in the 
warmth lor half an hour * 

We were in for a spell of boss philosophy 

* Everybody s the same get without giving! You too — all you’re 
out for’s an easy job — that s all you know to knock off as soon as 
yon can and loaf around ” 

Pashka ns head ol the workshop was slung to the quick and 
started a useless argument 

‘You’re still not satisfied \a«sili Semyon ch' \!e i ork Ike 
devils as it is’ I daresay when you were s orkin<» here 
yourself ’ 

The boss did not like such reminder® he listened for a time in 
silence to what the baker was «aying Ins lips pursed his green eye 
appraising him sternly then he opened his toad like mouth and 
delivered in a piping voice 

* What s I een has been and what s here is here' And here I m 

*,W W*s wwi m «-a-y l Idea— the. Uk vapi yys’% Vs> 

ohev me — «an % 7 Go on read ng Blatter er' 
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One da) I read ‘Tie Robber Brothers’— it pleased everyone, and 
even the boss said with a thoughtful shake of the head 

“It could hare happened why not 9 It could Anything can 
happen to a man anything’" 

The Gvpsv ^cowled t vuted a cigarette between his fingers and 
blew at it fiercely while Aitem with a vague *ort of smile was trying 
to remember the verges 

There tv ere tuo of us my brother and I 
And life for us children teas no \oy 

As for Shatunov he 'tared into the cavity beneath the oven and, 
without rats ng Ins head blurted ont 
“I know a better ver^e ” 

“Well, let a hear it, «ug"e«ted the hos« ironically contemplating 
his long armed ungainly body 0*ip was so disconcerted that his 
neck even flooded with colour and his ears began to stir 
“Afraid I ve forgotten it. ” 

“Come off it’" snapped the Gypsy “ISobody pulled you by the 
tongue 1 ” 

Artem eg^ed Osip on 

"Better 9 Come on, get it off your chest, bag ” 

Shatunov helple^ly and guiltily looked at me, then at the boss, 
and drew a deep breath 
“All right iL-ten' 

‘'till stanng into the oven cavity wh ch with its litter of broken 
bread bowl*, firewood and broom wisps resembled a black wearilv 
opened month wish unma^ticated food in it, he began in a muffled 
voice - # £ 

0 high abate the t olga rtwr there among the bushes 
A robber brave lay dying his last hour had he met 
The robber pressed a hand to his iroundei chest — 

Fell on his knees and prayed to Cod. 

Lord Cod' Receive my inched soul from me 
Vy inched damned and captne soul 1 

1 seas to have been a monk in my youth — 

But became a robber instead r 
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He recited m a singsong and hid Ins fare, bending his back ever 
lower, and grasping the toes of his bare foot, which, for some inex. 
plicable reason he kept jerking up into the air He seemed to be 
performing black magic, uttering some kind of incantation 

I lived for adventure, not for bluster — 

1 lived to test the soul. 

Squandered my strength, kept asking of my soul 
What has Cod put in thee, soul 
What goodness dost possess. 

The g ift of the Blessed Virgin'’ 

What seed has been soicn in thee soul 
By the prince of darkness, the fiend 9 

“You’re a silly ass Osip,” the bo«s said suddenly m a shrill snap 
pish voice with a shake of the shoulders, “and your poetry’s silly, 
nothing like that out of a book — you’re a liar' Fathead 1 ’’ 

“Wait a minute, Va«sih Semyomch,” broke in the Gypsy roughly, 
‘let him finish!’’ 

But the bow went on excitedly 

“It’s sheer meanness 1 Thy soul my «oul Makes a holy 
mess, then gets scared and howls Lord God, Lord God 1 What’s God 
to do with it 9 He could sm all right, but he’s afraid to face the 
music ” 

He deliberately — as I thought — yawned, and added huskily 

“Soul, soul and it isn’t worth a fig 1 ’ 

A snow storm clawed the wmdowpanes with shaggy paws — the 
boss glanced at the window with a wry face, then said listlessly 

“If you ask me, the fellow who jabbers about his soul hasn’t a 
scrap of brains' He’s told now this is the way you’ve got to do 
things' An’ he says my soul don’t allow me — conscience, or what- 
ever it is It bods down to the «aroe thing call it soul or con 
science — so long aa he can fight shy of things One fellow believes 
everything’s taboo — he goes and becomes a monk, another sees noth 
ing’s taboo — he becomes a robber' They’re two men not one* And 
they shouldn’t be confused What’s got to be done will be done . if a 
thing’s to be done conscience’ll bide under the oven and the soul will 
go visiting a neighbour” 
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H- pulled hims elf lambemgly to his feet and, without a glance 
tl tnvbody, vent into his room 

“You’d be'tcr go to sleep . . S ttwg around, moralizing ITo. 
soul* Pranas to Cod’* a *imple thin-, being a robber’s no great 
‘hakes either no — do some wort. )ou dirty *cnm’ Aha’” 

When be disappeared slamming lh» door after him, the Gypsy 
nudged ^hatunoT ard sa.d 
"Well go on with it’” 

O* p raised hj head pa««ed hL« eres over ererrhody, and said 
quietly 

“He s a liar” 

"Who the boss 9 ” 

“Yes He’s got a *oul alt right, and it’s not a peaceful one I 
know*” 

"That 3 not oar basin***. You go on with what sou hare to 
Ray'” 

O-ip Parted, crawled out from tinder the oven, and, with * toss 
of h» hn T * head, «auntered away 
“Its ‘lipped my mind. ” 

“Don’t tell fibs’” 

“Really I’m going to deep ” 

“On, you Trv to remember it’” 

“No, tune to go to ileep . ** 

A hlor in the dark, O* p ‘aid quietly 
“It’s a rotten life, ours is, brothers ” 

“You don’t say 9 ” muttered Artem. “And we didn’t know it — 
think* lot tilling ns'” 

The Cyp*y neatly rolled himself a cigarette and watching Osip’s 
retreating fisure, whispered 

“That fellow** a bit weak In the sky loft ” 

A February blizzard moaned and bowled, lashing itse’f against the 
windows, roaring eenlr in the chimney, the (doom of the bakery, bare- 
ly ill n "tined by a li**3e oil lamp «titTtd g-ntly and currents of cold 
air trickled m from soramrhere cl nging about ih- leg* , I was kreain^ 
the dough whil* the boss sat on a bag of flour near th“ bin, sayin? 

“While you’re young thick of everything there is, so long as you 
Vasent ti"d vour***! to anr particular business — yon turn orer all 
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the likely jobs in jour mind — you might hit on something that II suit 
you Just think it over — there’s no hurTy ’ 

He sat with his knees wide apart — on one of them he held a de 
canter with kvass on the other a gla«s half filled with the rusty liquid 
I stole annoyed glances at his shapeless face bent over the earth black 
floor and thought 

‘You nught treat me to some kvass ” 

He raised his head listened to the moaning outside, and asked in 
a lowered voice 

‘Are you an orphan 9 ” 

‘ You’ve asked me that before ’ 

*Lor\ what a rough voice you have ’ he remarked with a sigh 
and a to«s of the head “Both the voice and the words themselves ” 
Having finished work, I was cleaning my hands peeling off the 
dried clots of dough, he drank the kvass with a smacking of the lips 
refilled the glass and held it out to me 
“Have a drink 1” 

“Thanks ” 

"Yes, There — drink I can soon tell a fellow who knows how to 
work I m always ready to be considerate to such a tnan Pashka for 
instance he’s a humbug a thief yet I re«pect him— he’s fond of his 
job there i«n’t a better baker in all the town 1 A fellow who likes to 
work deserves every consideration in life, and respect when he dies 
Absolutely’” 

Closing the bin I went to light the fire The boss got up with a 
grunt and waddled noiselessly after me like a grey hall saying 
‘ You can forgive a man a lot of things when he’s doing a good 
job What’s bad in him will die with him hut the good will re- 
main ” 

Lowering his legs under the oven lie slumped heavily to the floor 
placed the decanter beside him and bent down to peer into the fire 
1 Not enough wood look’” 

* Plenty — it’s dry half of it’s birch ’’ 

"Humph 9 Ugh ” 

He broke into a thin little laugh and slapped me on the shoulder 
‘You’re a 1 right lad dont think I don’t see it’ That’s a lot f 
You’ve, qpt to take care of everything— wood and flour and all ” 

‘ W1 at about the man 9 
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“STe II get to the wn, don t you worry Yon listen to me, I won t 
tench yon nothing bad-’ 

Stroking h s chest, which was as bulging and fat as Jus belly, he 

said 

“I'm a good nan inside — with a heart. You’re too young and fool 
ish to understand that yet, still it’s line you knew — a man, my dear 
chap — that s pot a soldier a button, he shines in different ways. 
Whatyer palling faces’" 

"Well— I xe got to go to deep, and you don’t let me — it’s interest 
mg to listen to you. ” 

“Well if its interesting — dont aferp’ Yon 11 have enough aleep 
when yojll be a boss. ** 

He sighed, and added 

“?»o you won’t be a bo»s you’ll never run a busints* Much 
too wordy yon are you’ll fritter yourself away in words, you 11 he 
wasted on the wind for nothing no benefit to anybody ** 

He suddenly rapped out a foul oath with a sharp intake of breath. 
Hj face qniYcred 1 ke a di*h ol oaten jelly from a sudden jolt, and 
a *pa*m of rage ran through his body, his face and neck reddened 
and his eyeball bulged fiercely \assih Semyonor the boss, howled 
softly and queerly, as thongh trying to imitate the moaning hlirzard 
ont'ide where all the earth seemed to he wailing pueouslr 

“Dash it, if I only had good men, reliable men! I’d show ’em what 
business u — T d make the whole district, the whole A olga sit up. 

But there aren t any people’ They’re all drunk through poverty or 
jn_t weakness. As for the authorises those darned official*. ” 

He shook the fists ol his stubby arms at me, nnclinched the fingers 
clawing at the air as though he had clutched someone by the hair and 
was polling and tearing it, talk in" all the time with a bungrr hiss and 
foaming month 

“kon’te got to look out what a man has a leaning lor while he’s 
young still young — not drive men slapdash into any old job’ That’s 
why it works ont that a man’s a merchant today and a beggar tomor 
row, today he’s a baker, and in a week s time you’ll find him sawing 
firewood for somebody Opened schools and driving every Tom, 
Dick end Harry into ’em — go and learn’ Clipping everyhodv like 
sheep with one and the same shears. A man’s got to be giren a 
chance to find his own bent, his own’" 
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He gripped my arm pulled me to him, and went on m an angiy 
hissing voice 

“That’s what you ought to bo thinking and talking about — that 
everyone’s made to hie not the way he wants to, not according to 
his means, hut the way the authorities order you Who’s got the 
right to give orders 9 He who’s doing things — I’m entitled to give or 
ders I can see where a man’s place is'" 

Tushing me away he waved his hand with a gesture of despair 
“No good II come of it with the officials meddling m people’s af 
fairs — no real business 1 Be«t to chuck the whole «how and run away 
into the woods Run aw a)’’ 

Ills round body swaying to and fro he *aid in a quiet drawl 
“Not a man to be had all jesmen without an) guts' Go' He goes 
Stop' He stops Just like recruits And act like recruits even when 
they’re up to mischief And it all leads to no end And God, I bet 
you, looks down from the heavens at all this fins and bother and 
thinks to himself Oh, I’m fed up with )ou fools you’re of no 
earthly use 

“You don’t consider yourself of no earthly use, do you 9 ” 

Still swaying his body he did not answer at once 
“M)$elf, m>«elf you say Not ever) spark II start a fire ma) 
be just a flash in the pan M)«elf you say I'm ju«t forty odd 
and II «oon die from drunkenness — and drunkenness comes from life’s 
worries, and the worries now, is this the kind of show for me 9 
I'm fit to handle a Lu«ine«s of ten thousand men' I could make things 
hum so that the governors in this country would be flabbergasted!” 

He boartfull) flashed a green e)e while the grey one looked 
drearily into the fire, then he «pread his hands in a sweeping 
gesture 

‘What’s this to me 9 A mousetrap Give me half o dozen smart 
men honest men — well, if not honest men, say clever thieves* — and 
I’ll show you what’s what Talk of work' A huge business — stag 
ger ever) body — and doing something useful . 

He lay down, tired stretched himself on the dirty floor sniffling 
with his Ieg3 dangling in the oven canty red from the glow of the 
merry fire. 

“Women too ” he suddenly growled 

“What about women 9 ” ». 
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Clarcing lor a mmole or ao at the ceiling ll,e )*>„ ,a, „ p , 
oi«malljr ' 

"It onl; a woman d uodrritand how a man eao’l E el on without 
her what a bip thing ihe n in a hu.ineaa . the; ean'l nndrritand 
II A fellow . all .lore A wolf a life* Winter and dark night. The 
lore.! and .now Ucaour, . alwep— f.lla hu hell)— huh Chral, he'a 
witrablc 1 ^its and howls. ” 
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J " V ""‘ 7 ,h ' a tell , when he had gone I 

1 ” -a, a h ' ,h ' °' m 'h™ doted oil 

head ^ ^° n 1 0lrr, lrep." a familiar voice roundel above rap 

,^1 ™ * ,a " d ‘ D S «“>• h» hand, behind h u had. and hw 
"! " whole pard'a mowed op. .» 

p.™™ fentid’.twT, fOT ~'" 1 ** 

n..».k 1 L £ ."Lt , wm,'ri' k ' U “™ mete down a whole week a 
earth No nmn , *“ d * ammer • «nd imolher oerythm- on 

b 3 ?*., S jr ° f 8h0VCllm , S 11 Hf,P ' ° U *«• s ^ » 

TT v»,i r ^ an eDl ^ *° fools * 

he coiled hif gl^Mfc 'J'* 1 ”°, I ' 0oJ >" ugnalion 

Pap u, k to the wall, lurched through II, vanished. 

to J?5 “oj ESrt] “ “ a' hnna 

the how* conoibinea aarpiuntel w„h all Uiiee ef 

woman J lu,, ' d - P>™P l«Ue 
Iitting model peep gown ,he looted at the world 



TIIE BOSS 


418 


indolently through i jair of Hank washed out eyes and her pale 
face bore a look of widowed sorrow Ev cn behind Jus back she spoke 
of the master in a timid, subdued voice, calling him by his Christian 
name and patronymic, and received and checked my deliveries with 
a droll flurried air, as though they were stolen goods 

“Oh, the darling little buns, little rakics ” she said in a treads 
voice , . 

The other was a tall, neat woman of about thirty, with a well 
nourished devout looking face keen eyes humbly lowered and a voice 
humbly placid When receiving the goods she tried to cheat me in 
the count, and 1 was confident that sooner or later this woman would 
inevitably clothe her slim and to all appearance^ cold body in the 
striped dress of a convict and a grey pri«on overall and tie up her 
hair with a while kerchief 

Both of them roused in me an unconquerable antipathy, and I 
always contrived to deliver my goods to the third woman, her branch 
was in a more out of the-way spot, and the pleasure of visiting this 
strange lady was gladly ceded to me by the other boys 

Her name was Sofia plakhma, ahe was fat and ros> -checked end 
altogether a sort of fragmentary creation — as though she had been 
hastily modelled out of odds and ends 

She wore a shock of wovy hair, raven black like that of a Jewess, 
and always uncombed, between plump red cbeeks was an alien aqui 
line nose, and her eyes were uncommon, dark hard pupils floated oddl) 
in crystal-clear whites, and had a childishly merry gleam in them 
Her mouth was also childish — small and pouting and her amorphous 
fat chin rented on the full blown hideously raised bosom of an 
obese woman Slovenly, always frowzy and grimy, in buttonless blouse, 
with bare feet shod in slippers she looked like a woman of thirty, 
whereas she was only “oiteen’ as she said in broken Russian She 
had been brought from Baronsk as an orphan, and the bo s had found 
her in a brothel whither she had found her way, as she expressed it 
“Like this' Mummie from who I was homed, died and Daddy 
married German woman, and he died ns well, and German woman 
married German man— so I have another Mummve and Daddy, and 
both not mine' And they both of them drunk, and I already thirteen, 
and German man he begin pester me, because \ was a'lways 5at. They 
punched me very much on head and on back Then he lived with me 
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and a baby happened, then the) all get scarums and run away from 
boa e e, everything go “mash and bouse the) sell for debts and 1 
come -with lad> here on ship to mate abortion, then I got well and 
they g3ve me to a House. Awful rotten It was only nice on 
ship ” 

She told me that when we had become friends, and the manner 
in which this friendship was contracted was very strange. 

I did not like her incongruous face, her imperfect speech, her 
indolent movements and noisy insufferable chatter The second time 
1 had delivered my goods «he declared with a laugh 

* Yesterday I drove out bo«s and scratched his mtig — did you 
notice’” 

I had — three scars on one cheek, two on the other, but I did not 
feel hie talkin'* to her and said nothing 

“Are you deaf 9 " she enquired “Or dumb’” 

I made no reply She then blew into my face and «aid 
“Silly*” 

That was all that time The next day, while I was crouching be- 
fore my basket, putting away dried and mildewed breadstuffs that 
had not been sold, she threw herrelf on my back, put her soft short 
arms tightly round my neck and cried 
“Carry me’” 

1 was annoyed and told her to leave me alone bat «he hung on 
still more heavily, urging me on 
“Come on carry me ” 

“Leave off otherwise 1 11 throw you over my head ” 

ISo, «he argued, ‘ you can t do that — I m lady* You mu<t do *o 
as lady wishes — come on 1 " 

Her grea«y hair eroded a suffocating odonr of pomade and she 
was all permeated with a sort of reeking oily «mell lie an old print 
ing machine. 

I flung her over my head so that she hit the wall with her feet. 
She started to cry «oft!y and piteously like a child and moaned. 

I felt both sorry for her and avbaraed of myrelf Sitting on the 
floor with her hack to me, she rocked herself, straightening her to sed 
skirts over her smooth legs and there was «omething touchingly 
helpless in her nudity, especially in the way she wiggled the toe* of 
her small bare feet, from which the slippers bad flown off 
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“I warned you,” l muttered in confusion as 1 helped her to her 
feet She winced and moaned 

“Oh, oh. cheeky boy ” 

And suddenly, stamping her feet on the floor, she broke into a 
goodnaturcd laugh and cried 

“Go to bulls, to wolves — go away!” 

I humed into the street much flustered and curbing myself 
roundly The grey remnants of the night melted above the roof tops, 
misty morning was creeping into the town hut the yellow lights of 
the street lamps bad not been extinguished and stood guard over the 
silence 

“Look here,” the girl opened the street door and shouted after 
me, “you needn’t be afraid I won't tell boss nothing’’ 

Two days later I had occasion to make another delivery — she 
greeted me with a sunny smile, then suddenly became thoughtful and 
asked 

“Can you read 9 ” 

And taking a handsome wallet from a drawer of the cash desk 
she drew out a piece of paper 

“Read it 1 ” 

l read two opening lines of ver«e written m a clear hand 

My Dad’s a notorious embe-’ler of public funds , 

He stole no less than fifty thousand 

“Oh, what a bea«t’” she cried snatching the paper out of my 
hand then began speaking hurriedly and indignartly 

“Rotten little fool wrote roe that al«o cheeky boy', but student I’m 
very fond of students, they re like military officers and he’s courting 
me He talks of hia father like that! Hs father’s important man, 
grey beard, with a medal on his chest goes about with dog Oh, I 
don’t like when old man goes about with dog — hasn’t he anybody 
el*« 9 And Ins son scolds him — calls th-ef! Even wrote it down — 
there!” 

“What do you care about them?” 

“Oh 1 ” she teaid end her eyes flew open in distress. “Tou musn’t 
scold your lather' And "himself goes To drink tea wifh ’loose 
woman ” 



•turn co»».t 


IX nil whom i* ih« v 

’Xhy with me* * *V exelaimtd jn »urj n ** anti aRroyanee ’ How 
dull you are' 

A peculiar Lind at mbal, *o jo *aj, favilisrii) sprang up betwem 
oi, we spoke aloul cterything, bat 1 doubt whether "'c underttood 
anything about each other At lure* r!«r would confide to me, with 
an air c( u“er gravid and v\ great detail, aueh putv'b afTaira that l 
would mvoluoiarily drop my ejra, thi"-king* 

‘Does ahe take me for a woman, I wonder’" 

That was not to, uace we had become frlendi »hr no lengrr came 
out to me ur’idy— her blcu'e ws» butored up, the holea under the 
anrpi’s mended. and »he even put on Mocking*; the would come out 
to roe with a kind imiJe and announce: 

“And l*»e pot the tamoiar ready!" 

XI e drank tea left rd the cupboards where ahe had a narrow cot, 
two chair*, a table and an old absurdly tubby che«t of drawer*, the 
bottom one ot wtwK wouldn't do**. SoC\n waa coostiotl^ k«xocktc£ 
her »!nn* apainit tlie comer of the drawer, when *he would always 
»lap the top of the che«t, numuig t v e bruited part against the other 
leg wincing and scold ng 

“Pot bellied fool! Exactly like Semjonor— fat, apiteful and wily! 
“D’you think the Loss Is ully?" 

She rai*ed her shoulders In surprise, and her big ear* rose too, 
stirring 

“01 count!’' 

“Why?" 

“Decau*e he is “ 

“ISo, but why 9 ” 

Unable to repl), she grew angry* 

"XHiy, whv! Beeau<« he’* a fool ... all round fooU” 

Bat one dax the explained to me, a!iro»t with indignation* 
“D’you think be lire* wuth tre 9 It happened only twice, back in 
that Ilou*e, but here there’s nothing I us^d to e*en <it on h'9 
knees, and he tickled rae and then say— get off! He fixes with tbo*e 
two, and I don’t really know whst he wants me for? This *bop doesn't 
bnng no income. I’m no good at selling and I don’t like it. What's the 
id^a? I ask him and he squeaks — -that ain’t your hu«ine*** Such fool* 
i«hnexs all round . .." 



THE BOSS 


417 


She shook her head with eyes closed, and her face looked blank, 
like that of a corpse. 

* D’you know those two’” 

“Sure. When he drinks he brings one of ’em to me and shouts 
like a madman punch her in bloomin’ mug 1 I don’t touch young 
one — pity her — she always trembles, but that other one, the lady, I 
hit her once, I was also drunk, and hit her I don’t like her And 
then I felt bad and scratched his mug for him . 

She became lost in thought, her body alf tense, then said quietly 

“I’m not sorry for him — the swine — but 'omehow . . He’s 
rich ... Better if he’d be beggar or sick man I tell him how can 
you live like that, you fool’ You mu«t live good somehow Now, 
why not marry nice woman, have children ’’ 

“But he vs married. .” 

Sofia said simply with a shrug 

“Didn’t he poison somebody ... he could poi«on his wife. . use 
less old woman 1 He’s ju«t a madman .. And doesn’t want any- 
thing. . . .” 

I tried to show her that it wasn’t right to poison people, but she 
calmly remarked. 

“But it’s done..,.” 

A balsamine stood blossoming on her window sill, and one day 
she asked boastfully: 

“Nice sunflower?” 

“Not bad It’s a flower but not a sunflower.” 

She demurred with a shake ol the head 

“No, U doesn’t suit a flower’s just what’s on cotton print bnt a 
sunflower's from God, from the «un, they're all sunflowers, hut differ 
ent colours I know how to say pink, blue, lilac . . 

. I found it ever more difficult with these apparently simple, 
but really queer and frightfully muddled people Reality became a 
dreadful dream, a nightmare and the things spoken of m books 
glowed ever more brightly and beautifully and receded farther and 
farther away like winter stars 

One day the boss, looking straight into my face with his green eye, 
wAreft air drcr ismHWKr At!!, J/kf atzMhsftd tapper, asked 'M- jw, 1 - 
lenly. 

27-830 
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•*1 hear you re harirg lea down a! the branch shop 9 ” 

I am” 

“l 1 opc so 1 Belter look oat ** 

He sat down beside me, jostling me heavily as 1 e d d so and, 
with a leebng akin to TSptutC. be fan talking Winking bis eyw M* 
a «trokrd cat and smacking his lips with relish orcr the words 

V peach of a pul what’ Let me tell )0u shea not a den! 
of God « crcat on What she only tell* me no priest would O'er 
speak to me like that* ke-e-*. 1 bully 1 er — ja«t to put her to the te*t 
Whv soa fooL III pve jou a good hiding and belt you out* Bu 
she doesn I care a hang. Likes to speak the truth the hussy ih“ 
does ” 

"What d you want the truth for 9 ” 

It s pretty m serahle without tl e truth ” he sa d with astOW-hinc 
s mplic ty 

Then, hearing a sigh, he p erced me with a keen hostile look, and 
went on peevishly as though I had offended him m some way 
ou th nk hie » a cheerful thing maybe 9 H 
“Not I kelyl Especially round about you ” 

“Round about you’ he mocked, then fell silent lor a long tune 
looking blue his jowl* hung down like an ©Id bouse dog s on a hot 
day bis cats drooped and bis lower lip sagged limply like a b t of 
ra" The fire was reflected on hi« teeth with a reddish glow 

“It s fools who find life cheerful but a clever man a clerer man 
Irinka vodka, he kicks up a dust be* got a quarrel to pick with 
life Take me — •ometimes I lie of a mgl I — lie all nreht and, bang 
it not even a louse will bite me’ When I used to be a workman the 
lice were fond of me its a «ign of money always' Soon as I 
began to live clean they dropped off Everything s dropping off 
Only the cheap things are left — women the mo*t plaguing the 
most difficult. ” 

“Are yon looking for the truth there 9 ” 

He exclaimed angrily 

“Dyou think they re Je«» up to «nuff than you are 9 Them 9 Jo-1 
look at Kuzin — he fear* God and like* to report the truth 
thinks I ll buy it from him I like to knock off rotten stuff mvself at 
o good price — take that!” 

He pointed a fco at the fire 
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\egors on axe As stupid as an oh! lou al=o go about croak 
mg — caw caw and all the time waiting for an opportunity to dims 
on a fellows neck \ou want everyone to live the i aj you tell 'em 
to and I don t want to' God h mself left me in the lurch — go on 
Mister Semyono\ lead your own 1 fe I m not interfering go to 
lie devil for ought I caret * 

His sallow pink face licked by the flames Has «hmy and persptr 
mg his eyes came to rest nth the fixity of sleep and his tongue 
moved sluggishly 

*But Sovka tells me straight — you re living bad 1 Bad 9 Well ves— 
you re not a wolf or a swine How s a man to live then you fool 9 
I don t know she says, figure it out your'el!’ ^oure clever enough 
don t make out that you don t know Thai 9 the truth for ye That s 
not the way to live I dont know what* tie nay -that a the truth 
And you you 

He rapped out a blasphemous oath and continued with greater 
an mation 

**I call hey Sova * In the daytime she 5 altogether a blind fool 
though at night fehes a fool too at least at night shes got 
audacity ’ 

He chuckled softly and the sound struck me as containing the 
«ame note of tenderness Hith which be 1 ad talked to his pigs 

Rogie-pogies m) Ii He icclu«es 

Im keeping three of em Ie ran on one for the joj» of the 
flesh — ISadya curlyhead An out and out wanton* Looks as if s!es 
afraid of everything but really shes afraid of nothing — she knows 
neither fear nor conscience — ju l greed A regular leech c he d baffle, 
a saint The other one, Kurochkina is for the m nd. \ou couldn I call 
her anything else — her name s Glasha Glafira but yon ve got to call 
her Kurochkina there s that about her* I like to tease her pray 
as much a3 you like, 1 say and light as many icon lamps as you may 
the denis are waiting for you all the same’ She s scared o! the denis, 
scared stiff* Passes off counterfeit coin* on the qrnet — 6l pped me a 
blind piece the other day thtee rubles and before that five ruble* 
Where the«e come from 9 Says they were palmed off on her Liar — she s 
amply w.<DtVjua.g uj. snout gams, probably a tenderer on a. comm ssion. 

• The word son n Russian means owl— Trans 
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basis She's a shrewd piece. It's doll with her, untos you get her 
worked up . . . she'* pretty hoi then, male* my flesh creep some- 
time* . She's capable of strangling a person. Suffocate him with 
a pillow Ye', ju*t a pillow' And when its done ihe*U pray: Al* 
might) Cod, forgive me, hare r*rcy! That’* a fc'l!" 

There v*a« «> mrihmg violently irritating in his ug'y figure genet- 
ous'y illumined by the fire who«e licking flames grew hotter and 
brsker He twi*trd away from the heat, perspired, and exhaled fetid- 
grtisv odours like a garbage hole in hoi weather. One was strongly 
tempted to berate bin in good set term*, hit him. anger the man to 
make h m speck dilTerertJy. bat on die other band he compelled a rapt 
interest to lhe*e tend, pungent speech'* — th*) oozed filthily, ret 
breitled a tort of ache and yearmne .. 

“They all lie— foola through stupidity, the clever ones through 
cunning but Sovka speaks the truth, .she «peaks it... not for her 
own good . and not for the *oulx sake «oui. bo*h' Simplr speaks 
fcrcaj*e «he wants to I heard say the studerts erase for lb* truth, so 
I knocked about the pubs where they carou«e ... nothing of the kind, 
it's all fibs . they're ju*t dnirkards — ye*, drunkards....’* 

He muttered no longer taking any notice of me. as if oblivions of 
my prescri'-e at his side. 

“For some m“n the truth's like . . . like as if be Tell in lore with 
some highborn lady . . . aaw her only ©nee. and fell In love for a 
1 fetime . . . and can’t reach her... as if it happened in a dream....” 

One could not tell whether the bo*s was drunk or sober — perhaps 
ill? Hit tongue and bps stirred slu 2 gi«hly, as if struggling to straight- 
en out the cruel words his mind was shaping. He was rather odious 
)u*t then, and through a redding drowsiness I stated Into the fire, no 
longer listen-ng to his purring voice. 

The wood was wet and pro'ested loudly, hissing and spilling froth, 
ciritimg heavy blue «mofce The scarlet flames trernulouriy wrapped 
them*elr« round the blocks, spluttered angrily, licked the bricks of 
t! e low arch with snaky tongues, writhed and pressed towards the 
•or-n monih. wh;i e the *moke — a thick, heavy smoke — smothered them. 

“Blatteml” 

*To’" 

“D you know what surprised me in you?" 

“Yea Vi!4 
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“Yes ...” 

He fell silent again, then in the whining voice of a beggar, cried 
“What did it mean to you whether I caught a cold and died or 
not 1 You said that . . without thinking, ju=t lor a joke’ 

“Hadn’t you better go to sleep 9 * 

He sniggered, shaking hia head, and uttered in the same querulous 
vo ce 

* I mean him well, and he drives me away ” 

This was the first time I had heard my bo=s express a sentiment of 
goodliness, and I wanted to tc«I the sincerity of his mood 1 hazarded 
“You might wish little Yasha well " 

The bo«s heavily rai«ed his shoulders and was silent 
Two days or so before this conversation took place Tinkle had 
dropped into the bakery, with his hair smoothly cropped clean and 
tidy all transparent looking like his eves, which had grown still more 
limpid in the hospital His spotted little face had become thinner, his 
nose tilted still higher, and the child wore a dreamy smile and trod the 
workshop with a peculiar gait, ns though he were about to jump off 
the earth He fras afraid to soil his shirt and was apparently embar 
roused on account of his clean hands which he kept out of sight in the 
pockets of his stiff trousers which were also new 

4 Who’s toffed you up like that 9 ’ the pretzel makers enquired 
* Mith Julia” he answered in a faint little voice 'topping in his 
tracks, then drawing his left hand out of his pocket and waving it in 
the ait he related 

“The doctor lady, a colonel’s daughter, the Turks cut off her 
father’s legs, right up to the knees — I’ve theen him too — clean bald 
he is and keeps on thaying — that s nothing ” 

4 Gcc brother' it’s fine there in the hospital’ Talk about clean’’ 

4 What you got in your right hand 9 ” 

4 Nothing*” he retorted his eyes rounding in di«may 
‘Liar* Let’s have a look*’ 

He was thrown into confusion his whole bodv contorted as he 
tlirust his hand deeper into his pocket This rou«ed the boys’ curiouty 
and they decided to «earch his pockets they grabbed him and after 
fl little tu«sle pulled out of hts pocket a hrand new twenty kopeck 
piece and an enamelled little icon of the Mother and the Infant The 
com was promptly returned to Yasha and the icon passed from hand 
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" “■ ' b ™ ”” d >» «■"■»«»» burned out 

When Milov the soldter handed h.m bud ,be icon Y„hU ccle-d, 

“"I 1 i ‘ rU, . h “ P" 1 " a » d disappeared Alter .upper be came •• 
fS" 3 f"i ra! ‘' d md '““Pl'd Smeared loth dou-h and 
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* I haven t got Jt ” 

“Where is it 7 " 

4 Lotht iL M 
“Yon don’t say 9 ” 

Ta<hka drew a deep breath 
“How’s that 7 ” 
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Seeing the look of incredulitv 
cro*s and «aid 
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Glancing into the oven at the golden heap of ember*, he started 
to clamber out of the cavity 

“Rake up, it’s Ume*” 

I thrust the long poker into the oven, while the boss dropped 
lazy, drear il) uttered words over my head 

“You're a dolt’ Why, fortune's right at your elbow and you 
ugh, dammit' Funny chap'” 

The March sun peered cautiously, fastidiously into the dingy 
streets, steeped in the dense shadows of the old, dilapidated houses, 
imprisoned from morn till night in the gloomy cellar in the centre of 
the town, we felt the approach of spring by the dampness which 
grew more abundant every day 

A sunbeam looked in at the end window of the workshop for 
twenty minutes or so after midday, and the glass, iridescent with age 
became beautiful and gay Through the open little ventilation window 
one could hear the sledge runners «creechmg on the uncovered cob 
bles of the roadway, and all the street noises sounded unmuffled and 
sharper. 

The pretzel bakery resounded with incessant songs, but the) lacked 
their winter unison, chonA singing fell flat every one who could 
sang to himself, often changing the tune, as though unable to find a 
-ong that spring day to harmonize with the soul 

Forsaken by you , dear heart 

sang the Gypsy by the oven and Vanok led on with an effort 
Life lies m ruins at my feet 

He broke off abruptly, saying in the same high voice in which he 
had been singing* 

*Ten days more and they’ll begin ploughing down at our place.” 

Shatunov had ju't finished kneading the dough and. durtless, shin 
ing with sweat, was tying his hair with a ribbon of hast drowsily gaz 
tng at the window 

Hi« sonibrous voice rumbled *ofth 

God's little pilgrims nailing by the unj. 

Silent little pi f grins hare nothing to say 



Artem «at in a comer mending tom *acks, humming in a girlisa 
voice with intermittent coughing -ome of Surikov’s verse which he had 
learned by heart 

Thou host m a tc tcooden coffin 
Our dear our dearest f friend 
Wrapped in a th shroud to the very chin. 

I el low gaunt and spent 

‘Pshaw 1 ” «aid Kuzin spitting in his direction “Dug up words 
for a ^ng «ill} ass Non, jou little denis didn’t I tell you 
hundreds of times ” 

“^h. Chn«t Almighty’” the Gyp«y «houted evcitedlv breaking off 
the «ong It’s going to be wonderful «oon on earth 1 
He yelled out, keeping time with his agile feet 

Here comes the drunken lady. 

Laughing jrom afar, 

Thais the street little baby 
My heart is pining for* 

Ulanov earned it on 

Demure Utile Anne 

Has mastered all the clan — 

When April comes 
She males things hum' 

In this discordant singing and snatchy convention one could feel 
the mighty voice of spring the vibrant hopes of renewal The com 
plex music flowed on endlessly, as though the«e men were learning 
a new choral son" — the exciting torrent of mi'cellaneons sounds 
poured into the bakery where I was working all so different and vet 
similar in their intoxicating charm 

And with my thoughts too dwelling on spring visualising it 
as n woman who slants nothing in loving everything on earth, I shouted 
to Pashka 

Demure tittle Anne 
H as mastered all the clan r 
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Shatunov turned his broad face away from the iridescent window 
and, drowning the Gypsy’s reply, rumbled • 

And the road u hard and painful, 

’ Tis not a path for the sinner 

Through a crevice m the thin partition, from the master’s room, 
came the nagging mendicant voice of the old mistress 
“Vassili dear, Vassih darling ” 

The boss had been drinking hard for over a week, and the attack 
was showing no signs of having spent H«elf. He had drunk himself 
to a state when he could no longer *peak, and merely growled, his 
eyes were bulging and dimmed, and apparently sightless, for he walk* 1 
upright and stiff like a blind man He was all swollen and livid like 
a body dragged out of a river, his ears had grown larger and stood 
out flap wise, his lip sagged, and his bared teeth looked superfluous 
on a hideous enough face He sometimes came out of his room, pro 
pelhng himself slowly on his short legs, with unnecessarily heavy tread, 
and bore straight down on anyone who happened to be jn his path, 
repelling him with the terrifying glance of his un*eeing eyes Behind 
him, carrying a decanter of vodka and a glass in his immense paws, 
lurched an equally drunk Yegor, his pitted face covered with red and 
yellow spots, his dull eyes half closed and his mouth agape like a 
man who has burnt hiro«elf and was ga«pmg for breath 
Without 'tirnng his lips he maundered 
“Make way boss is cornin’ 

The rear was brought up by the grey mi'tress who came with head 
lowered and whose watering eyes «eemed as though they would any 
minute ooze out onto the tray she carried in her hands and sprinkle 
the salted fish the pickled mushrooms and other snacks littered about _ 
on blue plate3 

A deathly stillness descended on the workshop which seemed to be 
filled with stifling night A trail o£ pungent, lmtatmg odours inckl-d 
behind this trinity of quietly demented p-ople, they excited fear and 
envy, and when they disappeared through, the door, a depressing silence 
reigned for two or three minutes in the workshop 
Then followed low, cautious remarks 
“He’ll drink himself to death ” 

“He 9 Never in your life’” 
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D jou v* how tnany snacks there were, boys'" 
bmejt good ’ 

Going to the dogs \assili Semyonich is .. ” 

Be interesting to count how much he can lap up'" 

You wouldn t tackle it in a month” 

“How do joti know?” said Milov the soldier with a modesty not 
devoid of confidence in his own powers “\ou just try it — ‘taud rite 
a months drinks' 

“\oud go off the hooks. " 

At least — I d liare a good time while it lasted . . " 

I went out into the passage several times to take a look at the boss 
^egor had placed a rotted old bin upside down m the middle of the 
mu*hy yard under the sun, where it looked like a coffin; the boss, 
bareheaded sat down in the middle of the bin placing the tray with 
snacks on bis right hand and the decanter on hu left. The mistress 
sealed henelf furtively on the edge of the bin Yegor stood behind 
his master's back, supporting him under the armpits and bracing 
his spine wiih a knee, while the latter bent his whole body backwards 
and stared long at the pale fro*t killed sky 
“Yego’ are you breathing 7 ” 

•I am 

“l«nt every breath praizh to the Lord 7 I«n’t it 1 shay 7 ” 

“It is ” 

“Fill up the glash. " 

The mistress fluttering like a temGed hen thrust a glass of 
vodka into her husband s hand, he pressed the glass to his mouth and 
lei'urely sucked at it, while ehe hurriedly made tiny signs of the cross 
and pur«cd her 1 ps as though for a kiss — it was piteous and comical 
Then she began to snuffle softly 
‘Yegor darling oh, it 11 kill him 

“Don’t worry yourself. Mum nothin' happens without the will 
o’ God,” said kegor, in a voice that sounded delirious 

While the spring sun shone brightly outside and sparkled in the 
puudles amid the stones 

One day the boss after «urveying the sky and the hou«e tops, 
lurched forward and very nearly toppled over on his face, then en 
quned 

“Tv’no'e day u itY" 4 
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“God’s,” answered Yegor under great stress, barely managing to 
catch the boss before he fell Sem)onov put his leg out and a'hed again 
“Whose leg is that?” 

“Your« ” 

‘Liar* Who«e am I 9 ” 

“Semyonov’s ” 

* Liar*” 

* God s ” 

“Aha a*” 

The ho«s raised his foot and brought it down in a puddle spatter 
ing his face and chest with mud 

“Yegorie ” snuffled the old woman, Yegor «book lus finger and 
said 

“I can’t go against the boss Mum ” 

And the boss blinking hts eyes, not troubling to wipe the dirt off 
his face, enquired 

“Yegor 1 Won’t a hair fall 9 ” 

“It can’t unless God wills it ” 

“Gimme " 

Yegor bent his huge shaggy head within reach of the bo«s who 
clutched the Cossack’s curly mane pulled several hairs out, examined 
them m the light and held his hand out to Yegor 
“Hide ’em so they don’t fall ’ 

Carefully collecting the plucked threads of hair off the master’s 
fat fingers Yegor rolled them into a ball between the palms of hi« 
hands and flowed them away in the pocket of a loud waistcoat His 
face wore its usual wooden expre«sion and his ejes were dead, onlv 
his gropmg movements which were nevertheless unsteady, revealed 
that he was much the worse for drink 

Take care of ’em ” mumbled the boss with a wave of the hand 
“Have to answer for everything for every hair ” 

They had apparently gone through all this before — there was 
something mechanical in all their gestures The mi 'tress looked in 
different and only her black parched lips stirred incessantly 
“Sing 1 ’ the boss suddenly squealed 

Yegor tilted his cap back, pulled a horrible face and, seating him 
self at his master’s side, started to sing in a hoarse maudlin bass 
Here come the Don boys 
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The boss held out a cupped hand as though begging for alms 
Ho, Cossacks young end bract 

The boss lifted his head and howled and his Mghtless, ghastly 
fare streaming with tears looked as though it were going to melt 
During one of these performances 0 ip, who was 'landing in the 
passage by my « de, asked «oft!y 
“^ee that 9 ” 

Well 9 

He looked at me and *miled, a piteous, tremulous emile — he had 
begun to look very haggard lately and his Mongolian eyes seemed 
to have grown larger 
“What is it 9 " 

0«tp leaned tjver and whi«pered in my ear 

“Rich, eh 9 Happiness 9 There s happiness for you* Remember 

that 

While the bo«s was on his drinking boat Sashka the cl»rk too 
da hed about the workshop as though he were drunk His eyes gleamed 
shiftily his arms hung limply as though broken and his red curls 
quivered on a clammy brow Everybody in the workshop «poke openly 
of Sa-hka s thievery and greeted him with approving smiles 
Kuzin «ang the clerk’s prai'es in honeyed words 
“Aye, he s a reglar eagle is "Lerander Petrov, and it’s high he’s 
go.ng to Hy, mark my word " 

Everybody did his hit of stealing did it with on airy unconcern 
anl the proceeds were promptly 'pent on drink — all three bakeries 
were m their cups The errand boys *ent to the pnbbc hon«es for 
vodka crammed pretzels under their «hirt3 and bartered them °ome- 
where for lollipops 

“You’ll *oou rum Semyonov that way ” I told the Gypsy, he ‘book 
his handsome head 

“My dear chap every ruble he turns over brings him thirty «ix 
kopecks " 

He spoke as if he had exact knowledge of the master’s bu«iness 
trar«actions. 

I laughed Pasha regarded me with a wry look of disapproval 
“Ynn’-re jJ.vay? eocry fseererjt&ccg ifrow can yon &e fi£e 
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"It' s not a question of being sorry — but I can’t make bead or tail 
of this here muddle ” 

* You cant be expected to understand a muddle,” interjected Sha 
tunoy, the whole workshop was listening attentively to our conyer*a 
tion 

* You praise the boss for being a smart fellow m organizing «uJi 
a business — with your labour, mind you — and yet you’re trying your 
harden to ruin it ** 

Several voices answered at once 

* Rum him not likely’” 

"Grab while the grabbing’s good’” 

“It’s the only time we can breathe freely when he’s on the 
booze ” 

My talk immediately became known to Sashka He rnhed into 
the bakery, slim and elegant in a grey suit and, haring hu teeth 
snarled 

* Aiming at my job are you 9 No fear — you’re dat&ned cunning but 
too green ” 

Everybody «tared hungrily hankering for a fight hut though Sashka 
was *pry, he was pmdent, besides we had already tried conclusions 
having taxed my patience with lnscon«tant cavilling nnd petty pricks 
I had told him one day that I would give him a good hiding unless 
he left me in peace It had been m the evening of a holiday outside 
m the yard, all the men had dispersed and he and I were alone 

“Come on’" he had said throwing his jacket down on the snow 
and rolling up his «hirt sleeves ‘Here goes 1 No hitting in the mug 
though — only on the body' 1 need my mug for the «hop, you 
know ” 

It was a vanquished Sashka who pleaded 

I «ay my good fellow don’t tell anyone you’re stronger than 
me— do me a favour’ You’re a temporary person here a bird of pas- 
sage and I’ve got to live with tl e«e people’ Cet me 9 Fine’ Thanks’ 
Come in and have a cup of tea ’ 

Clo-cted with him in hu tiny room over a cup of tea I Iutened to 
the well-chosen words of his animated conversation 

“My good fellow— of course its perfectly correct that I’m a hit, 
to to say light fingered — speaking as man to man — but, when you come 
to consider all the circumstance* ” And, leaning confidentially over 
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to me across the table, his cjcs Cashing with 8 hurt expression, be de- 
claimed, as though he were singing a *ong 

“Am I any worse than Semyonov, less clever than be’ Aren’t 1 
younger, arent I good looking arent I smart whs, you just give 
me a chance to pet my tooth into something, give roe the rao«t paltry 
husine-s to start with I d soon have the hall at my feet. I’d *bow you 
what a what— n*d take your breath away' W ith my face and figure 
rouldn t I mam a widow with capital eh 9 Or even a young lady 
with a dowry — arent I worth it? I can feed hundreds of people— 
whatj Semyonov 9 Makes you sick even to look at him . ..queer look 
ing shcatfi«h — fancy him in a room when he ought to be m a slough* 
BIes»cd eyesore!’ 

His red greedy month pursed in a thin whistle 
“Eh, my good fellow* A bishop leads an honest life — hut then 
everybody knows he feels pretty doll and miserable and the flesh is 
weak. D you know the police clerk. Lockin’ It's him who wrote 
the composition *1116 Parable of the Bishop,’ — a very instructive 
person, though a shocking drunkard. Well the deacon in the parable 
plainly says No, My Lord, yon’ re most unrea«onahl“ Life without 
theft is quite unfeasible ’ ’ 

That slick, graceful body with the red head reminded me of the 
ancient darts — a flaming missile hurtling into the night on a blind er 
rand of death and destruction 

Dunng these day* of the master’s drinking bout Sashka was at 
fever heat — it was disgusting and fascinating to watch him flying 
around catching the rubles like a hawk email prey 

“Things are beginning to smack of prison," Shatunov boomed 
into my ear, “you keep out of the way, see you’re not dragged m .. ” 
He showed me increasing signs of attention and all but danced 
attendance on me, as though I were infirm, now bringing in flour and 
firewood for me, now offering to mix the dough. 

“What’s the idea 9 ” 

He muttered, avoiding my eyes 

“Never mind that* Your siren gib’ll come in useful for other 
things . you got to look after it — good health’s a thing a man gets 
only once m his bfe. 

And of course, asked in a low voice 
“What’s the meaning of ‘phrase’?” 



THE BOSS 


431 


Or lie would suddenly communicate a queer idea 
“The KhluU sectarians are quite right m belieiing that Our Lady 
w more than one. ” 

“What d you mean 9 ” 

* Never mind what »t means ’ 

‘But jou say your*elf that God is one for all?” 

“So He is* But people are different and they fit Him to their own 
needs the Tatars for example, the Mordvinians That’s where 
the sm is»” 

One night, sitting with me before the oven he said 

* It wouldn't be bad to break an arm or a leg or fall ill with 
some disease that would show itself 

“What’s that?” 

‘Some kind of deformity, you know " 

“Are you in your right mind 9 ’’ 

“Very ..." 

Throwing a look around him he explained 
“It’a like this I thought I’d be a sorcerer — I was awfully keen 
on it My grandfather on mother’s side was a sorcerer, and my fathers 
uncle too Down at our place his uncle was a famous sorcerer and 
village quack, a beekeeper too — ever) body in the gubernia knew 
him and ev en the Tatars and Chuva«hes the Cherem) ssi acknowledged 
him He's over a hundred now, and about seven jears ago he took 
a young girl, an orphan Tatar girl — and got children too’ He can’t 
marry any more — he’s been married three times.” 

Heaving a deep sigh he went on slowly and pensively 
“Now you say its a fake’ ^ ou couldn’t live to a hundred by fah 
mg’ Anybody can fake it doesnt 'oothe the soul . ” 

‘ Ju«t a minute* But what d you want the deformity for?” 

‘Ah— the soul’s pitched over the other way I’d like to roam 
the world as far as I could, go through and through* Hare a look 
how it all stands how it lives what it hopes for 1 \es But with a 
phiz like mine I haven’t got no excu'e for going on a pilgrimage 
Folks would ask, ‘what’s the idea vour wandering about 9 ’ Couldn’t 
make out a case So 1 was thinking now if my arm was withered, or 
sores broke out, say Sores are worse — folks are afraid of ’em ” 
He fell silent his slanting eyes gazing into the fire. 

“Have you made up your rotnd about that?” 



43 » MAXIM COURT 

“I wouldat talk about u il I hadn’t,” be Mid, putting Talking 
about things you haven t made up your mind about is ju«t scaring 
peopte as it is they 

He -waved his hand with a hopeless gesture 

Arteni smiling drowsily and rubbing a disbeielled head, softly 
came up to us 

‘ I dreamt that I was bathing and had to make a dive — *tepped 
hack and plunged in — flop* — and banged my head against the wall' 
Golden tears started pouring from my eyes. . " 

Indeed his nice eyes were filled with tears 

Some two days later in the night when 1 had placed the bread 
in the oven and fallen asleep I was awakened by wild «crcams within 
the arch on the threshold of the preUel bakery the boss stood belching 
foul oaths — like beans from a burst «ack the words came tumbling out 
of him, each filthier than the other 

At the same instant the door leading into the master’s room fell 
open with a crash and Sashka the clerk crawled *creeching onto the 
threshold while the boss gripping the doorposts with his hands, 
kicked him m the chest and «ides with an air of business-like concen 
tralion 

‘ Oh you 21 kill me ” moaned the lad. 

Semyonov calmly punctuated each kick with a grunt of satisfac- 
tion trundling the doubled up body before him and adroitly tripping 
up Sashka every time he attempted to jump to his feeL 

The workmen rushed out from the pretzel bakery, forming ft silent 
huddled group— their faces were not visible in the early dusk, but one 
could *en«e an undercurrent of fear Sashka squirmed at their feet, 
gasping 

“Brothers hell kill me 

They fell hack crumbling up like a decayed wattle fence under 
the wind, when suddenly Arlem dashed out and yelled into the boss’ 
face 

“That’s enough 1 ” 

Semyonov recoiled Sashka dived into the crowd like a fish and 
disappeared. 

It became very quiet, 8 tense silence of several seconds reigned, 
during which one knew not who would win — man or bea«t 
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“Who's that 9 ” the boss demanded hoarsely, peering at Artem 
from tinder a cupped hand and raising the other hand to the level of 
His head 

“Me,” cred Artem overloudly, falling back, the boss longed over 
to him but Ostp Stepped forward and received the blow of his fist 
in his face 

“Look here” he c aid calmly with a toss of the head, expcctorat 
ing, “hold on, don’t fight*” 

And Instantly, Pashka, the soldier, the gentle Laptev and the boil 
mg man Nikita, with hands behind backs and thrust in pockets closed 
«n threateningly on the boss, all with heads lowered as though they 
intended to butt him, and all shouting together m unnaturally loud 
voices 

“That’s enough’ Have you bought us 9 Aha a’ We won’t stand it’” 

The boss stood motionless as though rooted to the worm eaten bat 
tered floor His hands were folded on his «tomach his head slightly 
inclined os though listening to these seemingly unaccountable cries. 
The uproar increased as the dark mob of men, barely illumined by 
the yellow flame of the lamp on the wall, surged around him, here and 
there a head with bared teeth looming in the patch of feeble light as 
though tom from its body, all shouting, clamouring, while aboTe them 
all ro«c the voice of Nikita the boiler 

“You \e sucked up all mi strength’ What II you have to *how off 
before God 9 Ah, man, man’” 

Cur’es were Ia«hed to a dirty foam and here and there men began 
brandishing their fists under Semyonov’s nose. He seemed to have 
fallen asleep standing 

“Who made you rich 9 We did!” shouted Artem, while the Gypsy 
held forth, as though reading from a book 

“You bear it m mind we don’t n^ree to handle seven sacks of 
(lour a day 

Dropping his arms the boss turned around and walked away in 
silence shaking his head queerly from «ide to side 

The pretre! bakery was seized bv a mood of peaceable though none 
the less lively jubilation Everyone assumed a business like air, fell 
to their work with zest, and looked at one another with new eyes ns it 
were — trustfully kindly and emham'sedly, while the Gypsy ehir 
ruped 



Get a move on there chappies, «tir )our stumps' Heigh ho 
everything fair and square* Xfe’l! show the fellow what wort is* 
Come on, make it hum ■" 

Laptev stood in the middle of the workshop with a sack of flour 
on his shoulder, licking and smacking his lips 

“See what ll means when you club together " 

Shatunov who was weighing the salt, boomed 
‘Kid3 could beat father if they clubbed together” 

The men all resembled bees at springtime. Artem was in paiticu 
lari) high feather Only old Kuzin snuffled his customary tune 
Well, you little devils, what are you thinking of, drat you 

A cold leaden mi*t enveloped the belfries minarets and hou«e tops, 
the town looked as though it were decapitated, and the people, too 
seemed headless from a di«tance. A cold drizzle hung in the air, ren 
denng breathing difficult, everything around was tinted a dull silver, 
and, where the rught lights had not yet been extinguished, a pearly 
hue 1 

Water from the roofs dripped to the stone pavement with a dreary 
sound, horseshoes rang out hollowly on the cobbles of the road, and 
somewhere high up m the mist the wailing v oice of an invisible muez 
zin called mournfully to morning prajers 

I was carrying a basket of buns on ra> back and I felt like walk 
ing on endlesJv, passing the mist, making my way into the fields out 
onto the broad road and the distant trail, fat away to where the sptmg 
sun had doubtlessly already risen 

A horse with bent neck and high «tepping forelegs loomed past me 
out of the mist — a big, grey bor~e in dark *pots, with a baleful gleam 
in its bloodshot eye On the box, holding the tight!) drawn reins, tat 
Yegor, as erect and stiff 33 a wooden carving, in the cab behind lolled 
the figure of the boss clad in a heavy fox coat although it was warm 
This gTey nnnily horse had more than once smashed the convey 
ance to pieces last autumn Yegor and the boss had been brought 
home covered with mud and blood and with crushed nbs, but both 
of them loved and pampered this fat well fed animal with the ma lev 
olent, unintelligent look in its bleary bloodshot eye* 

Once, when Yegor was cleaning the horse which only a minute be- 
fore had bitten him in the shoulder, I suggested that it would be good 
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to sell the vicious beast to the Tatars for slaughtering Yegor straight 
fened up, and, aiming the heavy currycomb al heac£ snarled 
“Go ’way 1 ” 

That man never 'poke to me, and if I ever attempted to draw him 
into conversation he walked away with his head lowered like a bull, 
only once he suddenly gripped my shoulder from behind shook me 
and muttered* 

“I’m ever so much stronger than you kalzap, 1 could do with three 
of your likes, and you with one hand’ Get that 9 If the boss only ” 
This speech, uttered with considerable feeling, affecied him so 
strongly that he nos unable to finish it, and the blue veins swelled 
at his temples and his face broke out in a sweat 
Saucy little Yashka said of him 
“He’s got three fists but he’s a muff 1 ’ 

The street grew narrower, the air more damp, the muezzin’s ones 
had ceased, the clatter of hoofs had died away in the distance and 
everything was wrapped m an expectant liu«h 

Little Yashka, tidy and clean in a pink shirt and -white apron, 
opened me the door, and as he helped me in with the basket, whimpered 
wammgly 

“The boss ” 

‘I know” 

* In a temper ” 

At the «ame in'tant a voice behind the cupboards growled 

* Blatterer, come here ’ 

He was siting on the bed, of which be occupied almost a third 
Sofia lay half dressed on her 6ide, her check pillowed on her folded 
palms, one leg was bent under the other bare leg she had thrown 
aero's the boss’ knees, she met me with a smiling glance of strangely 
limpid eje« The bo's was evidently in her way — half her thick hair 
was braided the other half lay tumbled over a red, rumpled pillow 
Holding the girl’s 'mall ankle in one hand the boss flicked her amber 
yellow toenails with the other 

‘ Sit down Well let's have a serious talk ” 

Stroking Sofia's instep he bawled 
“Yashka the «amovarl Get up Sova * 

She 'aid lazily and quietly 
“I don’t want to ’ 


28* 
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“Come, come, get up 1 ” 

He pushed her leg off his knees and said slowly, with a wheezy 
cough 

"WVre obliged to do some things whether we like it or not* Life 
itself goes again 't the gram . ." 

Sofia slid clumsily to the floor, baring her legs above the knee*, 
and the boss said reprovingly 

eu ve got no shame at all Sova. " 

She began to plait her hair saying with a yawn 
What do you care about my «hame 9 " 

•*lm not alone here, am I 9 There's a young lad there 
“He knows me " 

With sullenly pnckered brows and blown cheeks Yashka earned 
m the «amovar, which looked very much He him — it was jo«l a* 
small neat and swaggermgly clean 

“0 hell ” swore Sofia, undoing the plait with a rough gesture, and 
tossing back her wavs hair over hei 'boulders sat down to the table 
“Well ” began the boss, thoughtfully narrowing his *=brewd green 
eye and closing the dead one entirely * It was you taught 'em to kick 
up a row 9 " 

“You know " 

*nre Wbats your reason 9 " 

“They’re having a hard lime” 

“I like that' Who’s having an easy one 9 ” 

“Your lots easier" 

"Bow wow'” he mocked. “A lot you understand 1 Pour him out 
some tea Sova Is there any lemon 9 1 11 have lemon... ” 

The rusty fan hummed softly in the ventilation window above the 
table, the samovar too «ang — one could hear these «ounds despite 
the boss’ talk 

“Let’s make it bnef If you’ve got the men disorderly, you've got 
to bring ’em in order Isn’t that right 9 Otherwise you're not worth 
your salt. Aren't I right Sova 9 ” 

“I don’t know It doesn’t interest me," she said calmly 
The boss «uddenly fcngh'ened 

“Nothing in e’esta yon, you fool woman 1 How are you going 
to live, I’d like to know’” 

“I won't take lessons from you " 
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She sat leaning back in her chair, stirring the tea m a small blue 
cup in which she had put five lumps of sugar. Her white blouse had 
come open in front, exposing a large goodly brea«t m bine veins heav 
tly charged with blood Her incongruous face looked sleepy or 
thoughtful, her lips relaxed like those of a child 

‘So well,” went on the boss, searching my face with a brightened 
eye, “I want to fix you up in Sashka’s place eh 7 ’ 

“Thanks I won’t take it ’ 

“Why not 9 ” 

“Doesn’t suit me ’ 

“How d’jou mean 9 " 

“Well — my soul's not in the job 

“Again the souP” he sighed, and having damned the soul in pictur- 
esque terms, continued in a squealing voice, with withering scorn 
“If I could at least get one look at that blessed soul I’d try it 
with my fingernail— see what it’s made of It a crazy— everyone talks 
about it but you never see it 1 All you «ee is just sheer 'tupiditj 
sticky like pitch — oh you When you do get hold of a fellow 
who has a scrap of honesty, he’s sure to be a fool 

Sofia slowly raised her eyelashes, together with her brows smiled 
ironically and asked gaily 

“I wonder — have you met honest men 9 ” 

“I was honest my=ell when I was youngl ’ ho exclaimed in an 
anfamiliar voice, bitting himself in the chest, then prodded the girl 
in the "houlder 

“All right, now you’re honest — but what’s the use of it 9 You re 
a fool* So what 9 ” 

She broke into a laugh — it seemed to nog a little false “There 
you are all you’ve seen is people like me . Found an honest 
woman for you'” 

He cried excitedly, his eyes flashing 

“I used to work and was ready to help everybody — so I was! I 
used to like it — helping people, I nsed to like having things pleasant 
around me hut I'm not blind' When everybody begins to crawl 
over you like lice 

It. was distressing, to the point of tears A senseless ache something 
dank and turbid like the mist outside, weighed upon the heart Live 
with these people 9 One could sense in them an insoluble misery, be- 
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stowed on them for a lifetime, a sort of organic deformity of the heart 
and mind Ones heart was wrung with pity weighed down by a *ense 
of ones impotence to help th<*ra m any way and they infected one 
with this nameless malady 

“Twenty rubles till Whitsun— lake it’ 

“\o” 

Twenty fire Come on’ Hare a good lime girls and everything'” 
i felt 1 Lc saying something to make him unders and howr impos 
sible it was for os to live side by side carry on together hut I could 
not find the necessary words and felt disconcerted under his hear) 
expectant, and unbelieving gaze 

Leave the man alone, sa d Sofia putting «ugar into the cup 
the Loss made a motion with his head 

“What you cramming yourself with «D"ar for’ 

“Dyou grudge it’ 

"It. bad lot the itealtb. TOO botso' Loot „,j jonte Wg 

!» r d.„d”!' Ke <,<m ' " ch olh " w “ 

I want you to dismiss me 

f We, i*« of course' said the boas musingly, drumming his 
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“Stop that] Harping on it again 9 ” 

She lapsed into silence «hifting the tea thing* back into place 
I got up 

“Well, run along’ said the bos morose)) “Go on Ah well!” 
In the street, still wrapped in mt<t, the walls of the houses oozed 
turbid tears Dark, figures straggled lonesome!) in the net gloom 
Somewhere smithies were at work — two hammers could be heard in 
measured beats, and they seemed to be asking 
“Are those people 9 Is that life 9 ’ 

I took my last pay on Saturda), and Sunda) morning the boys 
arranged a farewell party in a dirty but cos) little public house there 
gathered Shatunov, Artera the G>psy, the gentle Lap ter the soldier, 
Nikita the boiler and Vanok Ulanor in cheap lustrine trousers worn 
over bis boots and a dazzling waistcoat with glass buttons over a new 
pink cotton shirt The novelty and gaudine*<s of lus outfit quenched 
the insolent light of his shameless eyes, his shrivelled little face looked 
inane, and a guarded timidit) appeared in all hu movements, as though 
he were all the time afraid of his co«tume splitting or of someone 
coming up and taking the waistcoat off his narrow chest. 

All the min had been to a hath the previous evening and toda> 
had smeared their hair with oil, which imparted a holiday glo«j 

The Gypsy took charge of the ceremonies shouting out orders like 
a junketing merchant 

' Waiter — some more hot water*” 

We drank tea and vodka in the same breath, wrhieli rapidly re- 
duced us all to a state of bland and subdued intoxication Laptev 
rubbed his shoulder against me and pushing me to the wall, urged 
“Let's have a last word Indore >ou go an c>e opener ve need 
the word badly, you know a straight, true word* ” 

Shatunov, «itting opposite me. lowered his eyes under the table, 
•explaining to Nikita 

“A man’s a passing thing ” 

“Where’s one to go " sighed the boiler sadly, ‘ how’s one to 
go ” 

Etvjfbsdj' Jonkft d -at jio a joy that made me J feed rerjr rmhax 
xassed and very sad — I might have been going fat away never to see 
these men an) more who were today so oddly near and dear, to me 
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“But I m staying here in town,” I reminded them agaiA and again, 
"we shall be seeing one another ” 

But the Gypsy to*«ing his black locks and solicitously watchful 
that the tea he was pouring out w as of uniform strength, tempered his 
ringing voice and said 

“Though you re 'taying here in town, bnt y ou won’t be feeding onr 
bugs any more 

Artem commented «oft!y with a gentle smile 
“Yon re not the word of our «ongs any more ” 

It was warm in the pnblic house, savoury odours tickled the nos- 
trils, and makh orka smoke floated around in blue mi'ty waves The 
heady noises of a clear «pnng day poured freely into an open window 
in th* comer «waying the drooping flowerets of the purple fuchsia and 
«tirnng the plant s edged little lease*. 

A clock hung on the wall facing me its pendulum drooping mo- 
tionless and weary and its dark handle** dial resembling Shatunov's 
broad face, which today looked more drawn than usual 

“A man I tell you is a passing affair," he repeated insistently 
- A man goes his way and pa*ses " 

His face had taken on a sallow tone, and his eyes closed gently 
mth n swift smile 

“I like to sit by the gates of an evening and watch the people go 
by unknown people hurrying to an unknown destination and 
maybe some of em with a good soul in ’em May the Lord bles* 
em'" 

Maudlin little tears welled from under his l3$hes and ‘uddenly 
disappeared as though they had in 'tan fly dried on his flashed face. 
He repeated hollowly 

“May God give ’em all his blessings* And now let’s drink to 
friendship to affection and good fellowship*” 

We quaffed the toast and exchanged succulent kis«es, nearly np«et 
ting the loaded table in the process Nightingales sang m my breast 
and I loved all these men with a poignant heartache. The Gypsy 
smoothed his moustache— incidentally wiping a little sneer off his 
lips — and likewise made a speech 

“Lord tnrame, sometimes, brothers, your heart plays such a grand 
tone— ju«t like a Mordvinian psaltery! Take the other day, when we 
stood up against Semyonov, and today here now . You 
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can’t help it* I just feel noble — you can say what jou damned like* 
A reg’lar gentleman s'elp me God’ And I won’t yield an inch to any 
bodyl Say anything you like, tell me straight what you think cf me — 
I won’t be the least offended Swear at me — say PaJita’s a 
thief, a scoundrel* I won’t accept it. won’t believe it* That’* 
why I won’t get angry, because I won’t believe it 1 And — I know 
the way of life Osip — what you «aid about people — it’s 
quite right* I u«ed to think, brother jou were a dull wilted 
man, but I’m mistaken* You’re quite right — we’re all worth> 
people ” 

Nikita the boiler came out softly and sadly with his first words 
that morning 

“We’re all very unhappy . ” 

Amid the general meniment and gay conversation the*® words 
went unnoticed, ns onnoticeahle among men was the pei«on who had 
uttered them He was by this time m a mellow state and sat nodding 
drowsily, his cjes quenched, his peaked face re-embltng a faded maple 
leaf 

’‘Strength’s in friendship" Laptev was saying to Artem. 

Shatunov said to me 

“Keep an ear open for the words, pick ’em up — maybe tl ey’H 
form the verse’ ’ 

“How will I know whether they’ll form it 9 

“You’ll know’" 

“What if they form a different ver«e 9 ” 

“A different verse 9 ” 

Osip eyed me suspiciouslj then said after a moment’s 
thought 

“There can’t be a different verse* For the general happiness of 
men there’s only one ver«e, there isn’t any other*’’ 

“But how am I going to know that it’s the one 9 ” 

He lowered his eyes and whispered mysteriously 

“You 11 see* Everybody’ll see it at once’” 

Vanok fidgeted in his chair running an eager ej e over the room 
which vi as now filled with a noisy crowd He moaned 

“Gee, it’d he good to strike up a song now!" 

Then suddenly gripping the c eat of his chair and «hnnking he 
gasped in a terrified whisper 
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“Sh thebo«3 l ” 

The Gypsy seized a full bottle of vodka and swiftly «et it down 
under the table then immediately placed it firmly back on the table 
saying m annoyance 

“This is a pub 

So it is 1 " Artera threw in loudly, and all fell silent, pretending 
not to notice the fat bulk of the boss threading its way among the 
tables and waddling down impressively towards our company Artem 
took notice of him first and half ro«e from his seat with a cheerful 
greeting 

Happy holiday Vassili Semyomch 

Halting within a couple of paces Semyonov «ilently scanned the 
company with his green eye — the men too greeted him with a silent 
bow 

“Chair ” he said quietly 

The soldier jumped up and gave him his 

Drinking vodka 9 he said «etlling himself into it with a heavy 


* Having tea, said Pashka with a grin 
Out o' bottles ” 

The whole room seemed to be hushed in tense expectancy of a 
row but Osip Shatunov got up filled his glass with vodka and held 
it out to the boss, saying gently 

“Drink our health with us, kassih Semyomch 
A sickening weight oppressed the heart as the boss with slow de- 
liberation lifted his short heavy arm — and one was uncertain whether 
he would knock the glass out of the profferred hand or take it. 

Why not, he said at length gripping the stem of the wineglass 
between his fingers 

‘And well dnnk jours'” 

The bo=s stared into ihe glass with his green eye gnawing his 
lips and repealed 


lie splashed the vodka into the froggy aperture of his mouth 
ssrth Vv! l ?? m 'f”' 5 Swi llly refilling the glasses 

‘i v '" lh V “ ,,U Semyomch we’re people, too 
iou went , workman vourtelf you ought lo knots ’ 
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“Come, come, don’t play the fox,” the boss interrupted in a quiet 
moody tone, examined us each in turn with a reminiscent look 
brought his gaze to re«t on my face and said with a sneer 

“People You’re not people, you’re jailbirds Come on let's 
-drink. ” 

Russian good nature, never quite devoid of cunning twinkled 
softly in his eye, and that twinkle fanned a flame in all our hearts — 
little smiles appeared upon the men’s faces and an abashed guilty 
look flitted like a shadow in their e> es 

We clinked glasses and drank The Gypsy burst out again 
“I want to speak the truth ** 

“Don’t holler 1 ” said the boss making a wry face and waving him 
off “Yelling right in my ear’ Who the devil wants your truth 9 Work 
is what’s wanted ” 

Wait a minute' Didn’t I show you work these three days 9 
You’d do better if you did your own thinking ’ 

“No, you jufet tell me— didnt I show work 
That’s how it should be ” 

“That’s bow it will be'” 

The boss took stock of us all in a single glance, nodded Jus head 
and repeated once more 

‘That’s how it should be I say nothing — what’s good is good 1 
Here, soldier-boy, order a dozen of beer ” 

The command sounded triumphant and still further raised the 
general good humour The boss «hut his eyes and added 

“I've drunk rivers of vodka with strangers, but it’s a long tune 
since I’ve drunk with mv own folks ” 

This was the last drop of oil on hearts that hungered for kindness 
human hearts that were robbed of the joys of life All drew closer 
together, and Shatunov said with a sigh, on behalf of all as it were 
“We didn t in the least want to offend you — hut we were fagged 
out had a hard time over the winter, that’s the reason ” 

I felt I was out of place amid this festive reconciliation which grew 
ever more unpleasant. The beer went quickly to the men’s heads, 
already fuddled with vodka fumes, and they gazed with evergrowing 
canine rapture at the boss' coppery lace — it even strode me as ratfier 
unusual that face with its green eye lighted up hy a gentle, trustful 
wistful look 



441 


MAXIM CORKY 


The boss spoke in a quiet casual tone, like a man who knew that 
his meaning would be grasped at once, while he wound his nl'set 
uatch chain round his fingers 

“There are no strangers here We’re all fellow countrymen 1 
take it all from the «ame county " 

“Duckie, so we are* Fellow countryman,” appealed Laptev in a 
thrilled voice of mehnous emotion 

* What s a dog want with wolf's habits 9 A dog like that’s no good 
about the house ” 

The soldier bawled at the top of his voice 
“Allen shun 1 Hark’” 

The Gypsy, pee nog furtively into the shrewd eyes of his master 
\elped foxishly 

“You think I don t understand anything 9 ” 

The atmosphere grew memer and another dozen of beer was or 
dered 0«ip lurched against me and «aid with a sluggish ton?ue 
“The bo«s he’s the «ame as the bishop . , the archbishop m 
the monastery’s the boss' ” 

‘Who wants him here, damned nuisance'” added Artem m * n 
undertone 

The boss mechanically drained glafes after glass of beer in silence, 
clearing his throat now and then impressively, as though he were 
about to say something He took no notice of me, and his glance oc- 
casionally alighted on mj face with a blank unseeing expression 

I got up imperceptibly and went out into the street, but Artem 
overlook me, well in his cups and burst into tears, «aying through 
his sobs 

Ah, brother I’m left all alone now all alone* ” 

I met the bo«« several times on the street, w-e greeted each other 
be solemnly rating hu warm cap with a plump hand saying 
“Keeping alive 9 ” 

“Keeping alive ” 

Well, keep on,” he «anetioned and, casting a critical glance over 
ray clothes, he propelled his bulk off sedately 

One of these encounters took place outside a public house, and 
the boss proposed 

“What about a drink of beer 9 ” 
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Wc descended four steps to a little room in a semi basement, tbe 
boss sought out tlie darkest comer lowered himself onto a thick legged 
stool, and threw a look round as if counting the tables — there were 
five of them besides our own, all covered with pinkish grey rag« 
A little old woman with drowsily nodding grey head in a dark *hawl 
was knitting a stocking belund the bar 

The grey, stone indestructibly stout walls were adorned with 
squares of pictures, one of them depicted a scene of wolf hunting 
another. General Lons Mclikov ramus one ear, a third Jerusalem, and 
the fourth a pair of bare brea«ted girls on one of who«e broad bosoms 
was clearly in«cnbcd in large printed characters "Vera Galanova, 
the students’ darling price 3 kopecks while the other had her eyes 
gouged out These absurd and incongruous 1 lotehcs exercised a very 
depressing effect 

Through the door gla«s one could “ee, above the green roof of a 
new building the flushed evening sky, and high up in tl e air an innu 
merable flock of jackdaws 

The boss, breathing wheczily, surveyed the dismal place questioned 
me idly as to how much I was earning whether I was pleased with 
the job — he was obviously loath to «pcah and a prey to that peculiar 
Russmn form of sickening boredom Slowly sipping his beer he placed 
the empty glass on the table and gave it a flick with his finger — the 
glass toppled over and 1 caught it before it rolled off 

‘ What for? the boss said quietly 4 Should ha’ let it drop it’d 
smash 1 d pay for it ” 

The church bells hastily began ringing for evening service startling 
the jackdaws in the sky into a flurry 

* I like this kind o’ place, resumed Semyonov pointing his 
hand into the corner 4 Quiet and no flies Flies like the sun its 
warmth ” 

He suddenly *miled quizzically 

That lool woman Sovkn has gone and hooked up with a deacon* 

A bald headed seedy looking fellow and of course a hopeless 
drunkard A widower He chants hymns to her, and she cries 1 ke a 
child She shouts at me but I — what do I care’ 1 find it 
amusing ” 

He choked on «ome unuttered word then went on in a jocular 
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I I ad an i lea c I naming you two — you and Sofia I wonder 
how you d have got on together* ” 

This amused me, too and my laugh evoked from him an aa*wcmg 
whimpering little laugh 

"Derils’” he howled shaking his shoulder* “Blessed denis not 
if our God s creation phew ” 

He wrung the tiny tears out of his variegated eyes with he 
finger* 

What d )ou think of 0»ip — you remember him 9 Chucked hi* job 
the ass 


“Where a he gone 9 ” 

On a pilgrimage, they say With his experience and at his 
age he should ha been a baker a long time ago — he's a good workman 
knows his job ye* " 

He shook his head drank some beer and, ganng at the sky from 
under a cupped hand remarked 

“Loot how many jackdawa' Wedding tn»e . Toll, brother 
Blalterer what a luperlloou, and what u really needed’ Nobody 
brother know, exactly The deacon uy> 'VCbal’a neetled u for 
men what, roperlltious ta for God" Of cout-e he waa drunk 
Everyone want, to find an excuse Tor hnnwlf Look how manv 
■operation, people there are in the townw-awful' All eating and 
drinking bti whose bread and drink u it, eh’ Vex And where 
does it all come from 9 ” 

He 1 xnddenly ro-e to hu feet, dropped a hand in hi, pocket and 
er ® nt lo H» face wore a far away look and his eye- 
narrowed intently 

“Must be going Good bye.” 

He drew out a heavy frayed purse and said quietly as he fumbled 
in it w th his fingers 

veTt?"*** enqnirin? 8 k° nl y° n lte day * 

The bcfc-s looked at m e from un J tr faulted brows and said m a tone 
ot unconcern 

>0 °, r ctaiac!er y° UI t0D 2“e I told him your 
««*• *» k«W Well, good bye*” 7 
the wom Mens \ f?* "‘it **** p ^ atans slubby legs firmly on 
^ he hou **1 his ponderous stomach into the street 
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I never saw him again, but ten years later I had occasion to learn, 
by a mere accident, of the end of his business career The warder— I 
was in a political prison — brought me some sau'age wrapped up in 
a bit of newspaper, and in that scrap of newsprint I read the following 
report 

“On Good Friday our town witnessed a rather cunous spectacle 
VassiU Semyomch Semyonov, the bun and pretzel baker, well known 
m tbc business world, rode about the town in a tearful condition 
paying visits to the homes of his creditors whom he sobbingly assured 
that he was absolutely ruined and implored them to put him in prison 
Knowing the prosperous state of his affairs, no one believed him, 
and his importunate wish to spend the holidays in prison 
merely raided a laugh — the eccentricities of this odd gentleman were 
well known to everybody But what was the consternation of the 
commercial world when several days later it transpired that Semvonov 
had disappeared without a trace, leaving debts to the «um of 
about fifty thousand rubles and having di*po«ed of everything that 
was saleable* There can be no doubt that this is a ca e of fraudulent 
bankruptcy ” 

There followed an account of futile search for the insolvent 
fugitive, the exasperation of the creditors and reminiscences of 
Semyonov’s various oddities I read this bit of soiled and greasy 
paper and 'topped by the window Io«t m thought — these cases of 
fraudulent, improvident and unfortunate bankruptcies, these cases of 
stealthy, cowardly, impotent feeling of life were too frequent with us in 
Russia 

What malady is it what calamity 9 

You have a man who lives and tries to create 'omething, draws 
into the channel of his intentions a multitude of other men’s brain, 
will and brawn devours a ma«s of human effort, then suddenly and 
capriciously throws it all up unfinished and unaccomplished, and very 
often throws himself out of life And so the arduous toil ol men 
perishes without a trace, and the fruit of often painful travail withers 
in the hud 

The wall of the prison is old and low and not terrifying— imme- 
diately beyond it, mounting into the caressing spring «ky looms the 
red-brvck pvle of the vevoo monopoly, and n«m to vt, u& a maze of «<af 
folding a new tenement house is being built 
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Farther Wretches a barren field, perforated bv deep gullies and 
covered with green turf, and there, on the right, stands a sombre clump 
of trees on the edge of a ratine overhanging the Jewish cemetery The 
golden buttercups dance in the field, a fat black fly strikes senselessly 
ngainrt the grimy windowpane — and I call to mind the boss’ quiet 
words 

“Flics like the «un, >t3 warmth 

^uddenlv the dark basement of the public house rises before ms 
eyes with its incongruous series of g ai I y-co loured pictures — the wolf 
hunting *cene the city of Jerusalem, \ era Galanova ‘ price 3 kopecks,” 
the general without an ear 

“I like this kind o* place” the boss had said in a voice that «ounded 
human 

I did not want to think of him I gaze instead out of t*'e window 
acro«s the field at the ed<*e of which «tands a blue forest, and beyond 
it, aow-nhill, flow* the \olga the great mrr — it seems to flow 
sweepingly through one’s soul smoothly washing away the useless 
past 

“\Chot* superfluous and what is really needed’” the boss* word* 
nr on the memory 

I can *ee him with his bulky body lolling in the eat of the 
carnage jouncing up and daw as he watches the hurrnng current 
of life with a keen green eye The wooden \egor is perched on the 
box wrlh his arms stretched taut like string* and the grey ill tempered 
hor*e strides out on its strong legs, its hoofs clattering loudly on the 
cold « one of the roadway 

“k ego who«e am I’ Devours a sheep — fills his belly — but, 
ChnM he s miserable 1 ” 

There was a suffocating «en«ation of something n‘jtg in the breast, 
as though the heart 1 ere swelling overflowing with an agon^mg pity 
for a man who does not know what to do with himself who can find 
no place for hira'e’f on earth — perhaps through a surfeit of energv 
and not merely through indolence and the slavish pranks of a “re- 
cruit”’ 

One feels pity li<e a poignant pain— it matters not i ho he is, one 
pities the shipwreck of frustrated vitality, and he excites a passionate 
and conflicting feeling like a mischievous child in the heart of * 
mother one must strike him where one would fain caress him. 
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The little figures of the briekla) ers can be seen crawling over the 
lime-spattered planks of the scaffolding enfolding the huge red bulk 
of the new edifice, clustering at the top of the building like little bees, 
pushing it up higher and higher every day. 

And ns I gaze at this bus} hum of men and doings I call to mind 
that somewhere amid the maze of roads of the great and perplexing 
world, slowly wends his way a lonely wayfarer, Osip Shatunov, gazing 
about him with mistrustful eyes lending an eager ear to spoken 
words — majhap they will form into the "verse of general happiness.” 


29-SdQ 



A DROLL STORY 


When tiie red-raired doctor with the large nose, after tapping 
^egor B>kova body with Ins cold fingers said emphatically, in his 
deep ba«s voice that the disea*e had been neglected and was now 
dangerous Bjkov felt as if «orreone had wronged him, ju«t as he had 
felt on that pilch dark night, in his joung da)s when he was a raw 
recruit during the Turki«h war lying among the prickly bashes at 
^eni Zagra with a broken le- the ram drenching him to the skin and 
the pain unhurriedly ripping his flesh from his bones 
Does that mean I m going to die 9 he a«ked 
The doctor sat down at the table to wnte out a prescription, tned 
the ru'ty pen and mumbled «omelhing but Bykov, staring re«enlfuHy 
at the window did not hear hun. In the «treet feather*, aha>mgs and 
du«t were being driven I elter skelter before the wind 
‘\ou have been drinking too much’ the doctor said 
The sick man mentally swore at the doctor and answered Bngrily 
“That s not the cause Lots of people drink, don t they? But they 
don’t all die before their time 1 ’’ 

He heard a still «mall vo ce within him «ay tantalizingly 
“Take a hen She will go on living lay eggs and batch chickens 
But you you will die and all the labour of your hard life will have 
been in vain ” 

Silently seeing the doctor to the door Bykov, wearing slippers 
on his bare feel and a grey dressing gown over his underclothing 
glanced nt the mirror It reflected with unu«ual distinctness a narrow, 
gaunt face mournfully Jit up by greenish eyes and a long straight 
beard that fell from ha cheeks and chin to his breast The face did 
not look good. 

Bykov sighed moaned «oft!y «at down in a leather armchair by 
the window and breathing hard through his no*e, felt a gnawing pain 
in his right side, tirelessly bonng through ha liver and causing the 
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drunken feeling of weakness and resentment at haung been wronged 
to spread all over his body 

“I’ve been dnnkmg too much 1 But what do you solace yourself 
with, fool 9 ” be snarled at the doctor, whom he saw getUng into his 
droshky 

* Shall I put the =amovar on 9 ” 

The fat, stupid cook, Agaplna, stood at the door 
‘How many times have I told you, red mug not to put the arm 
chair in the sun near the window' Look how it’s faded Do you think 
the sun shines to spoil furniture 9 ” 

“You shifted U there jour«eH ” answered Agaphia quite unruffled 
Bykov remembered how painful it had been for him to shift the 
heavy armchair, and this, together with the womans unruffled de 
meanour, irritated him Still more 
“Go to the devil'” he said 

Agopbia vanished Bykov, watching her go, thought to him«elf 
bitterly 

“She will live another forty years hut I must die' What’s going 
to happen to the property 9 I didn’t even have time to get married 
I wa3 always so busy I should have married immediately after the 
war, I would have had children now Prudence prevented me And 
I began taking the cure too late Who was to know that my life was 
fated to be a short one 9 ” 

Ills bead sank to his breast and be complained aloud 
“Oh, Lord Lord ” 

What vexed him and seemed sillier than all was that lie had no 
one to whom to leave the property he had accumulated after twenty 
years of effort and cunning Leave it to a monastery or to «ome other 
holy cau«e 9 His reason could not consent to this He knew perfectly 
well that priests and monks and other people who had charge of God’s 
property on earth were unreliable that they were ignorant sinners 
no less than he was And he was not quite certain about God either 
His attitude towards God was one of wanness and district He always 
felt that God knew all his deeds and thoughts that He was closely 
watching him and that it was no other than God who had repeatedly 
put a spoke in his wheel had rebuked him for Jus avarice which was 
only human and the driving force of life There were times when he, 
Bykov, had had certain matters all nicely arranged, hut suddenly a 
29 * 
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•mall flame flated up in his soul like a match, and awakened grey 
nebulous thoughts awakened the fear of sin and of punishment, and 
•ometimes even routed something resembling a feeling of pity towards 
men, which however he «ucce ded in suppressing 

He realized perfectly well that it was not the Devil who was 
playing with him, but God compelling him again't his own reason, 
to yield to people and he used to say half in je«t and half in resent 
ment, to hi« hanger-on and confidant, Kickin a timid hunchback, 
with eyes like a birds 

Why «hould I have pity for people 9 Nobody had pity for me. 
Nobody treated me with kindness” 

“Absurd of cour'e ” agreed kickin 

Suddenly remembering Kiclun he took up a broom«lick and tapped 
at the ceiling with it. Two or three momenta later a little hunch 
i ack came noi elessly through the door He had bandylegs and as 
he walked one foot «tepped over the other and he waddled like a 
duck. 

Well 9 ” he asked, timidly blinking his eyes like a sick hen 
“I m going to die' Do you hear 9 ” 

Kickin pas'ed the palm of his hand down his beardless face 
Perhaps be s lying * be said meaning the doctor 
“No I know it myself” 

Humph* Its too early” 

“Tb 2 ts the whole point* Bah* What does it matter If I must die, 
I must. You can t escape death 1 am a soldier But what am I going 
to do with my property 9 " 

The hunchback poured out the tea scraping his feet on the floor 
as he did so and said with a «igh 

According to the law your property should pass to your nephew 
Yakov Somov 

Ye” hes my nephew once removed’ growled Bykov angrily 
and the anger intensified the pain in his side “I don t even know what 
he s like I haven l seen him more than about five times ” 

“Still according to the law ” 

“The law* ” snapped Bykov with an oath 

Tn thatca«e leave it to charty* advised Kickin hesitantly 

^Jh no I won t sow my seeds on stony places.” 

“That’s not amu-ing of cour«e ” 



Bykov thought for a while and after giving vent to his wrath a 
little longer he told the hunchback to invite the nephew to come and 
see him the neat day 

“I It sec what kind of an animal he is ’ he said 

Yakov Somov came in the evening bowed respectfully and without 
offering to shake hands said 

* How do you do 9 ’ 

Ihs voice wa3 not loud but clear and high pitched and the words 
he uttered ‘ounded significant they were obviously not empty words, 
hut filled with goodwill He was not tall but well built, mild huish 
eyes shone serenely in his rugged face, a tuft of fair hair stuck out 
obstinately over his left ear like a Cossack s forelock and a 'mall fair, 
curly moustache glistened beneath his large no*e There \ as something 
strong clean and attractive about him Bykov noticed this at once but, 
habitually suspicious of people he said to himself 

* A stupid face He mu*t be a petticoat hunter ” 

Closely scrutinizing the young roan who was poorly dressed in 
a blue blou«e, a duck jacket and troupers of the same material worn 
over his top boots Bykov wincing with pain enquired of his nephew 
in a matter of fact way how old he was, what his occupation was how 
he spent h-s spare time and so forth It transpired that kakov was 
nineteen years old was a salesman in a timber yard sang first tenor 
in the church choir and was fond of fishing and reading Listening 
to the lad calmly relating all this Bykov thought to himself resentfully 
He talks as if he were at confession He must be lying He has 
guessed why l have called him, and is pretending to be a goody 
goody ” 

Involuntarily he blurted out with a crooked smile on his sallow 

face 

' I am dying 1 ” 

And he heard the lad answer 
TlTiy should you say that 9 

* hat do you mean whv ? Bykov asked in surprise and anger 
* I ro very sick 1 ’ 

And then he *aid emphatically to himself 

“That boys a fool'” 

But Yakov Somov went on to speak in a aoothine persuasive tone 
t! at sounded strange to Bykoi 
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“There’s a cure for every illness,” he “aid “Carrot juice, for exam 
p!e A year ago I got consumption and our choirmaster’s mother, a 
very kind and »i«e old lady, suggested that I should dnnk a glass of 
carrot juice every morning on an empty stomach I did, and I got well ” 
Smiling pleasantly, Somov pas«ed his hand down his throat and 
chest, and Bykov felt as if the calm words his nephew was uttering 
were easing his pain 

“You had consumption, but I have something else” he «atd 
“But consumption is a disease too You must certainly try carrot 
juice, or hor«e radish pickled in alcohol Hor«e-radi c h is better, because 
it contains saltpetre, and *altpetre is the best thing against decay 
When fish is salted they add saltpetre to prevent them from decaying 
All disease is a product of decay, you know” 

It was exceedingly pleasant to hear Yakov Somov speaking. The 
words poured from his lips like fine sand, and buried Bykov’s distrust 
of his nephew’s youlhfulness 

‘ How do you know all this 9 ’ he a*ked him 
Yakov eagerly as if relating it to an old friend, told Bykov about 
a friend he had had an educated man and a splendid angler, who had 
committed «uicide the previous autumn 
“Why did he do that’” 

“Because of unrequited lore . ” 

“Commit suicide — that’s silly’” 

* He was straightforward ” 

“What’s that’” 

“He was straightforward in his feeling* . 

Ah’” Said Bykov to himself “He’s a queer lad Talkative Hes 
young, of course ” 

And so quite a time passed m this light conversation until Somov, 
glancing at the slow moving hands of the clock on the wall said that 
it was time for him to go for rehearsal, and after respectfully taking 
leave, he went away 

kegor Bykov stretched out on a couch and became lost in thought. 
Long conversations always tired him. What was there to talk about’ 
ou can see at once what a man wants of you and you always know 
w , at want °f him But this one was different, even though he was 
a hy He was modest and made no reference to his relationship with 
v or He did e.<y, e&tt y ftTn once although he certainly Vnew has 
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uncle v»a3 quite alone Perhaps it was only his craftiness 9 But it didn’t 
look like it. 

Kickm came back from the warehouse, where he had been taking 
in a consignment of hemp, sat down at the table, tired and perspiring 
and asked 

“Was he here?” 

“Yes” 

“Well?” 

“You can't tell at fir«t sight but he «eems to be friendly ” 

Kickm poured out the tea, and hungrily and greedily chewing 
bread and sausage listened closely to his master’s musin'* 

“He’s one of the soothing *ort Thev are dec»iicr I d n t iru t 
’em Nor the friendly ones either— they're not the quality for me. 
People are accustomed to Inc as if the Lord had sent them to make 
a laughing stock o! each other” 

“Thats true!” said the hunchback CeelmgU Ml his life he had 
been mercilessly ridiculed for his deformity 

“Thai’s the whole point* And the Devil «ets us against each other 
like fighting cocks People sin and the Devil laughs but nobody knows 
what God’s intentions are The Lord like the police officer in the 
theatre looks on and «ays nothing ” 

Bykov went on talking in this resentful tone for «ome time and 
then, wearily closing his eye<, he a«ked 

“What have you heard about him Yakov, I m-an ” 

Kickm spread some honey on a «lice of bread turned round 
together with his chair, and reported 

’ IBs master, Titov says that he is an industrious lad hut he 
sometimes lets his imagination run away with him” 

“What does he mean 9 ” 

“Titov couldn’t explain but as far as I could understand, Yakov 
is inclined Id do things he ought not to I n«ked the Deacon about 
him and he can’t praise him enou<*b But, of course, you can’t believe 
what he s a ys because they aTe friends they go fishing together His 
landlady told, me that he drinks only in company, and the company 
he keeps are a poor lot — the foundrymen at Kononov’s, mechanics and 
the barber " 

“You don’t expect him to keep company with the City Governor 
do you*”' 
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w IIe doesn t bring anj women home He likes cleanliness and order 
and hes land.” 

“Kind 9 ’ 

“Yes ” 

“Thai’s because hes young* Well, welL He mu®t be aware that 
yoa ve been making enquiries abonl him and isn't guess why I called 
him don t you ihink «o 9 ” 

“I doubt it. I was very careful” 

Bykov stopped talking and thought for a while Then he said 
“Well what’s to be done 9 I «uppo«e it’s got to be Sbll, make 
some more enquiries abont bun And tell him to come here again. 
Say that I forgot to invite him.” 

And then he exclaimed in a tone of gloomy vexation 
“But ju«t think what’s happened to me' I -laved and slaved, and 
accumulated «o many sins on my «oul— but for whom 9 For a stranger, 
a milksop' What do you think of that, eh 9 ” 

rou d' * 3 k 3C * J °^ e ’ k unc hback emphatically, blinking h-s 


Bykov « illness «eemed to have been waiting for the doctor’s ver 
diet for after the Utters visit it took a rapid tarn for the worse 
e u pain in his «ide increased His mind became confused, and 
e t as ough the maggots of *orrow and resentment were tirelessly 
wriggling and gnawing in every pan of his bodv 
How’s thing,’” enquired Kickin 
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Now and again to drown this thought, he muttered the half 
forgotten -words of the prayer 

“Lord God, Almighty deliver me from all torment preserve 
me from wickedness from evil spirits, of the day and of the 
night ” 

But he found that far from helping him to resign himself to the 
will of God, to the inevitability of his untimely death, these words 
only intensified his sen«e of wrong and suffering 

He got up, and throwing a grev dressing gown aver his shoulder®, 
he walked past the mirror to the blue bottomless pit of the window 
The mirror, as he pa«sed it reflected a tall gaunt figure a«hen face, 
dull eyes and matted beard hie tlio'c of a man in jail He picked 
up a comb from the dressing table, sat down in the armchair combed 
his hair and beard, and then sat gazing into the «treet at the house® 
separated by thickly planted garden*, solidly built and «trong calculat 
ed to lart for centuries 

The street was hot quiet, end deserted The neighbours had all 
left for their country houses and the janitors were idling at the gates 
It was very quiet, except for the birds twittering in the gardens, but 
tins did not di'lurb Ins bitter thoughts of God s injustice 

‘Those houses, for example ” he mused * thore brick human ne»ts, 
built on foundations that lie deep in the ground, will «tand for an 
incalculable time, but man, the builder of hou*es who beautifies the 
earth with the labour of his hands is condemned to die within a «bort 
space of time Why’ Why is Yegor Ivanov Bykov, Cavalier of the 
Order of St George and Merchant of the Second Guild, who has not 
yet lived half a century condemned to nn untimely death 9 Is he more 
sinful than others 9 And should a man be condemned to death Iot 
being a sinner 9 ” 

TTie sick man felt hetter cm the evenings when Yakov Somov came. 
H!s nephew’s conversation detracted him from his gloomy thoughts 
and aroused acute intere«t in this young man a desire to understand 
him- It also aroused burning envy of him, because be would live long 
lead a quiet life 3nd be rich and all os a remit of another’s labours. 
He would be able to live without sinning Wasn’t that unjust 9 And 
even ridiculous and silly 9 

Yakov's conversation was indeed extremely interesting and often 
Bykov was pleasantlv surprised l > their novelty But to him it seemed 
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that die views his cephei expressed were a strange compound of folly 
and wi'dom This preven ed him from arming at a definite opinion 
about his nephew although he was in a hurry to form that opinion 
“Is he foolish bv nature, or because or his youth’ ’ he would ask 
linn-elf as he listened to kakov The latter «miled pensirely and said 
* It s dull to live as other people live hut it is hard to live differ 
ently ” 

“That s «o " agreed Bykov ‘ But people are not all alike.” 

And he was extremely vexed when this good looking lad, who 
while not actually challenging that last remark, nevertheless went on 
to «ay with emphasis 

“They’re all alike in the roam thing if you look into it properly" 
“Wh_t is the mam thing’ ’ 

“Wanting to live on the fruits of olher people’s labour ” 

Bykov silently «troked his beard and thought about the matter 
Yes, his nephew was right. But he h msell ' ill be living on the fruits 
of hi«, Bykov « labour Did he understand that, or not’ If he under 
Mood it then he wa« arguing a"3ir t his own interests and was there- 
fore a fook And if he did not understand it, he was a fool juM the «ame 
Tryin* to probe down to the very essence of Yakov’s character 
he •aid 

“Life, little brother is like war Its law is very simple Dont 
miss your opportunity’” 

“Thai’s quite true And thats the cau=c of all the trouble" 
“But trouble cannot b* avoided 1 ” 

Yakov smiled but said not! mg 

Bykov thought that the «mile on his nephew’* virginal face was 
inopportune, unjustified, unnecessary and that there was «oraething 
offensively condescending about it 

“He thinks hes clever” he thought to himself peering at kakov 
through his hal!-clo«ed eyes 

What he d si ked still more was when Somov Mopped talking id 
the middle of a conversation and remained «ilent with lowered eyes 
fingering his teaspoon or a bu ton on his coat remained s lent like a 
man who had «ometh ng very important to =ay hut d d not wi«h to say it- 
Onee this sTence «o infuriated Bvkov that he bunt out hoar«eIj 
“Do you understand what I m «aying to you or don’t you’” 
Yakov answered pel tely evtn gadaly 



M I understand, but I don't agree!" 

"Why uol? M 

“I bare a different opinion ” 

"What opinion? Out ** ith it 1 Talk and argue! Why do you keep 
quiet 9 " 

Yakor answered in the *amr polite tone 

“I don’t like to argue And be*ide«, I can’t In my opinion argu 
nient only perpetuate* disagreement arrorg men” 

"So people oujl! I to keep quiet* It that what you mean 9 " 

Yakor Ignored this question and went on to explain 
Tcop’c argue not in ord r to find the imth ! ut rather to conceal 
It," lie said "The truth that has heen given to men is aery simple 
Become as little children bore ihj nnslibour a« lhs«ilf fl u dugraer 
ful to argue against that” 

“He** a Mint*’’ thought Bykov jjs vexation and he laughed *ar 
domcsHy, althougli the laush Increased his pain 

“Well, can you be like a child 9 Can you lose your neighbour 9 
Tell roe* Ekh* Ju*t now you agreed that Ide was like war, and now 
That won’t do, little brother That’* weak!’* 

Unabashed by this banter \nkov *aid with quiet persistence 
“After all there Is no other way of averting unhappiness and 
people ought to turn their thoughts id this direction ” 

‘Where to 9 Which direction?” 

1 In the direction of living simph like children ’ 

"You are a fool young man* C! ildren are the most ncious crea 
turf* on earth don’t vou know that 9 Batch them, and see how they 
pummel each other like little savages" 

The nephew smiled but «aid nothing 

Bykov wanted to upbraid him but restrained him«clf Moaning with 
pain he said gloomily 

“All right Co* Im tired 

He rat down at the window and watching the reddish clouds cast 
ing their glare o\er the garden* he became lo*t m thought 

“A queer lad!” he mused ‘His brain Is ful! of jellr He’s like 
a shadow you can’t get I old nf him nohow 
“Oh Lord’ Biddle*, riddles es cry where 

“He eats slowly That’s a bad si<*n Lazy people eat slowly And 
hp eats little bite* off small pieces like a gentleman and chews Ins 
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food for a long time like an old man, although his teeth are quite 
soand And he t« pensive What’s he got to think about at hu age 9 
And he walks pensive!) too as if he were in a Grange land. There is 
something of the beautiful maiden* in his face, and if it wasn’t for 
his forelock hed look qjite like a gul 

“Become as little children the fool ' Tn to live like that' Per 
laps he i*nt a fool but simply .oflhearted He ha«nt been through 
the mill and hi, heart hasn t l«n hardened. And being joung the lad 
think, he II be able to go through life without hem** wronged or wrong 
tng otner* wthout sin That wouldnt be bad but it’s impossible'" 
Bykovs thoughts ran over his own hard life and be became so 
filled with pity for fimwelf that he felt he could .pare a modicum of 
this pity for hi* n»pbew 

“lit know, Ihsl ,1 u hard It 1 re d.iTtrmlly from tht way oll.tr 
ptoplt lire tod 1 1 ought to know Hut J,r e wuhoul sin >■ lie por 
T > »•»“ kt dry A nun wonts ,I,tp on . so!. 
,, .'“'V ’ * l0 ' “ « pltosott Mlow and ht must hovt somt Bykot 

olood ui his veins. 

But when Kickm came Bykov «aid .areas tically 
“fftll bro bar ms- ht.r is not out of lit porky sort. No' Ht's 
-runt Wt mtu btcomt ts l.ttlt thildrtn, ht -ays. D you htor that'” 
_n.tt • from Iht B.hlt ” tht hunchbotk ,j,d d If.dtntly 


“From tht Dibit. Chn.l thtrt ” 

h _~n!T gr °’ , J rf .“F" 1 ’' P“"”5 1» hand to h.s athing „de ht 
hjstd bttwetn hu oltnchtd tooth 

neasam^t ^ Son ® f G °d- hut I am tht son of Ivan Bykov, a 
3 “ didn’t ?,“ **"«" «** h^P 

arm^hf Jntonrf d ** “» ° f 

walkm.Ttklnt'l,' 0 !7l Ul ' 0,1 F“ r “* and hoot, and 
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Ha dun said, cautiously prompting Bykov 
‘ In the garden of Gethscmane Christ also complained about hn 
fate." 

Bykov wax delighted to hear this Bud he began to talk again 
rapidly and excitedly 

"That’s so' I remember that 1 There you are 1 He didn’t like to 
die before his time. And I am only human ” 

He groaned with pain sank more deeply in his armchair, and 
stretching out his legs, said in a plaintive voice 

‘Well, what’s to be done, Hickm’ Into whose hands will my 
property fall? This is downright mockery 1 saved and scraped, and 
sinned and now all at once everything is to he thrown into the gar 
bage piL What?’ 

He went on in this strain for a long time complainmgly and an 
gnly, extending his arm one moment and tapping the flower pots on 
the window sill another Kickin li*tened to him with bowed head, 
drumming ha fingers on the angular knee of ha bandy legs Alter a 
while he said 

“On the other hand if \rkov is not to have the property, and 
if charitable Institutions are not to have it then it will be escheated, 
and the government will take it 

Bykov clicked his teeth and said laughing 

“It sounds as if I ve been deprived of all rights and condemned 
to life-long penal servitude*” 

"Exactly That’s the joke” 

"Funny, isn’t it’” 

"There's no other way " 

Both remained silent for a long lime, each racking bis brains to 
find another way out At la«t the hunchback advised Bykov to inrte 
Yakov Somov to come and live in the hou«c and while lie was there 
to watch him more closely and teach him how to live ‘ Perhaps,” 
he said ‘the lad will settle down when he feels the responsibilities 
imposed upon him by the possession of property ” 

They decided to do this 

The rain beat against the windowpane* the wind howled and 
when the gla«sy twilight of the street was lit up by lla«hes of lightning 
and a bluish gtey light broke into tbe darkened room it «eemed as 
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though the flower pots were falling oS the window sill, -and as if every- 
thing in the room, shuddered and started moving across the floor to 
the white patch of the door. 

The logs were burning brightly in the tiled store. Yegor Bykov 
was sitting at the open grate, warming his cold feet, and waim, red- 
dish patches flitted over his grey dressing gown, his knees and chest, 
lighting up part of his beard, but leaving lus face in the shade, a blind 
face with closed ejes. 

Kickm was sitting awkwardly huddled up on a low footstool with 
his arms folded over lus pigeon chest, looking up into Yakov’s face 
with a queer look in lus eyes, which reflected the flickering flames. 
Takov was leaning against the stove and speaking in a low, even 
voice, as if he were telling a story: 

“The more property is accumulated, the more envy and hatred 
grow among men The poor see this enormous wealth. 

“Uhu!" exclaimed B)kov, opening lus eyes. Kickin heaved a righ, 
picked up the poker and stirred the fire in the stove. The wood 
crackled and a shower of burning embers dropped onto the copper 
sheet in front of the stove. 

B)kov put out his foot to extingui«h the embers and glowered How 
ugly and unpleasant everything seemed to him! Kickin’s face looked 
like a battered leather ball, tufts of grey hair protruded from his 
skull, his frog like mouth was open with astonishment, end his ears 
were like tho«e of a wild animal, like the Devil’s. Yakov looked like 
a picture drawn on the white tiles, and although he was dressed well, 
everything he had on was new, it did not make him look any more 
attractive. 

“Well?” Bykov asked ironically. “So you think the poor will 
dare to rob the rich, is that it?” 

“There must be a fair division of wealth ...” 

“Is that so’” said Bykov. “Is that so’ Tho«e are queer ideas 
you’ve got in your head, brother!” 

“That’s what millions think.” 

“Have you counted them?” 

“It’s true The people are angry,” said Kickin, cautiously, gazing 
into the fire. “They are all very discontented.” 

Bykov raised his eyebrows m an unnatural way and gTOwled: 

“You shut up! I’m not saying anything, am I’” 
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It was not yel two months since Yakov had moved into the house, 
but Bykov noticed that the hunchback was more and more often cau 
tiously expressing agreement with Yakov’s arguments and that he 
looked at the lad in an obsequious way The cur was evidently scent 
mg its new master 

“What people, eh ,M groaned Bykov in utter di«gu«t 

And his nephew was cither exceedingly foo'i«h or else extreme! i 
crafty It was hard to say what he was after He «poke so «uavely and 
endearingly, and evidently wanted imperceptibly to make people agree 
with him that the root of all unhappiness in life the root of all its 
evils, lay in wealth This was a deformed, a hunchback idea and did 
not suit Yakov at all He was obnou«ly playing the hipocrite But 
why? He knew that he would be rich when his uncle died and he did 
not in the least look like a philanthropist who would gj\e all his 
wealth to the poor Ifc duplexed the habits of a 1 usmessman showed 
respect for property, and liad a pa‘sion for order and cleanliness 
He soon made the janitor hustle and helped him to clean up the n«g 
lected courtyard, look Mock of the goods in the warchou'e and found 
that the salesman had been stealing He obuously had no liking for 
beggars . . 

But still, he was a mystery \ou couldn't get to the bottom of him, 
find out what be really was And that forelock of bis He had a stub- 
born forelock like that slicking inside his noddle, in his brain 

What i! he is talking all this extraordinary, disguMing heresy de 
liberate!}, to confuse and mutate a sick man in order to drive him 
into his gram the sooner’ This thought alarmed Bykov as it fla*hed 
through Ins mind and one day he bluntly asked ^akov 

‘ Why do you talk all tl is non«en«e’” 

“To make things clear answered the nephew opening wide 
his sheep like eyes His eyes were double too Sometimes they looked 
to «oft and kind, but mo't often they were fixed and dull, as if 
they were sightless — this was always the ca«e when he talked his 
heresies 

“We mu*t have clarity ” he 'aid “All people must unite closely 
for their mutual as«i«tance ” 

“Unite' Against whom’’ retorted Bykov m a hoarse angry voice. 
“Where’s the enemy? The enemy lies within the people themselves. 
Don’t you understand that’’ 



It is wrong to fne in strife,’ answered die boy obstinately "Is it 
not said II you sow the wind you mil reap the whirlwind’ The pub- 
lic con«mence ma«t be appeased, ©then* »e there w\U be a nation 
wide rebellion " 

Thats a Ite'" «houted Bykov in a rage 

Day and night be a«ked himself whether Yakov was fit to be his 
heir or no’ These thoughts distracted his mind Itorn the tbouiht of 
death, and at times it even *eemcd to him that his pain was retreating 
be f ore them. 

“flea a mv*trnous fellow \ery tnutmois' Faery beggar knows 
that mans real fortress and protection in life is wealth, property 
Eton moles grubbing underground know that. ” 

At night, when everything on earth was wrapped in silence as if 
pondering over the departed day when the thoughts of men becom 
mg more ponderous were almost vi*ib!e and the tight skem of die 
mind, slowly unwinding «tretched its dark threads in al] directions 
Bykov listening in cntly gues«cd that the two upstairs were also 
awake He even thought he could hear Bakov’s persistent voce and 
«■« hu eves, and the look of amazement on the hunchback's wrinkled 
face Evident!) Yakov was talking about reforming the Constitution 
and of the nece»s ty of restricting the power of the tsar That whelp 
even dared to talk about things like that’ 

People had talked in whi«pers about this during the Turkish war, 
and they had begun to think like this again because war had broken 
out again It was the civilians etimng up trouble because they didnt 
want to fight, weTe afraid of being called to arms At the lime of the 
Turkish war they eTen tried to kill the L*ar but missed the opportu 
mty, so they killed him after the war 

“But that* al! nonsense* Jo*bua went to war King David was a 
meek man and wrote psalm*, and yet he could not help going to war 
Monks went to war Pious princes fought the Tatar* Saint Alexander 
Nevsky mercilessly beat the Swedes But none of these were killed 
by their own people \fhat utter nonsense!" 

Tired of the couch, Bykov got up and sat down by the window 
and gazed at the stars and at the chubby, womanish lace of the moon. 

*^7* though gaudily decked with stars, exuded melancholy He 
went on musing 

“Father FyoJ-ar the pnest at the Cathedral was fond ol *aymS 
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that people did not admire, enough the wonderful magnificence of 
the «hv. hut all the same he clieatcd it cards and noboil) wanted to 
pin) with him ” 

lie recalled the quarrel he had had with the priest after he had 
told him that there was nothing magnificent about the *k> that u 
reminded him of man’s in-ignifirance and that it looked nnrh nelter 
in the davtwie when it wis bare and lit up b) the sun The -kj mu- 
more pleasant ai night when it was hidden b\ clouds and )on couldnt 
«ee u and it «eemc*I as (if it wosnt there Man was created for the 
earth and when priest* tried to take Ins mind off it it was like dra r 
ging a conscript bridegroom from hi* wedding fea«t to the barrack* 
The prie«t bad gofte into a rage over that 

The trees m the gardens hid so close!) merged with the darkness 
that it seemed as though «omebodv had dipped them in tir The town 
«a» excruciatingly silent «o silent that one wanteii to shout 
“Fire* Fire’” 

‘ Lord Lord’ Why hast thou punched me’ groaned Hjkov men 
tails 4 Am I more sinful than other men 9 ” 

He renewed the behaviour of his acquaintance* The) were atl 
wor*e than he all more avaricious, and more covetous Ho had a 
eonsciencc that is win he bad neicr acquired intimate friend* He had 
lived In, life alone unhurried)) building himself a durable nc*t in 
which to lead a quiet life with a good and beautiful wife It wa« good 
to have a handsome buxom woman b) on** « side to drc^s her like a doll 
lo go out with her on holidaj* to ride with her in a carriage and pair 
and show off her finerv the jewels that ornamented her ample bo*om 
md thereby rouso the cmv of all the other women \ es, that was coot!* 
Screwing up his ejes he peered through the twilight at the heavy 
furniture in the room and recalled with what hopes he had bought it 
Property is of great importance with it a man lives ns if in a for 
tre«« If all tlic furniture were taken out of the room the room would 
look like a large coffin 

* Oh whv 9 Oh wh) 9 Oh Lord -5 

And all the time he was routing he thought he heard \akovs 
voice m the hunchback’s garret whirring like a *ewin® machine 
*oftlv embroiderin'! with word* die pattern of his heresies 

“He stick* to his opinion- Thats not bid, even if the opinions 
m cVfA&i *0 'l.tav. I v,fe=, vm" k ‘bAn'>. Law w.W. I n.aaAfei” 
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Imperceptibly Bvkovs thoughts a'sumed a different hire In any 
case he bad no other heir but Yakov That was bn lack* But be at 
once felt that this was irrational and *o he tried to invent some ju* 
tification for it bat b» could find none better than that the boy was 
modest and 'ober and that he would grow wi*er when I e becam* rich 
When for a bri-f moment he ttopped thinking cf Somov as hu 
heir and thought of him onl) as the lad he was, he reallj liked him. 
He felt with aato i_hnc*it that in his nephews queer ob*tinate ideas, 
there was a reason different to the one w| ich had guided his own 
life, a rea*cn al en to him. Jut one that flowed fmm a heart un ha I 
owed by life, that flowed from a strong belief in tonwhmg Often ob- 
serving how the involved and sometimes incomprehen«ihle words of 
bis nephew formed themselves into understandable ideas he almost 
envied him. and b* d'libcrately frowned in order to hide his inTolun 
tary «mile. He thought to him*«lf 

"Clever i*n t he 7 He s onlv a fledgeling but how «weetlv be sings’ 
But when be gets my feather* he II sing a different «ong It’s easy for 
him. che little beast 

He liked particularly to hear Iakov speak about hu former em 
plojer Titov to hear what an awful drurkard he was Listening to 
him relate thes- *tones about Titov be even laughed heartily, open 
mg bis mouth wide and exposing hu teeth snorting and clo^-ng Iu« 
eyes tight with pleasure. It wras pleasant to see hu enemy m_de to 
look ndi'-ulous and pitiful and pleasant Jo feel that hu heir s keen, 
vigilant eyes saw the weaknesses and deformities of men 

“koa are observant 1 Thatsn«eful Its always useful to *ee which 
leg man is lame on- If it s the left, strike at the right, and if it s 
the right, stnke at the left’" 

And ^okov related m his clear voice the following 
“When Titov gets one of these fits and goes on the booze, he 
meets Bah-ski, the engineer and for about ten days they tndulee in 
trick drinking Wha! they do is this They tend Christopher the man 
«ervant, into the garden at night to boiy about twenty bottles of wine 
and vodka in different spo-s so that even the necks of ihe bottles don t 
show Next morning lh- two go into the garden with their walking 
sticks to ‘pick mushrooms,’ that is to sav th-y «cour the ground with 
their «Lcks and when they find a bottle of vodka they cry out joyou*Iy 
‘A White’’ They go into the arbour and empty the bottle After that 



they go to look for more ‘mushrooms ’ When they find a bottle of red 
w me the) call it a ‘Red cap ’If it s a bottle of champagne they call 
it ‘Champignon ’ If it’s a bottle of cognac the) call it a ‘Yellow cap* 
and if it’s a bottle of liqueur they call it a ‘Browny And «o they go 
on, all day long searching for bottles and drinking in the order in 
which they find them Sometimes they will start the day with liqueur, 
drink one bottle and then go out for another They get so drunk that 
Titov crawls on the grass on all fours like King Nebuchadnezzar and 
sings the air from the opera ‘Demon’ , 

l am he uhom no one loics 
By all living beings accursed 

And Baltiski lies on the ground weeping bitterly because fie can 
not unearth a bottle with his teeth and moans and wad« 

‘ 'Where’s all my strength gone’ Where’s all m) strength gone 9 ' ” 
Bykov laughed although the laughter increased the gnawing pain 
in his side, but Somov went on speaking in an obvious tone of regret 
“It makes you laugh of cour«e, but still I m sorry for such men 
They poshes enormous strength They could more mountains you 
know’ But they only work with two fingers It’s not true when they 
«ay that people are greedy No I don’t see any greed in their ’work'” 
“You arc young and that’s why you don’t see much” said B)kov 
onl) in order to contradict hut to himself he thought 

“I can’t understand the lad When he talks about business he reasons 
like a businessman What he «ays ia true People are not greedy 
in theur work They’re laz) ' But it all sounds so absurd so unusual 
Fancy an employee regretting that his emplo)er is not doing Ins work 
well' He «ays that people should work conscientiously But if you 
want to make people work conscientiously with all their might you’ve 
got to knock all these childish ideas out of your mind’” 

* Your ideas are all mixed up kakov,” he said t<3 his nephew with 
gloomy vexation ‘ You are not logical You are too flighty ” 

Somov stopped talking lowered his eyeo, and tried to flatten his 
forelock but only made it stand up all the more 

Suddenly the merchants in the town became alarmed over some 
thin™ and for whole days they dashed about the street in their car 
nages looking very grave Bykov sitting at the window watched these 
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re~tle s movements of men \ I o were not accu tomed to hnrrj them 
elves and he a«ked kickin 

What are the\ da,bin<» about like that for 9 
He had not ced loo that the hunchback s u uall) glooms fa'-e had 
brightened and I chicken like eyes had lo«t their painful bleanuess 
This de*pi«ed little creature had even begun to walk with a firmer step 
and no longer v addled on his band) legs as I e Used to do Now when 
he v alked t eemed as though he had «prm" inside him m h s hump 
Blinking his eves rapdlv now spreading out his arms and now tug 
giug at hia braces he related somethin" that rras ahsolute!) incom 
prehensible, something about an unprecedented public scandal in 
wh ch the Gt) Duma, the \rtisan Administration the merchant# the 
nobility and e\en the clergy were invoked 

I tell you \egor Ivamch, its a huge joke he «aid 
Wait a m nute* exclaimed Bjkov "Is the Governor in tov n 9 
“Of cour e 
I» the t ar alive 9 
Qu te” 

s o whats the matter 9 

kick n «miled an ugly smile quite unu ual for him and enquired 
“What are you asking about 9 ” 

4 Fool' 


Nakov would no doubt have told him about v hat was going on 
in town in a more intelli" hie manner but he had a ked leave to go 
to Moscow and had been hanging out there for over a eek. seeing 
the sig! Is of the capital But the town was becoming more and more 
filled with an unusual excitement and murmur like tl at heard durin" 


Ea ter week, or when there was a big fire somewhere 
What s going on 9 ” he demanded of kickra angrilv 
\ou see whai it i Negor Ivanovich The people 


are demand 


W ait a minu e' Don t rattle awav like that ft | at people’ The 
pea ants 9 ’ 

“The peasants too ’ 

“What too 9 ” 

*11 ej re demanding land ” 

From whom 9 ” 

“Weft you see 
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\«d then the hum !i! id !<gan to nil. utter twaddle rippling 
on Iii4 chair like a «rab in boilm e water ami smiling guillilj lie 
mumbled 

furilodi is demanding in ictoum from cieril tl\ cl«i 
He rubbed his bind* \ Ii^hl of wIo\k iicd joi wlmli t mtradict 
ed the alarming «tor\ Ik "h tell ng shorn in liu oe« and he ir 
ntatm r li stamped and scraped Ins crooked fert under die tab'e Then 
he blurted out 

Lniier«it ili«ronienl ha* rji*id its i me Mind |jj\e sobered and 
nrr)l(ili is a "run! that it i> imj ~ d I i > < t lnm„ m this 
was * 

Which M3) >ou bunch 1 mini dml' 

‘The »st we are hung now* F'tr»lhin_ i* leiri). till I about 
quite fearlc»*li and «ome j»cople talk a* if th i have been jslwp u| 
to now and tier) dung in the j»a t has been onl) a dream to them 
Tin* is Cod « truth 1 Jtrlernunalion and prr«iTera«cr 

TIipWIiIwI was silting sidcw-i)* towards Ujkoi with bis l»eari) 
Ic*« aged fa^e turned to»ard4 him lbs faded jacket had slipped up 
lo bis pointed bump exposing bis white 'but inflated like a bladder, 
and Ins brace* His irou«c» were bcqiattercd with mud ahno*t up to 
the hnce« 

Mint a miserable creature I am liung with ’ thought Dvkoi 

It * a huge jnkt \egor Ivanich 1 continued kickin Fverjbodi « 
in the <trnl and crowding around the Duma 

Go to the Dewl 
Left alone B)koi inured 

A miserable norm like that and jet he up*et4 me 1 I I| gne him 
-oun riioiif) anl tell him to tlear out Now that !\c pot \akoi I 
don I need him 

^akov armed in the ciemng of a rain) day and came down to 
lea looking ier) solemn a* if he had < ome 1 ack from coimnumon in 
chureh There was a strained look in Jus face his forelock stuck up 
more obstinately thdi eier. Ins brows were drawn o\er Ins ejes as If 
he wm troubled In something and hi' \mcc was low and hoarse 
He did not sit down to tal le in in usual modest waj, lut pushed the 
chair up with bis foot This increased B> hoi's alarm and Toused m 
hint a forebo fiiip of *uf 

“Well, boiv« things in Moscow 9 " 
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Clipping each word in an unpleasant way, his nephew began to 
talk thoughtfully, hat in an unusually loud voice, as i! he were taking 
an oath in court before giving evidence He talked for a long time, 
ignoring his uncles angry questions, and often pausing to recall 
something or to think of an appropria e word 

“lie’s lying' Trying to frighten me ” thought Bykov, offended 
by Bakov’s failure to answer his question*, and angrily watch ng the 
hunchback impatient!) wriggling m his chair and opening hi3 frog’* 
mouth evidently warning to put in a word here and there 
“They’re hand in glove with each other, the denis ” 

\akov related something that was ab'olulely incredible All classes 
for some reason, had *uddenly men in anger and were demanding an 
amelioration of their conditions each in conformity with its interests, 
and everybody wanted to fight everybody el«e as if they were drunk 

* Well, what’s going to come of it 7 enquired Bykov «u«picious]y 
and angrily 

Somov thought for a moment, sighed audibly, and said 

* Somethin" bad will come of it if we do not achieve a universal 
awakening of conscience and mutual aid I am very «orry to have to 
cau«e you any anxiety, kegor iTanich, but I cannot conceal from you 
that there may he a complete armed revolution ” 

“That’s a lie'” said Bykov finnly and emphatically “Wliere are 


they going to get the arms from 7 Its a lie 1 Yon are taking advantage 
of the fact that I am «ick and can’t go into the street. You’re 
trying to frighten me To kill me wth fnght.” 

Banging his fi't 0 n the table «o hard that the cup and «aucer* 
jumped, he shouted hoar*elv, while his eyes bulged 

“Fm not an old woman' I don’t believe the World « comm" to an 
end' You can’t frigh rae i ]»„, n0 | afraid of anythin"' While Fm 
alive — the property’s mine ” 


He ‘topped speaking when his nephew blu hing deeply turned 
round towards him wuh his chair and, coughing hoarsely, <a.d slowly 
and ^distinctly, as if he were hammering nails into a board 

7° lh *' 1,1 «"= •« )°° 1™' r ’“U> Yon suspect me ol 

^ V '° r ”'y Konlantm Dm.lnenek here, ta- mid „e 

«mt raT ,”eshK'T? “ d T °“ r 1 <>•»’' 

yooc t ealth I decline it I am even ready to male a mitten 
ement that I „,J| accept ^ ^ ^ ^ m 
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night and hand it to you I came to Ine with yon here only because 
you are a sick and lonely man and you found it dull I know that 
you are a better man than many others, because you are «traightfor 
ward and pos'ess other good qualities You could quite legally have 
ruined Becker, the high school teacher, and have reduced him to beg 
gar), and also the kasimirsky girls but you did not do so That is 
why I re a pect you, and it explains why I have lived in your hou«e 
But I can’t Ine with you any longer* Farewell 1 ” 

Yakov’s voice was quite hoarse by now, and he finished ‘peaking 
almost in a whisper He coughed got up from his chair and went to 
the door, saying as he went 

‘ Of course, I am very grateful but I am sorry 
‘ Wait*” shouted Bykov, tightening the girdle of his dressing gown 
and, for some reason raising the tassels to his shoulders “Wait* 
Don’t be so hotheaded* ’ But Yakov was already gone Bykov then 
got up, extended his arms and holding the ends of his girdle as if 
they were reins, he shouted to Kickin 
‘ Bring him back*” 

The hunchback jumped up, spun round and vanished 
“What do you think of that eh** mumbled Bykov audibly, gazing 
at the door in amazement and listening to the whispering he heard on 
the staircase leading to the upper floor What astonished him was not 
Yakov’s refusal of the legacy, but the fact that he knew about Becker 
that silly fellow who had fallen into the clutches of a u«urer, and about 
the beautiful kasimirsky <u«ter« who had been almost ruined by their 
dissipated father 

“T respect you * lie said* He is offended* Why he’s still a child* 

When Somov came back into the room Bykov laughed di«concert 
edly and «aid f 

' You are a queer fellow* Why did you flare up like that, eh 9 
Come here and sit down* The legacy is yours not only because I want 
it to be yours hut also because you have a legal right to it” 

Yakov leaning on the back of a chair, said firmly 
* 1 don t want to talk about the legacy ” 

4 You don’t 9 Do you really mean it 9 ” 

“Yes, I mean it Soon, perhaps all legacies will he abolished** 
“What’s that 9 ” Bykov asked swinging the tassels of his girdle 
4 Sit down *” 
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He felt a» he h3d never felt before, as a hungry besr^ar mu t fed 
when he unexpectedly receives a savoury meal 

“kou mu«t not be angrv v ith a «ick man' lie continued ‘"Sobody 
can dcprne jou of the legacy The law wouldnt permit it” 
k aLo\ <at down and «aid 

“That law *houtd be abolished It only cau es a lot of unhappi 
ue«* 

‘ AH right wc 11 abolish it, *aid B\ko\ jestingly looking clo-eU 
at his heir It «eemed to him that Yakov was unwell His girli*h face 
was drawn, his lips were liud, and he kept licking them His eye were 
hollow and looked gloomy and dnll 

“You hare a temperature, haven t von 9 
\o” answered kakoy stroking his forelock “Only I want vou 
to be *enou« There is a big movement of the people against the rich 
and some are demanding that all their wealth be taken away 

Don’t be afraid, «aid Bvkov confidentlv “Don t be afraid ho 
bodv will take it awav' * 

1 m not afraid I mv«elf am in favour of it ” 

Bvkoy with a rattling sound m his throat, drew as much air into 
his lung* as he po**iblv could and audibly exhaling it together with 
the pain began to talk «lowly and dirtwctlv like the prie*t Fvodor 
preaching a *ermon 

‘A man without property is a bare bone, property is his fle*h 
Do you understand 9 Flesh'” 

He brought the p3lm of hi* band down «marllv upon the leather 
arm of his armchair and repeated 

‘ F1e*h' And a man lires in order to build up his fle*h to the ut 
ter fulfillment of all his de*ire* The world esi«ts for the fulfillment 
w of desire* and that is the object of all human endeavour He who 
want* little is worth little ” 

'ke* and now everybody wants everything” k akov interrupted 
with a •mile 

“What’s that 9 What do they want 9 Dont believe what they «ay 
believe what thev do Its not enough to want thin" 5 vou must make 
them Vhen there will be plenty of everything there will be enough 
for everybody and everybody mil be contented ” 

knd then Bvkov went on to «ar in the milde't tone he could 
command 
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Who finds any pleasure in doing evil to men 9 Dut the need, the 
inescapable need to work is great, oh, so great’ And we must hurry — 
for death awaits us all ” 

kickin jumped up from his chair and said in a tone of anxiety 
\ou re tired ^egor Ivanich Go and lie down Yasha — let’s take 
him to bed' 

Supporting Bykov by the arms, they led him to his bed tenderly 
laid him into it and noiselessly departed the hunchback hobbling tn 
front and Yakov following him with bent head, stroking his forelock 

Wrapped in the warm cloud of care be«towed upon him by Kickin 
and Yakov, Bykov, for several days lived in the unusual state of 
solemn exaltation that one feels on a birthday He lo«t a great deal of 
strength during lho«e days and it was found nece*sary to hire a nurse 
to look after him a tall silent woman as thin as a pole with a pock 
marked face nnd colourless eyes Resignedly feeling his strength ooz 
mg out Bykov saw through the haze of lus exalted mood that Kickin’* 
sallow face was careworn and that his eyes were restless with anxiety, 
that ^ akov too had become more reticent and that his face was pale 
and gloomy He disappeared several times a day and when he came 
back he talked of events reluctantly, and with great reserve 

They are «orry for me ” thought Bykov They are both sorry for 
me They don t want to duturb me Evidently my end is drawing near” 
But the thought of death frightened him now still Ie«s than it had 
done before His resentment at the thought that he v a= dying had less 
ened, had become less bitter, although he could not help thinking 
to hinwelf If only I could live with Yakov a little longer And Kickm 
is a good fellow too They underhand me now I opened my «ou! to 
them and they understood me 

And laughing to himself he thought about his heir 
‘ 1 proved to him how wealth should he regarded and now the 
tad is up'et because he had said -hare it out among the poor* What 
do you think of people, eh 9 ” 

What s going on in town 9 ” he asked the nume, wishing to verify 
Kickin g confused and his nephew’s laconic information, 

“They re «till m rebellion ’ answered the v oman in a tone 
of indifference as if rebel! on was an everyday affair among 
the people of this pitv Idee getting drank and buying nnd selling 
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was heard and “lri'tcr flashes were reflected in the window a of the" 
hou-e oppo-ite. The woman sank !o the floor, crossed her-elf and 
raoa-ed. 

‘ Lord, Lord* ’ 

kickin entered ihe room, saddling on tiptoe, wearing an over- 
coat and a peaked cap His face, lit up Lv the lamp, looked like a 
lifele-* bronze ma*k. 

What* happening?” ‘boated Bykov. “Where’* Yakov?" 

‘ tie s gone " 

Vi hen did he go? Where did he go?” 

The hunchback took off ht* cap spread out his crooked arms guilt- 
ily and »a\d- 

“I «aid to him, legor Ivanich I *aid to him: keep out of it, 
keep out! Although it’s quite true that they deceived u-. . ’* 

“Who?” 

“The authorities The government And Yasha said- no I mu*t 
go* Our comrades . Di-zusting he said He’s with Kononov » found 
rvmen 

B>kor felt as if he had been la-hed with a whip Slipping his feet 
from the bed to the floor he shouted hoarsely : 

“My gown' Take me to the window! Hey, woman!” 

The nur*e looked out of the window and «aid with a shrug of her 
shout tiers-. 

“You can do as you like! A fire's started. I'm going home*” 

But *he did not go She did not even get up from the floor, but 
remained on her knees at the window . 

Kickin helped Bykov to dre«, mumbling the while: 

“I hope nothing comes flying through the window . . 

“Shut up!” «aid Bykov »temly. “You are in with them, I know." 

The firing was clo>« now. They could even hear a long drawn 
out cry : 
u A-ah!” 

Then came the sound of bar* being knocked off gates, of gates 
swinging open, of a tree i>eing felled with a couple of axe*, and a 
squeaky womans voice was heard dioutins in alarm: 

‘Turn by the back gardens!” 

Lykov shuffled up to the window and «aw a galloping 

down the «trert with a Wrr ewawhip" i* .*.W *A«iV 
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the horse look tike i came! Judging |i\ the unci cn patter of it* hoofs 
llic hor*e was cudently lam* Three dark figures crej t ( a*>t in single 
file, hugging die fence* amt die '♦alls of tin houses The la*t one wa« 
dragging a tot g pole the tree end of which u»< 'crapinj l! e flagstones 
of the sidewalk and slipping orcr the curb 

‘Thieves* Rykov decided feeling on ominous silence anj hollow 
tie** growing inxidi him which echoed all tic sound* he luard and 
In which hl« thoughts were sul merged and extineuided \ bullet Hm 
pa t rustling the dry leares on the tree* 

llicochet ’ comnimtrd H\ko» anil then lc In ml kukti* timid 
torcc «a)Uig 

'i mi had btlter get awo\ from the * indow 
lljkov dug the luiud l.xch in the should* r and mi! 

“So its a rebellion 9 

‘An uprising of ihe worker* ^cgnr hamch 
Is \ako\, \a*hka m this 9 * 

"W* he » with Kononov * nten 

Go* said Bykov pointing through the window into the street 
Go and call him 1 Tell him to come home at once’ The ra*cal’ YU11 
did you keep quiet about it all tins time 9 * 
htrkin muml led gmltil) 

4 ^ avha told yon Didnt he say there would I** an armed rctolu 
tion 9 

Go 1 H \a*ha get* killed 1 11 make join lilt a misery * 

D)kov s chin was Ircnil ling «o hard that it looke I as though Ins 
beard would foil off Drawn up as if (landing at attention till and 
gre> le stood in the grev patcli of light from the window with bill" 
mg eye® ehaltering teeth and trembling lee* while his gown linns 
down in fold* a* if it were flowing from hi* gaunt dioulder* 

Kirkin vanished 

“Ini going home” the nur«e *ai I again 

Keeping Ins c)es fixed on the street which was now Hotted o it 
!y a mist Bykov sank heavily into his armchair The firing lial sub 
sides! to some extent the sounds of axes were now rarer something 
fell licTwh against n fence or a gate and the *ound of cradling tun 
ler wa* I card Bykov couldn t understand why th* telegraph wire* 
were «o rauf and cnVnrfmg- And fftetr tstik ccrtnsttccaJ sf rft r«w ntaf 
lied sounds were heard in the street the j altering of feet the cra*h 
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of «hattered wood and a familiar votce high pitched but hoar*c, 
shouted 

“Take the gates down’ There are barrels in the yard 1 Roll them 
out 1 ’ 

“Tho=e are the barrels in my yard ” gues«ed Bjko\ 

Voices floated up from the street «houting 
“Fasten the wire to the lamppost* Pull it across the *trceL Cut 
the pole down My leg* Mind mj leg you devil'" 

“That ^a'hkas »oicc* * said B)kov aloud “kes that’s he'” 

He didn t want to think of what kakov was doing but for all that 
be leaned against the window sill and mumbled 

“He* protecting the house. He’s not letting them in” 

The nur«e was scurrying from one corner of the room to another 
and wailing 

“Lord' Oh Lord* Robbers are breaking in*” 

“S t down' «hou ed Bjkos *5it down or 1 II pnt this stick acros* 
your back* Be quiet*" 

And taking np the broomstick with which he tapped at the eeihne 
when calling kickin he brandished it at the nuree Ifu chin was still 
trembling, h s mou*tache got into his mouth He plucked at his mou* 
t*che and beard, and his chin would not remain stiIL The silence 
within him became more and more «mi«ter, and deeper became the 
hollowness which echoed the noise of the street, the shouts the crash 
of shattered timber and the *ounds of distant finn® 

“Put it up on its end*’’ commanded a bass voice at the gate 
Day was already breaking and the figures of people could now 
be discerned fairly distinctly in the mi«t There were no more than a 
hundred of them, crowding to the left of Bykov s hou^e and filling the 
street in which they were building a barricade of telegraph poles, 
dragging them by the wires like the artennae of a shcatfish Thej 
b*uled bales of hay from the neighbouring yards they dragged out 
a cart, and with shouts of mutual encouragement were pulling down 
a fence. The windows of the silent houses watched this fuss and bu*tle 
with a blind and gI a * S y < Ur e, and now and again the shadows of 
people appeared at the windows only to vanish again. 

In the distance a bugle slinlly sounded the “fall n'" 

“Look out*” shou'ed the ba*s voice Then came a crashing and 
scraping and something collapsed upon the flags of the ‘idewalk 
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“They're wrecking the place,” said Bykov aloud, turning to the 
nurse, as if asking for her advice ‘ Do you hear 7 They re ‘masking 
everything up 1 ” 

Trembling with cold, he pulled his gown over his chest, poked 
his head still further out of the window and saw Yakov running to 
the gates with a long crowbar on his shoulder He was followed by 
about a dozen other men armed with rides and axes, and one with a 
shaft from a cart They flung themselves at the gate like one man 
Yikov sprang into the yard like a cat and shouted 
“Take the gates down’ Take the barrels 1 ” 

It mi all as improbable as a dream Bykov looked but could 
not believe his eyes It was the hjstencal «creech of die nur‘e that 
brought him to his senses 
“Robbers' Robbers'” 

The gates swung open and the men rushed into the yard 
4 Stop*" shouted B>kov, muMenng all his remaining strength for 
the effort 4 Stop, you devils! Ya»hka — chase them outl” 

He saw Yakov rai«e bis face, as round as a pancake, up to him 
and heard hun shout 

“They deceived us, uncle' They are killing the people 1 " 

And then he heard the plaintive voice of the hunchback 
“Yegor Ivanich — stand back from the window' ’ 

The left leaf of the gate ro«e up swayed and fell with a crash into 
the courtyard The men ru«hed at it and dragged it into the street 
while others began to tear down the second leaf and roll out the barrels 
Among them was the little hunchback 

Bjkov, swearing like a trooper picked up a flower pot with a 
cactus plant and hurled it into the yard at the men hut it flew wide 
Bykov saw this and yelled at the purse 

“Give me the flower pot«, the chairs everything' 

His voice «ounded frightful The woman, bent double ‘ilentfy 
rushed about the room earning flower pot3 from the window sills 
and dra"ging chairs to the window by the arms and legs while Bykov, 
swaying mu'tenng all his remaining ‘trength and groaning with pain, 
hurled at the men everjthing he could lift, gasping and swearin 0 ' sav 
agely all the time. 

“Yashka 1 1 11 kill you! Koska 1 You bloody cripple'” 

A shot was fired the tinkle of glass was heard pla«ter dribbled 
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from the ceiling and the nur*c uttering a shriek, sat down on the 
floor and *upport«d her*elf with her arm*. thkov turned round to her 
and relied 

None of that Non re not killed' Bnng «ome more things up 
tou bitch*’" 

Serera! cunulianeoi. ‘hots were heard in the «treet quite close, 
and *omebodv at the gate* cried out in a *hnl! \uicc 

“Tfe re out flanked' ’ 

Brkor *aw Ins nephew drop and crawl acro*s the yard dragging 
one leg while a bearded fellow dropped the «haft he was carrjing 
and fell on hi9 back on the ground knocking lus head so hard th„t 
his cap fell off At that moment gre'-clad *o’diers appeared at the 
gate out of the mi«t bending low earning their nfle* at the ready 
with their bayonets thrust forward 

“Surrender 1 Lie down*” thev «houted 

Shot* were fired at the fugitire* 

Bvkov Iau°hed like mad Extending his arm and pointing down 
into the treel he celled hoir«el> Mampinz hi> feet 

^tab that ore' The one that i« crawling wearing a hat* Stab 
him' Xnd there s the hunchback hiding behind the barrel the hunch 
ba-l' 

The nur-e ojtened another window and al o began to «hriek 

‘Stab them' Stab them* Cha«e them away ’ 
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abram (abramka*) mediedhi, their uncle, a po 
hceman aged 50 

\assili (\aska) peppel. aged 28 
andpei (andrtushka) klesiich, a locksmith , 
aged 40 

as s a, his tcife , aged 30 
nastta (nastka), a streeltcall er, aged 24 
Kiasiinya a uoman of about 40 tcho peddles dumplings 
nuBNOi, a capmaker, aged 45 

tre actor | Approximately the same age, about 40 

THE BARON, aged 33 

LUKA, a Pilgrim, aged 60 

alyoshka a cobbler, aged 20 

xri\oizon \ 

the Tatar { kongshoremen 

* The ending “ k a attached to Rossis a first names a derogatory and has 
Men tm ned In tin, translation n, ln( J a i e ibe emotional tone conaeyed by the 
KnSMan, S nee the la form » to close to tbe original name there seems 1 tt’e 
Ucelihood of m ose leading to eonfason—rwni 



Act I 


[A cellar resembling a cave The heavy vaulted ceiling is smoke 
blackened and in places the plaster has fallen off Light descends 
from a square utndow upstage right A thin partition turns the 
right corner of the stage into a room for peppel, near the door 
of itfuch stands BUBNOV’S bunk A large Russian stoie oc- 
cupies the upper left comer A door ui the stone tiall to the left 
leads to the kitchen, where lite K v a s ii n y a, the baron, 
and NASTYA A Hide bed enclosed by dirty cotton hangings 
stands at the wall belucen the stoie and this door Bunks 
are built against all the ualls Dounstage left stands a cross 
section of log to which are attached a use and an anul Behind 
the anvil, on a similar, but lower log, sits ELESncn, trying 
keys in an old lock The floor about turn is cluttered unlh rings 
of miscellaneous keys, a battered tin samovar, a hammer and 
files, etc The centre of the lodging is occupied by a large table, 
two benches and a stool, all of them dirty and unpainted 
K \ ASHNYA is busy at the samovar standing on the table, the 
BARON is chewing a piece of black bread, and \ A s T Y A is 
sitting with her elboics on the table, poring over a battered 
novel ANNA can be heard coughing behind the curtains of 
the bed BUBNOV is sitting on his bunk with a hat block 
between his knees, figuring out how to cut a cap out of strips 
of cloth ripped from an old pair of pants A ear him he bits of 
rags and oilcloth and pieces of cardboard for making the visors 
of caps SATIN, who has just awakened, is lying on his bunk 
and snarling The ACTOR is coughing and moving about on 
lop of the stove,* out of sight of the audience 
It is a morning in early spring ) 


• A Russian sto>e is so constructed that the space above the even is large 
enough to sene as a bed — Trans 
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B\PO\ What nett 9 

kaasusya Oil bo yon don t, toy darling ‘aya I Keep your di=, 
tance, 'ays I I ve already had my tiy at that «ort of thing and you 
couldnt drag me to the altar ogam for a hundred baked crawfish, 
say* I 

BUBNOT (to Satin) What re you grunting about 9 
(SATIS snarls again ) 

KAASHXYA Me, a free woman, as is her own boss to go and have 
1 er«elf writ into somebody else’s passport, says I, that I should he 
come the slave of some man — not on jour life' Oh no 1 Not if he 
was the King of America himself* 

KIX5JICH That sale 1 
KVASHNYA What s that 9 
kixstich That t a lie. You U marry AbramLa’ 
baboy ( grabbing Nastyas bool and reading the title ) Fatal 
Lore ( Laujis ) 

NWHA ( reaching for the book) Here gne it back* Come 
on* No fooling* 

(The barov teases 1 er by waving the bool m the air ) 

t »\ asiinya (to hleshch) You re a redheaded old goat, that * 
what you arel A he* How dare you insult me like that* 

BARON (unking Nastya over the head with the book) You re a 
fool, Ka ila* 

NASTYA (snatching the book away) Give it to me* 
ki.es nen What a fine lady* BJt you’ll marry Abram all 
right* That* all you re waiting for* 

aSiixya Ob yes of conr*e* What eke^ The way you re rode 
a our wife to death. 

KUSHCn Shut up you bitch* That* none of your busine s* 
KVASnYYA 0 ho* Don t like to hear the truth’ 
baeon There they go* Nastka, where are you’ 

Hastya (tcuWi raising her head) Oh, get out* 
a^tna ( peering out from behind the curtains) The days begun* 
For Coda take don t shout Don’t quarrel' 

KLESHCIT Whin ng 8 *a n* 
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ANNA Every blessed day* . . , You might let a person at least die 
in peace' 

BUBNOV Can’t 'care death of! with a little noise 
KVASJ3NTA (going oter to Anna) How’d you ever lne with that 
fiend, my poor dearie 9 

anna Lea\e me alone Go away 

K\ ASH NT A H’jnm A martyr for you* Any easier in jour che«t 
today 9 

baron kvashnya' Tune to go to market 1 

KVASHNTA Right ana) 1 (to Anna) Wouldn t you like some nice 
hot dumplings 9 

anna No thanks Why should 1 bother to eat 9 
KVASIINya You just try' them Good and hot — loosen up your 
cough I'll leave them here m this bowl o’s you can help yourself 
when you feel like it Come on, me lord 1 (to kleshch) Br r r T You 
evil spirit, you! 

(Goes into the kitchen.) 
anna (coughing) Hea\ens' 

baron ( slyly giving Nastya's head a push) Drop it . you little 
fool 1 

NASTlA (muttering) Get oat' I’m not interfering with you any 

(baron uhistlesatune as he goes out on the heels of KVAshnya ) 

satin (rowing himself on his bed) Who beat me up Ia=t night? 

BUBNOV What difference does it make to you 9 . 

satin None, I suppose But what did they beat me up for? 

BUBNOV Were you in a card game 9 

satin Yes 

BUBNOV So that’s why they beat you up 
«ATIN The scoundrels' 

ACTOR (poking his head oier the edge of the stove) They’ll beat 
you to death one of these days. 

Satin You’re an ass 
ACTOR Why? 

satin You can’t kill a person twice 
actor (after a pause) 'Why not 9 1 don't see 


. why not 
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kllHCH (to Actor ) Get down off that '•ore and straighten up 
in here Afraid of 'polling your hands 9 
a CTc» it That a none of yoar business.. 

KLESHCH \Tal till %assilisa comes in She’ll show you whoee 
business it 

ACTOP To hell with VaAsilua 1 It’* the Baron’s torn to clean up- 
today Baron 1 

BAB O' 1 en.enng from kitchen) I haven’t time to clean np If* 
going to market with Rrashnya- 

ACTOR That’s none of my bnsme*s \ou can go to jail for all 
I care, bnt its your torn to «weep the floor I m not doing anrhody 
el-e's job for bun. 

BAEON The bell with yon’ Naslka will sweep the floor Hey 
there, fatal lore’ Wake np’ ( Grabs the book awar from her ) 

NASTTA ( getting np) What do you want 9 Give it back* Funny, 
arent von 9 And you call yourself a gentleman 1 

BAPON (handing back the book) Sweep the floor for me, Nastya 
That 3 a good girl 

nastya Agoing into tAe kitchen) Oh, «nTe' Jua the th-ng 1 
kVAiH'CTA (at the kitchen door, to the Baron) Come on* They'll 
manage here without yonr help Hey there Actor 1 It’s vou iherre- 
adang *o be so kind it won’t break yonr bock' 

ACTOR Humph 1 Always me 1 don’t *ee whr 
RAF ON {entering from the kitchen tcith a irootfen joke on his shook 
ders from trhich are suspended tiro baskets containing crocks covered 
tcilh cloths) Heavier than usual today 

c ATt-t Was it worth getting yourself born a Baron 9 
KVaShMta (to the Actor) You get af J-r that sweeping, now 1 
(She exits through the passage, lettw* the BATON go out first t 

actor (climbing down off the stove) It’s harmful for me to in 
hale dust (Proudly ) M y organism u poisoned with al-ohol {We 
becomes meduative, sinhng down on one of the beds ) 
satin Organism. Organon 
ANNA Andre, Munch 
KtXSncH No w what do yon want 9 
, AS ^' Ivvashaya tef me •rose dumplings Take them and eat 
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L.LLSHCH (going oier to her ) What about you 9 Dont you want 
them 9 

anna No Why should I eat? But you’re a workingman 
You need them 

kles lien Are you afraid 9 Dont be afraid You can t tell 
maybe 

anna Co ahead and cat them I m feeling bad I guc?s it 11 be 
soon now 

KLESItcn (going out) Dont worry You may still get bet 
ter It 'ometimes happens (Coer into tin Kitchen ) 

ACTOR (loudly, as though he had suddenly awakened) Ye'tcrday 
the doctor in the clinic said to me your organism he laid is com 
pletely poisoned with alcohol 
SATIN (smiling) Organon 
ACTOR (mruting) Not organon Or gan ism 
situs Sicambre* 

ACTOR (waving his hand at him) Idiocy 1 But Ini talking serl 
ous yes I am' If your organism is poisoned then it mmt be 
harmful to sweep the floor to breathe that du t 
SATIN Macrobiotics' Hah' 

Bins'. Ot What’s that you’re garbling? 

SATIN Words Then there s that — ttans seen dep tal 

bubnov What does that mean 9 
satin Don’t know Forgot. 
bubnov Then what do you eay it for 9 

SATIN Just for fun I’m sick of all the words people u*e r 
brother I’m sick o! all our words' l’\e heard them all a thousand 
times 1 

ACTOR In Hamlet they say Words word* words 1” A wonderful 
play 1 I acted the part of the gravedigger 

KLEsncii (entering from the kitchen ) When are you going to- 
start acting the part of the floor sweeper 9 

ACTOR Mind your own business* (striking his breast) Ophelia* 
“Nymph in thy orisons be all my sins remembered * ’ (At some 

distance off stage is heard a confusion of r oices cnes police whistles 
Kleshch sits down to work, making a rasping noise with his file ) 

SATIN I lore queer, incomprehensible words When I was a 
boy working in a telegraph office I did a lot of reading 



ECEXOT Were you * telegraph operator, too’ 

■axff \fc*. TLc-e are some fine loots end a great cany 
<rrn<KK- rnris. I was a well-ednca-ed person did you trow 
that 7 

ECS’tOT Heard it a hundred times Wh_l if you were 7 -V lot 
of dJTeteoce 1. n-kes rrw Tate n* for instance I was a fsmer 
once, Hjd cry own shop- My h_odj tried to be all Yellow from dying 
lie far — Lada and arms, rurM Op to the elbow I was thinking they’ d 
star O-c that to the di’ of rnr de aJu l thouzht I'd die with those 
Yellow arms and now look at them. Jus* plain dirty 
Humph. 

« ITT? Well, wh_l of 1 7 
BUE?fOY Nothuie That* all. 

«VII 5 Just what was the point of your speech 7 
e»-ZTOY No hang «peoaL Jus* an idea. It terns onl that bow 
■erer yoa paint tb- 0 a**-de it all rub<= off I all rubs off Humph’ 
satis Oa, fcow my bones ache* 

ACTcra (jus bagging his butts) Edscatoa l. co.h—g it s talral 
that com — I o~ce knew an actor who could only rend out his role 
hr tyllab’es, t"* w*-en be acted, tie theatre rocked a -f roared with 
th“ rapture of La audience. 

'iro Exjoot lend me fire kopecks' 

ECESOy Ftc only got two. 

act on I’m telling you it’s talent yon nred to be an actor \nd 
ta’en mean* beHenug 13 yourre’f, in yoor ahT *r 

*attt Gire me fire kopecks and Fll beLere you re a genres, a 
hero a croeodi'r, a police ofr.ccr Kleshch, gue me fire kopecks’ 
KiXSnCH Go to the deril' Too many like you around. 

SATO Uha are you swearing about 7 Don t 1 krow tod haren’t 
!*» kopeck to your name 7 

AXSA Andm Mitrioh I can t brea.be to staSr 
JCUSHCH Wh« can I do aixrt a 7 
EtTESOT Open the doer into the pas«ag- 

CtCTHCH Oh T« of course. kou up there on tout bed and me 
m the „oor C ba^g- places with me and you can open the door 

I re get a cold « *_ *» 

BCE50Y ( eelnlj ) Its net me tha- warn* &e door open Ifs 
▼o"t w r e th_t - r 



KLESnCH (sullenly) There are plenty of things a person can ask 
for 

satin The way my heads humming 1 Why do people have 
to go and lam each other over the bean’ 

BUBNOV Isot only over the bean hut o>er the whole remaining 
territory of the body ( Getting up ) Going out to buy some thread 
Vt onder whats keeping our landlord and his i ife so long today 9 
Maybe they ve kicked the bucket { Goes out ) 

(anna coughs SATIN lies motionless uith kts hands under 
his head ) 

ACTOR (glancing miserably about him goes oier to Anna) Feel 
ing had 9 

anna Its so stuffy 

actor I II take you out into the passage if you want. Come on 
get up (He helps her rise throws some rags about her shoulders and 
leads her out ) Come come Steadyl I m sick myself poi oned 
with alcohol 

KOSTYLYOV (m the doorway) Out for a \ alk 9 How pretty the 
two the lamb and the ewe 

actor Get out of the way Cant you see i ere s ck 9 
kostylyov Go right ahead’ By all means ( Humming a 

church tune through his nose he glances suspiciously about the lodging 
turning his head to the left as though listening for something m Pep 
peVs room Kleshch uctously jangles the kej s and rasps with his file 
watching the movements of the landlord from under his brows ) 
Scratching away 9 

KLESncH Whats that 9 

kostylyov I say scratching away 9 (Pause ) Ifm m Now 
then what was it I wanted to a«k 9 (Speaking quickly and in a low 
vo cc ) Has my wife been bere 9 
Kixsncn Dido t see her 

kostylaov (stealing toward the door to leppeVs room) 'koure 
taking up a lot of space for two rubles a month arent you 9 A bed 
and a place to s t on besides IFm m Worth at lean five rubles honest 
to goodness Have to throw on another half ruble. 

kleShcii Throw on a noo'e and choke me to death On your 
last legs and still figuring out how to grab another half ruble' 



KOSTYLTOV Why should I choke you’ Whod profit by that 9 Go 
oa living lor your pleasure, and the Lord help you But 1 11 throw 
on that extra half ruble ju t the same buy some oil for my icon 
lamp and let it burn before the holy image, a sacrifice m retribution 
for ray « ns, and for yours too kou never think of your *ms do you 
now? Oh, its a wicked per*on you are, Andryu'hka* You wife has 
dried up from your meanness Nobody likes you nobody respects 
you ^craping away at that iron of sours gating on everybody » 
nerve? 

Kixsncn Shouting) D d you come here )u \ to poison my \i(t 9 
(StiTDf roars ) 

KOSTYLTOV (icifA a start) Good gTacious my good man 

ACTOR (entering) I fixed her up out there in the passage, w rapped 
her up 

kostyltov You hare a kind heart brother Thats a 
thing h >1 a!] be counted to jour cred t 

ACTOR When? 

kostyltov In the next world brother There everything 
eiery little deed, i» counted 

actor Maybe you II reward me for my kindness Tight here and 

kostyltov How con Id I do that? 

actor By crossing out half my debt 

kostyltov Hee-hee* You will hare your fun your little jokes* 

As though a land heart could be rewarded with money* Goodnes is 
the highest of all blessings. But a debt s a debt, which means it must 
he paid. As to the kindness tou «bow an old man 1 ke me you 
«honldn t think of getting rewarded for it* 

ACTOR A rapscallion, thats what you are old man* 

(Coes out into the "kitchen KLESHCH gets up and goes out into 
the passage) 

kostyltov (to Satin) The scraper here he ran aw ay Heehee* 
He doesn t like me 

«vm Who but the deni could like yon? 

KOSTYLTOV (playfully) Now wbv should you say such things 
to me Me as loves von all «ol Bant. I Um that you. re all my 
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brothers my poor, unfortunate fallen brothers’ (Suddenly and 
quickly ) Ah Yaska — is he home’ 

SATIN Take a look 

KOSTYLYOV (going oter and knocking at the door ) Vassili’ 

(The actor appears in the kitchen door cheicirtg something ) 

PEPPEL Who a there’ 
kostylyov It 8 me me, Va«sili 
pepped What do >ou \ ant’ 

KOSTYLYOV (moving aim}) Open the door 
SATIN (without looking at kostylyov) Hell open the door and 
there she is 

(The actor gives a snort ) 

kostylyov (uneasily, in a louered toice) What’ Whos there’ 
What did you say? 

satin "ion addressing me’ 

KOSTYLYOV What lias it you said’ 

SATIN Nothing special Talking to mjself 
kostylyov Watch your step brother’ A jokes a joke but in 
the right place’ ( knocks sharply at the door ) Vassili 1 

PEPPEL (opening the door ) Well’ What do you have to come 
bothering me for’ 

KOSTYLYOV (pecking into the room ) I vou see you 
PEPPEL Did you bring the money’ 

KOSTYLYOV I have «ome bu mesa with you 
PEPPEL Did you bring the money’ 

KOSTYLYOV TC hat money’ Wait a minute 
PEPPEL The seven rubles for the watch Where is it’ 
kostylyov What watch Vassili’ My goodness yon 
PEPPEL Look out’ People saw me «ell you that watch yesterday 
for ten rubles — three rubles down «even to come Let s have it Why- 
do you 'land there blinking your eyes at me’ Hanging around 
disturbing everybody instead of going about your bu mess 

KOSTYLYOV Sh h h’ Don t be dngry Vassili' The watch it’s 
sattn Stolen goods’ 

KOSTYLYOV I don t handle stolen goods How dare you 



peppel {taking him by the shoulders ) What are you bo tier mg 
me for 9 What do yon want 9 

kosttlyov Me 9 Why nothing Nothing at all 1 11 bp going 
if you re like that 

peppel Get out, and bring me that money ' 

ICOSTTLYOS (tenting) Fhooh' Sach coar«c people' 

actor A real comedy' 

satin Good That g what I like. 

PEPPEL What was he doing here 9 

satis (toughing) Can t you guess 9 Looking lor his wife Why 
dont you bounce him off Vassili 9 

peppel As though 1 d ruin my life for a swine like that' 

SlTEt Be smart about it Then you could marry Vassilisa and 
e art collecting our rents 

peppel Wooldn t that be fun' Before I knew it you d guzzle down 
all my property and me m the bargain out of the goodness of my 
heart (Sitting down on one of the beds ) The old deni Woke 
me up And l waj hating «uch a nice dream I was fishing and caught 
a huge pike' Couldn t find a pike that sue outside of a dream. There 
she is on the end of the line, and me scared the rod will map so I 
get a net ready here thinks I nght away now 

SATW That wasn t a pike. That was Vas-ilisa 
actor He caught Vassilisa long ago 

peppel ( angrily ) kou can all go to the dcnl and take her 
with you 

KI.ESHC1I (entering from the passage) Denli«hFy cold' 
actor Why didn t you bring Anna in 9 She 11 freeze out there 
KLESHCn Natashka took her into the kitchen 
ACTOR The old man will chase her out. 

Kleshch (sitting down to tcorl) Then Natasha will bring her 
hack. 

NATO Va.cih 1 Lend ^ fi ve kopecks' 

ACTOR (to Satin) Humph' Fite kopecks' \assiU* Lend us 
twenty kopecks' 

peppel Better hurry or they II be asking for a ruble' Here' 
SATCT Giblaitar' Thieves are the finest people in the world' 
kleshch (sullenly) Money comes easy to them! They dont 



KimtCIt What do you flf«! cv |o do* 
rrrrrt Nothing 
•tlJ'HCIl Itow'J ] (ml ranftl? 
rrrrtL Oil rt people manage 

KUOiCIt Tlivw? Da you call them jwple' Tramp*' Htga 
niifhns' **u'n of the earth’ Im i workingman and it mile* nv 
adiamrtj ju't to look at the-n I *e heen working M long *« I can 
remember \ou think I wont pull tnyaelf out of b're* I will all 
right I mat acrapr all the akin ofT my tody, but 1 11 crawl out of 
here Jn*t you wail my wife will die »oon . I to only boro 
liaing here »is month* hut it arem* Me mx year* 

rtrrrt \Jr’rr all a* good a* you are, *o there'* no »m*e In talking 
hie that 

tLrsitCit Aa good! They ha*e no honour, no conscience! , . 
rrrrtL Unthfjctrnlly) What are tliey good for— honour and 
conscience? ^ou cant wear honour and ronacimce on your fret In 
place of boot* li » only done in power who need honour and 
co««cicner 

Blinov (rn/eri/ig) Brrrl I m frozen 
rtrrtt Rubnot! Have you got * conscience* 
nt-iiNOt What** that* A conscience* 
rjcrrxt- TliatVfi^ht. 

ntitso* Whst do I want one for? I'm not rich 



rcrru That* what 1 sar iti only ibe r cb w! o need honour 
■and a. conscience Bat kle»heh 1 etc ti bailing ui out Our corwimees 
bo lays 

bcbxoV What* lie want to bottom & conscience’ 

PLITCl 01 no ho * got a fine one of Jus own 
Bt-tiov tto Kletheh) c o you re sell ng it’ Veil you wont fnd 
a customer ! ere If it »n some old card* now I tr g! t he Inlrretcd 
and then only if youd let me base t! era on ered t 

peppel {instruct celr) ^ ou re a fool Andryu hha’ When rl cornea 
lo conscience you d do well to ! iten to Satin or even the Baron 
KLESHCiI There • noth ng they can teach me 
peppel They \e got more l runs than you hare even if tier 
are drunks. 

BCBXOV The man who* drunk and also w *c has won l rvetf 
a double pnre 

PCTPEL ‘'at n *ay» everybody wants h » neighbour to hare a 
con cience but nobodr want* one h m.clf And that* t! e truth. 

(Enter Natasha. She n follotrcd by ZXKi tilth a stuL in his 
hand a knapsack on hit shoulders a pot and a tea kettle lied to 
his belt ) 

U.CA Creeling* to you my honest people 

Ttrrtt {stroking his moustache) Ah, Natasha’ 

iBUBNOV {to Lula) He were honr«t in the past — the year before 

la t 

NATASHA Here* a new lodger 

LI.KA It a all the *ame to me I hare respect for crooks too Not 
■even a flea but has it* merits the way I look at it. They re all of 
them black, they al] of them jun p Now where were ybu lh nking 
to put roe up my dear’ 

Natasha {pointing to the k tchen door) In ti ere granddad 
LLKA Thank you my g rl If yo i say there then it * there I go 
Any place that’s Vann is home to old bone* 

PEPPel A queer old fellow you ve brought in ISata-ha 
«atas nA More interesting than you are’ Andre ’ Your wife 
a* s ttmg m our kitchen. After a wh le come get her 
KtESiicn All right I II come 
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then all of a sudden its as though vou caught a chill Boring m 
hell 

blunoy Boring 9 Humph 1 

rETPEi. lea yea 

luka (singing) Ah h' No pa a lh in sight’ 
peppel Hey Old man' 

LUKA (peering through the door ) la jt me you re calling 7 

PEPPEL It s you all right. Cut the * ngmg 

llka ( coining out) Don t you like it 7 

PEPPEL 1 d like it if it v as good 

LUKA In Other words Us no good 7 

peppel Tou guessed iL 

LUKA You don t «ay' And here I was thinking I had a good voice 
Its always like that a person thinks to him elf — don t I do that nice 
now 7 But other people don t like it, and there you are 1 
peppel (laughing) Thats the truth! 

BLBNOV Ju t complained you i ere bored and now you re laugh 

mg 

peppel What a it to jou you old croaker' 
llka What a that 7 Who s feeling bored 7 
peppel Me I m the ore. 

( Enter the barov ) 

LUKA You don t «ay' There s a girl sitting there in the kitchen 
reading a hook and crying Really Tears stealing down her cheeks. 
And I «ajs to her What is it, my darling 7 ” And *he «ays “The poor 
man'” And I says, “What man 7 “Here in the hook “ the says Now 
what would make a person «pend time on things like that 7 Bored, 
I gue« like you 

baron She s a fooL 
peppel Ah the Baron' Had your tea 7 
barov Yes What next 7 
PEPPEL Like me to set you up to a hslfp nt 7 
BAROV Naturally What next 7 
PEPPEL. Get down on all fours and bark like a dog 
barov Id ot* What are vou one of the«e merchants 7 Or just 
dnmk 7 
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FEFPEL Go on and bark to amis'* nw. \ou re a gentleman 
and once upon a time jou didn t count people like us a« human 
beings 

baron Well, what neat’ 

PEPPEL Well, *o now I’m telling you to get down on all 
fours and bark like a dog and you’re going to do U do sou 
hear? 

baron All right, you fool 1 1 m going to do it Dut I don’t see 
what fun it can give you, once I my«clf realize I vc become almost 
worse than you are You wouldn’t base tried to make me get down 
on oil four* when I was your superior 
blbnov Thau right’ 
t.t’KA And very well putl 

ELB.NOV What’s past is past and nothing left but clucken feath 
ers None cf your fine gentlemen here All the colours washed 
off, and only a bunch of naked people left 

LUKA In other words, everybody's equal But were you really 
a baron, my good man 7 

BaBon What do you call this 7 Who are you you hobgoblin 7 
LUKA (laughing) I’ve teen a count, l\c seen a prince but 
never before have I seen a baron, and a mangy one at that . 
itrprL (laughing) A baron* Who put me to shame’ 
baron Time to have more sen«e Yassili’ 

llka Dear, dear, dear! \lhen I look at you brothers, live way 
you live — Ifra mm 

blbaov Wake with a groan sleep with a moan — that’s the way 
we live 

BARON We bred better once upon a time II m 1 remember 
wakmg up in the morn ng and having coffee served to me in lied 
Coffee and cream! . . . Yes 1 do’ 

LLKA It's human beings we are, all of us No matter what air* 
we put on no matter how we make believe, its human beings we 
were born and it’s hjman beings we’ll die And people are 
getting wiser the way I see It, and more in erecting The worv? 
Alley live the better they want to 1 ve K stubborn !o*. human 
being* ’ 

juron Who »re too old man’ Where dtl rou come from 7 
LIKA Me 7 

3 • 
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bvkon \re you a j ri D nm* 

ilka We’re all pilgrims «n tin- lartfi 1 ve heard it said that 
lln very earth of our* is i pilgrim in the 'Vies 

bvrqn ( sternly) Let th t be as it mav, hut jou — have you a 
passport 9 

LUKA (hesitating) Who are sou a detective 9 
PEPPEL (joyfully) Good for sou old man* Got you that time, 
vou Baron jou 1 

BLBNOV Hmm He told it to our gentleman all right 1 
BARO\ (embarrassed) Well, what of H 9 I was only kidding, old 
man I don t own one of these papers myself 
bubnoa Liar* 

baron That ls I hare a paper but it s no good 
U ha They re all the same tbo*e paper*- None of them’s any 
good 

PEPPEL Baron’ Let s go have a dnnk 

Baron Suits roe' Well goodbye, old man Lou're a rascal, 
thats what vou aTe’ 

llkA Takes all kinds of people to male the world 
peppel (at the door into the passage ) Well, come on if you're 
-oming’ ( Coes out, the Baron hurries after him ) 
luka Was he really a baron once 9 

BUBNOV Who knows 9 Its true he’s from the gentry Even now, 
all of a «udden he II do something that shows he’s from the gentry 
Apparently ha*n t yet lo=t the habit 

LLKA Belonging to the gentry’s like having the smallpox — a 
person may recover hut the "-cars remain 

RUBNov He’s all right on the whole just gets op on his hind 
legs once in a while like about your passport 

altoshKa ( enters slightly drunk xchislhng and playing on an 
accordion) Hey, lodgers’ 

BLBNov What are you bawling about 9 

alyoshka Excuse me Forgive me In very polite bv na 
hire 

blbnov Been on a spree again 9 

ALYo«hKa To my hearts content’ The policeman Medyakjn just 
ihrew me out of the station and «aid “Don t dare let me catch a sniff 
of you on the street again not a teenty weenty ’ ’ say* he But I'm 
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a person of character' My boss snarls at me but what * a boss 9 
Phooli phooh’ A mere misunder landing’ Hes a drunk my boss 
is and I m a per«on who doesn t care about nothing I don t want 
nothing' Here take me for a half a ruble I don t want lothing' 
(NaUya alters from the kitchen ) Offer me a million — don 1 1 ant it' 
And do you think a guy like me II let himself get bo*^ed around by 
a pal whos a drunk in the bargain 9 Tsothing doing’ 1 won t have it’ 
(/fs she stands in the doomay Aostya notches Alyoshka an { shakes 
her head ) 

LUKA ( kindly ) ^ hat a muddle youve got >our«e!f into young 
man 

Bubnov Human id ocy’ 

ALYOSHKA (throning himself on the floor) Here eat me up' 
I dont want nothing' Im a desperate fello 1 Try and prove to me 
who s my betters' Why am I any worse than the rest 9 That Medyakm 
say3 to me 111 smash your mug inff 1 catch you on the street’ But 
out 1 11 go’ 1 11 go out and 1 e down m the middle of the street 
here run over me' I don t want nothing' 

NASTYA The poor fellow' So young and making «uch a fool 
of himself 

ALTOSHKA (catching sight of her and gelling lip on his hntes) 
Mademoiselle' Parlez francau' \fcrci' Bouillon' I ve been on 
a «pree' 

KASTTA (i» a loud u/tsper) \ assilisa' 

VASSIL1S\ ( opening the door quickly and addressing Alyosha) You 
here again 9 

ALYOSHKA How d ye do' Be so kind 

V ASSILISA I reamed you not to slow yourself around here, you 
puppy and here you are again’ 

altosiika \as«dv«a Karpovna’ Here 111 play you a funeral 
march want me to 9 

t ASSILISA (taking him by the shoulder) Get out’ 

alyosUKa (moiing toward the door) Wait a minute’ You 
can t do that' The funeral march 1 just learned it’ A brand new 
tune Wait a minute' You cant do that' 

V AsstLlSA 111 e how you whether I can or not' III set the 
whole street agaimt you vou heathen' ^ on re too young to go 
around yappm" about me’ 



alvosuka (running out) I m going! 

vassiusa (to Bubnot i Don’t let roe co'ch him here again, do 
you hear 7 

ECH.NOV I m not »our watchdog 

VASSfim What do I care what you call yourself Don’t forget 
you re living on charily How much do you owe roc 7 
blkvov (undisturbed) Haven t counted 
TASSIUSA Well 111 count it all right’ 

ALYOSHKA (opening ike door and shouting) Nanilua Karpovna’ 
\ou can t scare roe’ You can t «care me-e-e’ (Hides ) 

(LLkA laughs ) 

V ASMUSA And who might you he? 

LUkA A traveller A pilgrim 
VAS'tusA For the night or to «tav 7 
LLkv 111 have a look aro^-d fir*L 
Vassilis v Pai port' 

Lfk v It yon like 
vassIUsA Hand it over' 

LLKV 1 11 deliver it lo your apartment in per*on 
vassilis l A traveller’ A hobos more like it 
LLKA (utth a sigh) You’re not a very gentle soul 1 
(VA'SIUSV go<i over to the door of EtrrcL's roam AivOSHKA 
pokes his head in the kitchen door and whispers ''lias she gone 7 ") 

vassilis v (fuming to him) You still here 7 
(ALYOSHKA disappears Mlh a uhulle "vastya and LLKA laugh ) 

BLTffvov (fo I asnhsa) He s not here 
VASSIUSA Who’ 

BtTBSOV \ asks 

VASSiLtSA Did 1 «_k you where he was’ 

Bt’ENOV Veil you were smiling around everywhere. 
vassiuSA I m looking to see that everything’s an order, under 
stand 7 Why ha«nt the floor been swept yet 7 How many times have 
I ordered you to keep this place clean 7 
BCBNpV Its the Actors turn to sweep 
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VASSILISA I don’t care whose tom it js' If the sanitary mspec 
tor cornea and lajs a fine. I’ll throw you all out' 

BUBNOV [calmly) And then what 11 you lire on’ 

VASSILISA Don’t let me find a crumb on the floor* (Going touard 
the kitchen and speaking to Aoj/ja ) What are you moping around 
here for 9 \lith jour mug all swollen up Standing there like a dum 
my — sweep up this floor* Seen Natasha 9 Has «he been here? 
NASTYA I don’t know I didn t see her 
VASSILISA Bubnov' Was my sister here 9 
bubnoV (indicating Lnf.a) She brought him in 
vassilisa And that one — was he home? 
bubnoV Vassili 9 Yes Natasha «pohe to Kle'hch 
VASSILISA Im not asking jou who «he «poke to* Dirt eiery 
where Filth* A bunch of swine' Get this place cleaned up 
do you hear me 9 (Coes oat quickly ) 

BUBNOV The amount of meanness in that woman* 
luka No fooling with her* 

NASTYA Anybody’d get mean living like this Tie anybody up 
to a husband like hers 

Bubnov She’s not tied very tight. 

LUKA Does she alway* go around exploding like that 9 
BUBNOV Always You see she came to see her lover, and he 
wasn't here 

LUKA That u aggravating of course (Sighing ) Dear, dear dear* 
The number of different people as go bos«ing this earth of ours all 
of them threatening fearful threats and still there’s no order here 
and no cleanliness 

BUBNOV They want order but lack the brains to make it Soil, 
the floor’* got to be swept Nastya* Why don’t you do H 9 

Nastya Oh, yes, of course What do you think 1 am a chamber 
maid 9 ( After a moment's silence ) I’m going to get drunk today 
crazy drunk 

BUBNOV At least that’s something 

LUKA Why is it you’re wanting to get drunk, my girl 9 Just a 
little while back you were Cry in" and now you say you want to get 
drunk* 

NASTYa (challenginglj) I II get drunk and start crying all over 
again that’s all’ 
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Ec is nov INot ter} much 

ixkv But what s the cau«e 9 Even a j impfe has its cau«& 
iNASTTA shales her head in ulence > 

LtKA Dear dear dear' Such peopV Whatever a going to be- 
come of v ou 9 Here III «weep the floor for jou Where’s the 
broom 9 

HU BN ON Behind the door jn the passage 

ttlKA goes out info the pnssoee ' 


blbnov Nastja’ 
nasTya What 9 

BLBNOV Whj did \ a ih«a go after Aljodia like that 9 
BASIYA He* been telling everjbodj that \aka vra« «ick of her 
and was going tg throw Iter over for 'Sala ha I d letter get out 
of 1 ere— move to another place 
blbnov What * that 9 Where to 9 
n astv tlm *ick of it all 1 m not w anted here 
blbnov i calmly ) \ ou re n«t wanted an) where and nobod* s 
wanted on Ail* earth 

(nastta shakes her head gets up and quietly goes out into the 
passage Medvedev enters folli u ed by lLka uith the hroom \ 


Medvedev \ dan t think I know jou 
LXka And do jou know all the others 9 
vvedv eoen t m «„j p 01e d Jo know all the j>eojile on mj heal 
But I don't know tou 

U-ka That’s because not all the earth fall* within jour beat 
uncle There* a | 1[t Ie bit left over 


(Coes out into the kitchen ) * 

MEDVEDEV (going mcr to Bubnov) Mj beat may not be so big 
but it* wor«e than anj big one Ju*t now before lajing off for 
the daj 1 had to take that ‘hocmaher Mjo lika to the station. 
Can jou imagine 9 Lajs nght down m the middle of tile «treet start* 
P a >mg °* hi* accordion and veiling “f don t want nothing 1 ’’ Ffor*e* 
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going bj, and all kinds of trafTc Might have run over him or an) 
thing Nois) youngster But I \e fixed him up non all nght 
Seems to like making a row 

BUBNOV Coming over for a game of checkers tonight 9 
MEDVEDEV Alt right Hmm Wliat about that — \aska 9 
BUBNOV Nothing special Same as e\er 
Medvedev In other words alive and kicking f 
BUBNot \Ili) not 9 No reason why he shouldn t he alne and 
kicking 

MEDVEDEV (doubtfully) ^ ou think »o 9 (Luka enters from th“ 
passage carrying a pail ) Hmm There wa ome go«sip going 
around about %a«ka Didn t vou hear it 9 
Bubnov I hear lot* of go«ip 

mkDvedev About \a«sili»a It «eero-* Have vou noticed anv 
thing 9 

BUB^v M hat for instance 9 

Medvedev Mel! anything in general Ma>be >ou know and 
are l)ing about it Ever) body knov.« {Sternly ) Don’t you go 
lying now’ 

bubnov MTi) should I lie 9 

Medvedev Somethings up all right* The dirt) dogs* The) say 
that Ys-ka and \assilisa )Ou know but what« it to me 9 I m 
not her father — onl) an uncle Mhat are they laughing at me for 9 
( Enter Ktashnya ) Whatever s come over the people lately— laughing 
at ever) bod) Ah its you' Back alread ) 1 

XVSSHMA M) raoM respected police force' Bubnov' Again he 
kept lettering me at the market Nothin-' will do but I mu=t marr> 
him' 

bubnov Go al ead Min not 9 Hes got mone) and ha.nt 
gone Ticket) yet 

MEDVEDEV Me 9 Ho ho' 

KlwltMA \ou old wolf you* Keep off tuy sore spot' I tried u 
once m> dear' For a woman to get married is like jumping 
through a hole in the ice in January Once she’s done it, <he II never 
forget it 

MEDVEDEV Hoi ! jour homes Hu band* a re -different 
xvaminva But lm the *atne A 1 - soon vs my daTlmg better 
l all pa-^-ed out mav he »u?le in lell'—l at tlere llis-fullv for a 
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• Irjinc to believe tn) good 

UEDl-mtT If your hrrband be,, yon without good catue yoa 
•horrid have complamrd to the polrce 

™'"‘ ! •ohip'srned ,o Cod for erght yaan He drdn, help 
,rr,ei J '» I** your wife nowaday, \ery 

rm« nowaday. La, „d orderl AW, beat anybody wr.hout g,3 
T; “ a f '**' '» pmerve order 

f' »>•» >■» --re, we trade .L Ho, caa 

,n br Tou ^ ,f *° •» p-’ 

A-Ve* (rhoreing Am) Thanh you granddad 

* ,’ n ‘T ' h ' “ " “ mtd *»“» l-ook at her' 
drrort ,b s " '“J ,! * '• P««r little thurgl Coe. 

•3.tah pw * r c ", cl “"" ,!,t * a " “ d ■'«» 

1 let her go around by henalf He drat 

Per on Ile\b a |a' trt. 11 * 3 ,0bC *”1 ^ 0W van you neglect a 
P^oo He .ha, a UTtatam he. He even- penon hat bur own 

of a •udden'?-n^,y 1 L t " P ° n ' , ' < ’? 1 h ' !r " h ” ,f "he ehould dre all 
m , You',. k ■" "elL Have to watch her' 

™ Vou don t say' T,m& *** S "E e "' *» 1 A 

J ' r0m ^ '""la of you, oo,_a real hero' 

- eon/urnm Me pa, urge hV,„ed ana, ore W 1 
ntnvtDEv Somebody 
BBEX0V Sounds la e lt> 

CTashxta ni go L> t . , IdoV 

MEDVEDEV Ptc cot t °° k ‘ 

mdentand why we dL, , 0h - t b<'o da"ea' And I can I 

"op of them reive* ,y J,. 1 ” P“pl« apart who are hgbtug' They’d 
•1"S each other a, much lair li? ■” hater to let them 

woulda . be -o «n»nher and 

BTE-fOT ( K Mvt, , t & ht lte BeXt tuEe - 
th * t - S ' " hank) W to your chief about 
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KOSTiLTOV (throumg open the door and shouting) Abram 1 Come 
quick.' \a«stli«as after Natasha Shell kill her Hurry' 

(KAASflNTA MEDVEDEA and DUB\0\ rush into the passage LUKA 
shakes his head and looks after them ) 

anna Oh Lord' Poor Nata«hal 

luka Who s fighting? 

anna Our landladies Sisters 

LUKA (going oi er to Anna) What are the) fighting over? 

ANNA Nothing special Too much energy thats all. 
LUKA Whats your name 7 

anna Anna I keep looking at jou — >ou remind me of 
mv father so soft and gentle 

luka Got pu«hed around a lot That s Mhal makes me *o soft 
(He gnes a crackling laugh ) 

(curtain) 
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Z/r”'"" S,T '' Z°B,£*e„ A „0> 

7 .Z , T P '°'™ s “ r * »«■' rt- u ,riWe 

> IDr. T »" 

t r*,"';, 7,“"'' i«-mN,v S i„„» 

s « 1 v*",: ”• w *"« “ 4 k >.<. 

P ' “ ,A ' “<■« »e«r lie cardplaytn the oH„ 

OTt BLBNOA S &U7,* ) 

TAT« Once m, t I p| a) Th„ « a ]| I 

Zob' Sine* ,S.„g, ) P '’ r 

E'en mom tlm „ „ 

BBnoi zob (joining mi 

Sl1 " m > ”1 1 „ SIM „„ h gIooa 
pUj"'" V ° Sh “ ffl ' -'*• a«a« E e«> He kiiou ho, 

BBBTOV ,„ d un „ zo „ (toe „, zr) 

De^eoJ mplt lb. pn .„ n ,„, nr « 

Heich [he ,intloM of my room 
AS\A Fi-M. . 

"=> *11 I>e Inon'n iUL * eolbing cIk- Urn, .III, e 

"Mn nJ. P “ h r d ""“- J “" 

» «eo> I| „Z x'!f *" “'“t' " eleh ool' 

1 *ee' w“* *" fa “ S "" ) ® k > )«u h.Je them CJrd ,o 

-£TJ& '"■'f " ■» .")»./ Bubnoe 

" m e™” 1 ol IO « couoled 

™ H "> , t 'e *froi'l I 
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rat Rittrr Unit llw other . .. Never hat! anythin:; to wear hut 

last*. U lij i 

li K*: Poor litUrtliih!* \tr yon lirrd? Everything Hill hr si] right. 

ACTOR (to Krtvoi Throw on your Jack— your Jack, damn 

)ou! 

niiso'i: And ac hold- I hr king! 

MCMirii: They a Imam Kin. 

svTts: Thai'* our rii«l«n .. 

vim i nn : King! 

PllrtOV: Mr loo . . . humph' 

anna: I’m dying. . . , 

ktrsilCll: Now you #ee. )ou kc! Quit the game* Prince, quit It. 
I »ayl 

ACTon: Can’l lie think lor lum«rlf? 

ftMtot; You watch out. Andryuvhka. or I'lJ send you flying straight 
lo heill 

TATAlt: Come on. Peal erain. The pitcher bring water and broke 
her*elf.... Me too. 

(kLESHCK iholts hit hrtt-l ami goer o\rr In ntUVOV.) 

an*»aj I fcfrp thinking: dear Got!, will this torture Irrp up in the 
neat world loo? Tlierr loo? 

llka: No, no. You won’t auJTer there, my pretty. I.ie in peace. 
Fverything will be all right. You’ll bate a good re«t there. ... He 
patient juit a little longer. . . Everybody hat to l«s patient .. . every- 
body in their own wij. ( lie $rti up aru{ goer into I fit Ulchtn i rith 
quick Utllt tit pi.) 

ni nvov (ringing) • 

Guard mj window at votir plea*ure — 

Mtnni zon; 

! shall never run away! 

(nt unbolt) 

Though I languidt for ni) freedom, 

\h h! 

Cham* are forcing me to *tay! 



maxim corkv 


TATAR (shouting) Aha' Put card up slcexe* 

Bin O'* (inM some embarrassment) Well where do you expect 
me to put it — up jour no-e* 

ACTOR [convincingly) Prince you are mistaken No one has 
ever 

TATAR I «ee* Cheat* I no play* 

SATIN [gathering up the cards) A)] ngl t get out Asan 
You knew we were cheat* Why d d you eter start playing with 
ns ? 

baron Lo*t twenty kopecks and makes a noise like three ru 
bles* And calls him*elf a prince* 

TATab (angrily) Gotta plav fair* 
satin What for’ 

TATAR What you wean “what for ’ 
satin Thats what I said — what {or 9 
Tatar ^ ou don l know 9 
SATIN No I dont know Do you know’ 

(The TATAR spits in anger i chile the others laugh at hint ) 

kbiaoj 20B ( complacently ) Noure crazy Asan* Cant you uu 
den>tand that if they tried living honestly theyd start e to death W 
three days? 

Tatar What e to me' 9 Gotta lne honest 

Krivoj zob Harping on the old ttnng Come on. lets go have 
our tea Bubnov* 


Ah n\y cha ns my non halter 

BCBNOV 

bnrelentiog iron guard 


KKIVOI ZOB Come on Asan* [He goes out singing ) 

I can neither Jo*e nor break them. 

(The Tatar data his fist at the baron then follows hu 
friend out ) 


saTW (toughing and addressing the Baron) On 
honourable honour « seem, yon have been dumped 


again, your 
d tch ITm 
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an educated gentleman and dont kno v how to dip a card up jour 
sleeve* 

baron (shrugging Am shoulders) How the devil it ever b3p 
pened * 

actor No talent No fa th in yourself Without that — 
nothing Failure 

MEDVEDEV 1 ve got one King but youve got t o already 
H m m 

BUBNOV One King vill do if you think it through Tour move 
KLESIICH Youve lost already Abram Ivanich* 
heovedEV Keep out of tl is do you hear 9 Shut up’ 

SATIN Winnings — lift) -three kopecks’ 

ACTOR Three of tl em go to me But v hat do I v ant will 
three kopecks 9 

luka (entering from the kitchen) Well now jouve cleaned up 
the Tatar I suppose you 11 be going out for some vodka 9 
BAROV Come along with us* 

SATIN I d like to see what you re like when you re drunk 

LUKA No better than when 1 m sober 

actor Come on old man I II recite you some verses 

LUKA What s that 9 

actor Poetry 

LUKA Poetry 9 WTiat do I want with poetry? 

ACTOR It can he — amusing But al o — sad 

svnv Well poet are you com ng 9 

( Goes out tilth the baron ) 

actor Coming 111 catch up v th you* Listen to this old 
man It s from some poem I can t remember the beginning 
Can t remember * ( Rubs hu forehead ) 

BUBVOV Here goes )our King* Tour move* 

Medvedev I shouldn t have moved there damn it all 1 
actor Formerly when my orgam«m was not yet poisoned with 
alcohol I had a good memory old man But now brother — every 
th ng s o\ er for me now I always brought down the house with those 
lines— tremendous applau«e And you don t know what applause 
means my friend App!an«e 19 like vodka 1 I u»ed to come out 
and stand 1 ke th s (strikes a pose ) I d stand like this and (Ae is 
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*lenl Can i remember a »ord n t a nord \l* f« on rile poem 
Thais pretty bad nil it old man-' 

lira Nothing ter* good about it I should «a> once its your 
fatoonte jouve forgotten All jour «oul goes into your favourite 
urron I ve drunk up my «ou! old man I m ruined fnend. 
And "hv am I ruined’ Because I had no faith in myself I id done 


lAfct That nothing \ou base to tale a cure They cure people 
of dnmkennca nouadaj. vou hear’ Cure them free of charge, 
upened up a Lind of healin* centre so to «peak to cure them for 
nothng Seeing* how the* admit that a drunkard’s abo a human 

“.I: *’ H** " e ' m " ,ad " hen he wants to be cured you 
ju«t go there Co ahead* 

«™- imeduaticely) Where’ Where „ lhl! pi*,. 

« “ ; ™" rll 7 °r «!t'r «h„t do Ihev rail il’ A 

!“ZZ , f ™” “ orIT 1 " “» !•» Die name .11 nfht 

r h Ea, “* “•* c ”> •>« «« «>&*■ 

j“l *" 0 " r !“ ,P W °" ' >!“• I» All err .-.n 

J Hole up f„r „ „a once .id for ,ll> 

■ - ^ £. I r. A "r," ?S,n ^ ’ ° f 

A Prrv> " d o *»J<I»»' if hr *a„L. lo B.d 

“f’l Von-re , little ended, 
old man (Coe, r^"* 1 b " ,or ,h ' P"~™> Coodbre 

ivt| Granddad 

IXKA >* «. dearie’ 

AVTA Talk to me 

UK ' "”■»«„) AU nrtL a chst 

(KLtSHCn IfOteAtf. , , 

fooii « her ^ “'""r Eoe, „er to h„ 

• JO «rt*ing *e fronted to soy ) 


What , 


11 brother 
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KLLbHCl! (under his breath) iSothing 

(Slou ly goes toward the door to the passage, stands before it a 
feiv seco/uls, then suddenly goes out ) 

LUKA (following him with hu eyes) It’s hard for that man of 
yours 

ANNA I can’t be thinking of him now 
llna Did he use to beat you 9 
ANNA Awful It’s because of him I got like this 
BUBNOV My wife bad a lover once The ra'cal played a good 
game of checkers at limes 
Si ED VE dev Hmm 

anna Granddad please tell me something I m feeling so 

bad 

LUKA That's nothing Thais just before you die, m> pigeon It'll 
be all right, dearie You just keep hoping this is how it’ll he — 
>014 11 die now, you see and everything II be quiet and peaceful . 
You won't have to be afraid of nothing any more, nothing at all 
Just he there in peace and quiet She calms everything down death 
does, and she’s kind to us poor mortal* So that’s why they say die 
and lie in peace And tliats the truth, my darling because where can 
a person hope to get peace in this world 9 

(PEPPEL comes 1 n 11 c has had a drink looks dishevelled and is 
in a sullen mood He takes a seat on a bunk by the door and 
remains there silent and motionless ) 

ANNA But there in ihat other world — will we be tortured there 
loo 9 

LUKA There won’t be anything there Nothing at all You just 
believe me Peace and quiet and nothing else They’ll summon you 
before the Lord God and say See Lord, it’s your faithful servant 
Anna who has come 

Medvedev (sternly) How do you know what they'll say there 9 
You’re a fine one, you are 1 

(On hearing MEDVEDEV’S voice, peppel lifts his head and listens ) 
rtncA ff I «a\ it I mu't he knowing it Sergeant 


tt N30 



514 


HAKIM CORKY 


MEDVEDEV (ictth reconciliation ) H m in- Maybe I suppose 
that s your bu»ine s « Even if I m not quite a Sergeant yet 
BUBNOV Double jump 
medvedev You devil I hope you 

LUKA And the Lord God will look at you go gentle and tender 
like, and «ay of course 1 know Arna’ And he 11 «ay You ju«t lead 
our Anna right into Paradise — lhats v hat bell «ay Let her re-t up 
a biL I know what a hard life «he had I know how tired «he 
is Let Anna have peace and quiet now 

4\NA (gasping) Oh granddad Dearest granddad If it would 
only be like that* If only peace and quiet not to feel any 
thing 

LLKA You won t feel anything my pretlv Nothing at all Believe 
me. You miLt die now gladly without any fear Death I m telling 
you is like a mother to little children 

AVNA But maybe maybe 1 11 get well’ 

LUKA (smiling deprecatingly) What for my dear’ Ju t to be tor 
lured again’ 

anna To live just a little ju t a little longer Once you 
say there won t be any «ufTenng there I could bear it here I 
could 

llka There won t be anything there at all Simply 

peppel (getting up) You re right But maybe — you re wrong’ 

anna (startled) Oh Lord’ 

LUKA What a that, my handsome fellow’ 

MEDVEDEV Who s shouting’ 

peppel (going over to him) Me’ What of it’ 

Medvedev No point in your shouting thats what’ A person 
should conduct himself peaceful 

PEPPEL Blockhead’ And their uncle’ Ho-ho’ 

LUKA (to Peppel under kis breath) Stop shouting you hear’ 
The woman s dying You can «ee the earth on her bps already 
Dont interfere* 

peppel Out of re«pect for you granddad You’re a «mart feller 
granddad You lie beautifully Nice to Its en to your fairy tales 
Go ahead and he That* all right- Not many pleasant things to 
listen to in this world’ 

BUBVOV Is It true the lads* dving’ 
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lukv It looks «cnous 

BUBNOV That means the end of her coughing \n unea«y cough 
she hud Double jump 

med\edev Phoob' Tlie devil take you 1 
peppel Abram’ 

Medvedev Vi ho said jou could call roe by my fipt name' 

PEPPEL Abra«hka* Is Natalia «ick 9 
MEDVXDEV What s it to )OU ? 

PEPPEL You better tell me Did Va&silua heal her bad’ 
MEDVEDFV Tints none of your business Its a family affair 
Who arc you to butt in 7 

PFPPEL Whoever I am, >ou II never get another look at Natasha 
If I don t v ant you to' 

MF.OVEDEV (leaving his checkers) What s that you re saying 7 WTio 
ore you talking about 9 If its my n ccc you re thinking of Oof' 
Tou thief you' 

TEPPEL I may be a thief but you haven t caugl I me' 

MEDVEDEV Ju«t wait’ ] 11 catch you all right, and soon’ 
PEPPEL If you catch me it II be to the grief of your dovecot 
here Do you think III keep my mouth closed in court? The wolf 
will bare his fang* They II a«k me Who taught you to steal and 
showed you where 9 Mishka Ko*tyIyov and his wife’ Who handled 
your stolen goods 9 Mi«hka ho tylyov and hu wifel 
Medvedev You re a liar Nobody'll believe youl 
PErrEL They 11 lclieic me becau'c Us the truth 1 And 1 11 drag 
you in too hah’ III ruin all of you you devils’ You II see 1 

Medvedev (frightened) Liar' Too — liar’ What harm have I ever 
done you 9 Tl rowing yourself on me like a mad dog' 

PEPPEL W1 at good have you ever done me 9 
LUka II m m ’ 

Medvedev (to Luka) W I at are you croaking about 9 WTiat busi 
ness is it of yours 9 This is a family affair 

bubnov (to Luka) Keep out of jt Its not for roe and you the 
noo«e is being drawn 

luka (meekly) Of coupe I m just *aying if a person hasn’t done 
another person any good then he's done him bad 

Medvedev (missing the point) Blah' We here we all know each 
other but you — who’re you 9 (With an angry snort he hurries out) 
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ix ka The gentleman is angry Dear) me* Tour affairs here 
brother* are a bit tangled as J see it* 
peppel He e nrn off to tell \ assilisa 

ECBNOV \ou re a fool \assih Showing off how bra re )on 
are' Watch out* Its all right to he brase when )ou go to the 
woods far tm^Hrootns but there s no scn»e in it here They 11 
snap off )our head in an imtanL 

feppel Oh no they "ont 1 Nobody's taking a fellow from Taro- 
slasl with his bare hand*' If Us a fight they want, they 11 get 
«» 

luka But reall) now don t you think >ou d do well to clear 
out o( here lad 9 

PEPPEL Where to 7 Come on tell me where 
IX' K a ^ell now Siberia for instance. 

PETPEL Tou don t say* No thanks I II wait to get sent to Siberia 
free of charge 

ix ka Tou h«t*n to ire and go out there. Out there you 11 
find the right path to follow They need people hte )ou ou' 
there 

peppel My path has been laid out for me already My father 
sat in jail all his life and ordered me to do the same E\er *ince I 
was a kid 1 ve been called a thief the son of a ihief 

luka It « a fine place Siberia A golden country Once a person 
is strong and has a good head on his shoulder? he 11 feel as much 
at home there as a cucumber in a hothou e. 

peppel Why do )ou keep on lying old man 7 
LUKA Eh 7 

PEPPEL Cone deaf What do you he for I «ay 7 
ITKA* And what that I «ay i* a lie do you think 7 
peppel Everything There it s good, here it s good A pack 
of lies What for 7 

LUKA Now you just believe me and go out there and see for 
your«e f You 11 sa) thank you Why should you hang around here 7 
And why should you he «o anxious about the truth 7 Ju«t think now — 
the truth rtay turn out to he an axe on your neck. 

peppel Its all the same to me. If if* an axe, so it s an axe 
luka Fooh*h lad There s ho sen®e in going and killing your 
*e!f off 
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BU8101 What’re the two of jou quibbling about 5 What sort 
of truth ore jou after, Vasia 9 And what for 9 Don t you know it well 
enough for yourself 9 Everybody knows it 

PEPPEL Quit j our croaking Let him tell me Listen old man — 
» there a God 9 

( LULA smiles but says nothing ) 

DUBNOA People go on living like chips of wood on the rn 
« Build themscHes a house but the chips float off 
peppel Well is there 9 Speak up 

LUKA (quietly) There is »f >ou belieie it there i«n t if jou 
don t. Whatever jou ielieve in tbats what there i« 

{PEPPEL stares at the old man in silent uonder ) 

BUBnoa I m going for my lea Anyone coming along to the 
inn 9 

LUKA (to Peppel ) What are jou faring at 9 
peppel Nothing Listen jou mean 

BUBNOV Then 1 11 go alone ( Goes to the door and is met by 
f'assilisa ) 

peppel In other words jou 
vassilisa (to Bubnov) Is Nastya in 9 
bubnov No ( Goes out ) 

TErPEL Humph 1 She came 

VASStLlSA (going over to Anna) Still alnc 9 

LUKA Don l d slurb her 

vassilisa What are jou hanging around here for 9 
llka I can leaie if necessary 

vassilisa (going to tie door to Peppers room ) Vassih I have 
some business to speak to jou about 

(LUKA goes to the door into the passage opens it and slams it 
shut Then he carefully climbs from one of the bunls up onto 
the stove ) 

vassilisa (from Pepper* room) Yas'ili come here* 
peppel No I won’t I don’t want to 
Vassilisa If m Whats up 9 What are jou fore about 9 
PFPPEl ! m fed up I m «iek nf all thi? bn ' hi pm 
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v Assam Sick of me too 7 
peppel \es, you too 

(VASSIU5A pulls her skaurl tight pressing her hands to her 
breast She goes over to av*v’« bed carefully glances through 
the curtains and returns to peppel.) 

PEPPEL Wei! «ay what you want to 
\ASSiUat Whats there to say 7 1 cant force you to love me 
And besides its not tny nature to go begging Thanks for telling 
the truth. 

peppel What truth 7 

YAS..11.IS v That you re sick of me. Or maybe thats not the 
truth 7 

{peppel looks at her in silence) 

yasmlisv feoing up to hmi What arc vou looking at 7 Don t 
you recogn re me 7 

peppel uith a s gh) Toure too damn good looking Vassi 
lisa ( She puls her hand on his shoulder but he shrugs it off ) 

but yoj never had ray heart. 1 lived with you and all the rest 
and s ill I never liked you 

V assiusa ( under her breath) So thats it' Well 
peppel Well and there s noth ng for you and me to talk about* 
Nothing at all Get away from me 1 
YASSiUSA Fallen for somebody el e 7 

PEPPEL Whats n to you 7 If I had I wouldn t a*k you to help 
me get her 

YASSiUsv {significantly) Too bad Maybe — I could help you 

get her 

PEPPEL ( suspiciously ) Get who 7 

YA5SILI5A \ou know Why pretend 7 \ a ■= li lm teed to 
talking 'trai'dit. { Loitering her voice ) I wont deny it — youve 
offended roe Like !a«h ng a whip at me for no good re3.on and no 
pnrpo*e Said you loved me and then all of a •ridden 

peppel Not all of a sudden It’s been for a long time. ^ ou 

have no heart, woman A woman ought to have a heart Us men’re 
beasts and you ve got to youve got to teach ns What did 
»oo teach me 7 
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v ASsiLisA Let bygones be bygones. I know a persons not free 
in him«elf If you don't love me any more all right. That’s 

how a U be 

peppel So now Us all over between us 9 And we part peaceable, 
without any scenes Thats good 

vassiusa Oh no* ait a minute’ bou mu'tn t forget tliat 
while I was 1 ving with you I tliought you d 1 elp me throw this yoke 
off my neck I thought you d help me get aw iy from my hu bin 1 
my uncle from all this life And maybe it wasnt you I loved «o 
much as this hope this idea of mine Understand 7 I wa3 waiting 
for you to p ill me out of it all 

peppel \ou re no nail I m no pliere I mv-cH thou"! t that 
since you v ere so smart — you are «mart you re a clever one. 

tASSlUSt (bending close to him) \as«i!i come oi le « help 
each other 

PEPPEL How 7 

% ASSILISA ( under her breath but energetically) My sister I 
know you like her 

PEPPEL And thats why you beat her like that 7 bou watch out, 
Vassili a! Keep your hands off her* 

VASS1US\ Wait a minute. Dont flare up We can arrange every 
thing quietly, without getting mad How would you like — 
to marry her 7 Id give you money bes des — there hundred rubles Ii 
I get more you can have that too 

PEPPEL ( mot mg away ) How s that 7 TC by would you do that 7 
V ASSIL1S i Help me get rid of my husband Take that noo«e off 
my neck 

PEPPEL ( uhistling softly) So thats ltl Oho’ Smart of you all 
right’ Your husband in his crave your lover in jail and you 
y our-elf 

v vssius v Va«ih’ Win in jail 7 Dont do it your«elf — get some 
body el-e to do it And even if you did it your«elf who’d know! 
ISma 1 *! a think it over boull have money go away some* 
where I H be free forever As for my sister — it 11 be good for 
her to get away from me It’s hard for me to «ee her sll the time 
She makes me sore because of you and I can’t stop myself I 
torture her I beat her I beat beT until it makes even me cry 
lo «ec her But I beat her ju«t the «ame and 1 11 keep on beat in" her 
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peppel You’re a brute. And boasting ol your brutality 
vvssiusv Not boasting Ju*t telling the truth- Think of it, 
\a«ih twice they threw you in jail on account of that husband 

of mine On account of his greediness He 'ucks my blood 
like a leech — been sucking it for four years What kind of a husband 
is he 9 And he keeps squeezing Nala«ha out, nagging her calling her 
a be^ar Hes poison for everybody 
peppel You re a sly one 

\AS«IUSV Everythin"’® clear \ou’d have to be a fool not to 
understand what Im after 

(KOSTiLTOV enters quietly and comes creeping forward) 
peppel {to Vasstlua ) Get out' 

V ASStUSA Think it over (Catches sight of husband ) What do you 
Kant 9 Come for me 9 

i peppel starts up and stares wildly at KOSTYLYov ) 

kostylyov It & me Me 1 You two here alone 1 H’m m. 
Having a talk 9 (Suddenly he starts stamping fas feel and screeching ) 
Confound you \a^ llisa 1 'ion beggar you 1 {He is frightened by 
the fro en silence with which this is tecaved ) Oh Lord forgive me 
Leading me into am again kassilisa 1 Here I am searching for 
you everywhere {Screeching agair ) Time to go to bed 1 Forgot 
to fill the icon lamp again, damn you 1 You pig 1 You beg 
gar 1 {He shakes a trembling finger at her Vasstlua slowly goes 
over to the door of the passage watching Peppel intently ) 

PEPPEL (to kostylyoi) Get out of here* Clear out’ 
Kdsttltoy (shouting) 1 m the boss around here 1 Get out your«elf, 
>ou thief 1 

PEPPEL (m a strained voice) Clear out I m telhu" you 
Mishka 

KOSTYLYOY Dont you dare 1 111 «how you* 1 11 

(peppel takes him by the collar and starts shaking him Sudden 
ly a great moving about is heard on top of the stove, and some 
body yawns uuha prolonged wail PEPPEL lets go of KOSTYLYOY 
trkc ran • with a cry into the passage J 
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PEPPEL (jumping up onto the bunk by the afore) Who’s that? 
Who’s on the stose 9 

LUKi (poking out his head) Eh 9 
PEPPEL Toul 

luka Me Me my*elf Oh dear Lord in heaien* 

PEPPEi (shuts the door into the passage and looks around for the 
bar tihich secures it, but does not find it) The devil* Climb down 
old man* 

luka Ri ighl away* Coming down* 

PEPPEL (roughly) Wh\ did you crawl up on the stove 9 
LLka And where «hou!d I haie crawled to 9 
PEPPEL kou went into the pa*sage 
LLKA That’s a cold place for an old man like me 
PEPPEL Did you hear anything 9 

luka Indeed I did And could I not haxe heard 9 Or perhaps you 
think 1 m a deaf one 9 Ah lad, luck comes your way kou're s 
lucky one 

PEPPEL (suspiciously) Why lucky? 

LUKA Lucky that I crawled up on that stove 
PEPPEL Ah What made vou atari all that nolv: 9 
LUKA Dcgan getting too hot for me, that’s what And you 
can say thank you for lhaL That lad there thinks I can lie for 
getting himself now can be squwzng the breath out of that old 
one *** j 

rrrPEL II m. I could ha»e for sure The loathe- 
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TEPPEL I don l know whether I should say thank you or whether 

>0U li°ka Don’t «ay any thing You’ll not find better words than those 
I ve spoken Lt*len to ». e— the lady that you’re liking here you just 
take her under the arm, nght about face and forward march* Get 
away from here* . As far as jou can go* 

FCPPEL (sullenly ) If you could only figure people out— who 
are the good ones and who are the bad ones Its loo much for 

tnu What s so difficult about it’ A persona not always the 
«aroe It all depends on how h« heart a tuned Today be’a good 
tomorrow bes bad But if that g tl has a teal gtip on your 

«oal then I>e off with her and make an end of it. Or else 

be off alone Yon re young yet Plenty of time to catch a 
woman. 

PEPPEL (taking him by the shoulders) Tell me the truth Why 
are you saying all this’ 

ix'ka Wait a nunute Let me go 1 11 just have a look at Anna 
here. c he was breathing so hard just now {He goes over to 
Annas bed opens the curtains, looks in, then feels her hand Peppel 
watches him thoughtfully obviously disturbed ) Have mercy Oh Lordl 
Mercifully receive the soul of your servant Anna. 

peppel ( under hu breath) Dead’ ( He strains foncard and 
looks at the bed without going over ) 

LUKA ( softly ) hs over now her torture Where s that man 
of her* 7 

PEPPEL In the pub I suppose 
Llka We mu't be telling him 
PEPPEL ( shuddering ) I hate corpses 

llka (going to the door) Whats there to like about them? 

Its- the live ones we should like The live ones 
peppel 1 11 go with you too • 
luka Afraid’ 

peppel Unpleasant ( He humes cut The stage is empty and 
silent Dull incomprehensible sounds come from beyond the door into 
the passage Finally the Actor enters ) 

actor (he does not close the door but stands on the threshold 
leaning against the jamb and shouting) Hey, old man* Where are 
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jou? Now I remember! Listen’ (lie takes two uncertain steps 
foruard strikes a pose, and recites ) 

Gentlemen’ If no path can be found 
To the sacred realms of truth 
Then worship the raving jouth 
Who lures our ejes from the ground 
(NATASHA appears in the dooruay behind the ACTOR ) 
actor Old man' 

If tomorrow the sun declined 
To illumine our earthly nays 
Then tomorrow the world would blare. 

With a thought from a crazed mind 

NATASHA ( laughs ) Pie-eyed The simpleton' 

ACTOR ( turning to her) Ah' Its you 9 Wl eres that old man 9 
That lovely old man? Nobody here it seems Farewell Natasha! 

Fare thee well’ 

natasiia ( entering ) Haven t said hello jet and already it* 
farewell! 

ACTOR ( blocking her path) Im — leaving Going away Tic 
spring will come and I shall be no more 

natasha Let me pass TChcre is it you re going? 
actor To «earch for a citj — to take a cure You too must 
leave Ophelia hie thee to a convent! There exists it seems 
a healing centre for organisms — for drunkards A marvellous place 
for healing Marble Marble floor * 1 Light food and cleanli 
ness All of it free And the marble floors I «hall find it be cured 
and again I am about to be reborn as said the King Lear 
Natasha My stage name is S'erchkov Zav olzhsky but nobody 
knows that Nobody Here I have no name Can you understand 
how that hurts — to lose ones name 9 Even dogs have a name 

(natvsiia ualks carefully around the actor, goes oter to ANNA s 
bed and looks in ) 

ACTOR No name— no man 

NATASHA Look fr end she’s dead 



actor ( shaking his head) II cannot be. 

Natasha (stepping bad) It* the truth. book. 
bubnov (in the doorway) Look at what 9 
Natasha Anna She’s dead. 

bubnov So she s stopped that coughing of hers (Steps over to 
Annas bed, has a look lien goes to his onn place ) Have to tell 
kleshch. That s his business 

actor I II go I II say She s lo't her name 1 (Goes out) 
NATASHA ( from the centre of the room I And me too some 
day like that Driven down into some basement down trod 

den 

BUBNOV ( spreading out some old rags on the planks oj his bunk) 
What’s that 9 What re you muttering about 9 
natasiia Just thinking to my«elf 

BUBNOV ailing for \aska 9 Watch out’ You 11 break your neck 
on that Yaska 

NATASHA Does it make any difference "hat I break it on 9 Let 
it be him He s probably better than anybody else 
bubnov (lying down ) Thais your bu«iness 
NATASHA Its a good thing of course her dying But a pity 
Heavens' What does a person live for? 

bubnov Everybody the same get bom live die 1 11 die and 
you Why have pity 9 (Enter Luka the Tatar , Envoi Zob and 
Kleshch Kleshch is the last He walf-s slowly and all stooped over ) 
NATASHA Shhh’ Anna 

kriaoi zob Weve beard May she re«t in peace, now she’s 
dead 

TATAR (to Kleshch) Have to haul her out Have to haul her into 
passage Can l have dead people here Live people sleep here 
KLESHCH (in a quiet lone) We*H haul her out. 

(All go over to the bed KLESHCTT looks at hu wife over the 
shoulders of the others ) 

krivoi zob (to the Tatar) You think «hell smell 9 Nothing to 
«mell She dried up while she was ‘till alive 

Natasha Cood Lord you might at least pity her’ You’d 
think one of you *ou!d have at !ea«t a word of pity I A fine fot you 
are’ 
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ixra Don l I* oflrailed done Nerer mind How can we be 
expected to pit) the dead’ Vie don t p ty the living We don t even 
pfy ourselves and you apeak about the dead 1 

BCHNOr (yauning) Anl besides you cant *care death off with 
word* , Sickness )ou can but not death 
TATAR (moling nutty) Call the police 

KRltot ZOn Tlie police lor sure Kleshch 1 Hare )ou notified the 
police’ 

KLESitcit No Thc> II make me bur) her and I re on)) got 
forty kopecks 

Kttnot zoo In that ca*e 1 or row something tte can take up 
a collection — five kopecks — winterer )ou re able I m burn up and 
notif) the police or they 11 be thinking )ou Idled her or something 
(Gets ready to he doun along ide of the TATAR ) 

NATASHA (going oter to Bubnov) Now 1 H dream about her 
1 alwnjs dream about dead people 1 m afraid to go home alone 
It a dark out there in the passage 

LUKA ( foliating her) Its the bring ones )ou hare to be afraid 
of lake my word for it 

Natasha You take me out granddad 

jUkA Come along come along III tale jou (They go out 
Pause ) 

KRUOI zoo 0 ho ho* A«an’ Soon it II be *pring friend 1 Then 
well hare a i arm bring Already the muzhiks in the rilla"e are 
mending their ploughs and their harrows Celling read) to turn the 
soil H *n And u«’ Eh A»an’ ‘'noting already the damn Moham 
raedan 

CtPNor Tatars are good ones for sleeping 

kur*l!C!t (standing in the mtddle of the lodging and stanng dully 
before him) What shall I do now’ 
kbit oi zon Go to sleep that s wl at 

KLf-SHCH (softly) And wlat about her’ (Nobody answers 
him Enter Satin and the Actor ) 

ACTOR (shouting) Old man' Come 1 ere my loyal Kent 1 
MBS \WJjdcbn.\likJl«. «. c/wnog, 1 Hah 1 
ACTOR Resolved and concluded* Old man 1 Where** that erty’ 
Where are you’ 



«ATE* Fata Morgana* The old fellow led to you There* 
nothing like that- No city No people Nothing et all! 
actor Lai' 

TATAR (jumping off fus bedj Where s bo^s 9 I go for bo«s No 
can’t «Ieep no take inorey Dead people Drunks (Quickly 
goes out Satin uhistles after him ) 

BUBSOV (sleepily \ Go to bed fellows Sop your noi c e Sup 
posed to sleep a! night. 

Actor Ah’ Here 1 e* a corpse' “Our fi'hing nets Have caught 
a corp*e' ” Poetry Beranger* 

SATE? (shouting) A corpse bears nothing' A corpse feels noth 
Wig* So shout and yell' A corp«e hear* nothing' 

(luka appears in the doorway ) 



Act III 


( A back yard Uttered with rvlbish and otergrotin tilth ureds 
A high brick fire wall upstage cuts ofj a ueic of the sky Along 
the wall grow elder bushes. On the right rises the dark uall of 
some sort of log building — perhaps a shed or : table. To the left 
stands KOSTYlTO\s' house uilh the lodging in the basement 
It is grey and ranishaeklcd uilh the stucco falling off. It stands at 
an angle, so that the far corner reaches almost to upstage centre, 
leaving only a narrate passage betueen the brick ua'l and the 
house. There are two tundous in the house , one a basement um* 
dow downstage, the other about six feet higher and upstage 
Along the wall of the house lies a log some 12 feet long and an 
old wooden sledge which u overturned. Old boards and beams 
form a pile of wood near the building on the right. Day is draw- 
ing to a close and the rays of the setting tun illuminate the bncl 
trail u ah a red glow It is early spring; the snow has only 
recently melted and the black branches of the elder bushes are as 
yet without buds. On the log sit NATASHA and \ ASTj A, 
on the sledge LUKA and the BARON, K L L 5 11 C it » 
lying on the pile of wood to the right. B U B N O \ face is 
seen <u the basement tanrfoic) 

nastya (closing her eyes and nodding her head in rhythm to 
the singsong chanting of her tale): So he comes at night to the 
garden, to the summer house, like we planned . . and Fie been 
waiting so long Fm all ntrembfe with fear and with *orrow And he’s 
all atrcmble. and white as a sheet, and In hi« hand he holds an ini oh 
TK. . . . 

Natasha (chewing sunflower seeds): You see! It roust be true 
what they say about students being desperate. . . . 

usiSTIN J»f/& fet Va Tat yr t. iw&J. fnt » 

love. . . . 

BUDSOV- Hfr-ho! Precious 9 
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bvron Shut up 1 If you dont like it you don l base to It ten, 
but dont interfere with her lying hext' 

NASTYA My precious, he *ay«, ray beloved' My parents, he says, 
will never give their consent I should marry you and threaten 
to lay their cur«e on me forever for raj loving you And for that 
reason, be says, I ran t lake ray own hie. And there he has that 
big involrer loaded with all those bullets Farewell be £3ys, 
beloved of my heart There’s no changing my mind. I can’t go 
on living without yon' And 1 *ay» to him Oh m\ adored friend 
my Raoul' 

EEESOV (in ana email ) What 9 How’s that’ Growl 9 
baron (roaring) You’ve forgotten, Nastka' Last time he was 
Gaston' 

nastya {jumping up) Shut up you scum' Toa homeless pups' 
As though you cojld understand love' True love But me — I ve known 
it— true love' (To the Baron ) \ on’re a nobody' A man with an 
edi cation Claim you u«ed to drink coffee in bed' 

LCkA \taaait a minute' Dont go interfering now' Let her go 
on. It un t the words that coant, but what’s behind them — that’s 
the thing Go on, my girl Don t you mind 

BUBNOV A crow in peacock’s fealh-r« Well Iei’« hear the 
rest. 

BATON hi ext 9 

NATASHA Don t listen to them Who are they 9 They re only 
jealous because there < noth ng to tell about themselve* 

nastya ( Hiring doicn azam) I don’t want to go on I wont 
tell you any more. Once they don t believe me and laugh at me 
(Suddenly she stops , u silenl a minute, and then closing her eyes 
ogam, continues m a loud impassioned toice, healing lime tciih her 
hand and seeming to be listening to distant music) And I say to him 
joy of my life' Sun of my «onl* Neither can I go on Imng in thi« 
world wilboD* you bcc3a e e } lore you with all my soul and 
will go on loving yon as long 8s the heart beats in this brass. But 
dont ertd vour life, which vour de3r parents need so bad, 
since you re all the jot thev have. Throw me over' Be*ter 
ray life should b<* mined with pining for you my b* loved' Fm all 
alone I’m— that kind Better for me to be rained. It’s all the same' 

1 m not worth anything There * nothin* left for me 
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Nothing left I, She covers her face tcuh her hands and t txeps 
silently ) 

VATASrU (turning cacay and speaking under her breath) Don t 
cry Y ou mustn I 

(LLKA smiles and strokes nastta S head ) 

BUB.NOV ( laughing ) IIo there s a baby for jou eh > 

BAROV (also laughing) You think that* the truth granddad 9 
That* all out of that book Fatal Love ” A lot of nonsense Let 
her alone* 

NATASHA What a it to you’ Better keep jour mouth shut, once 
the Lord saw fit to make you what you are 

Nastya ( furiously ) You lost aouP You nobody* Where* jonr 
heart’ 

LUKA (taking A'cjlya by the hand) Well go away from here 
dearie. Dont let it bother you You re the one that a right not them 
I know Happen you bel eve you had that true love then surely 
you had it Of cour«e you did* But dont get angry with the fellow 
you live with Maybe its jealousy makes him laugh Maybe 
he never knew that true kind! Maybe he never knew any kind at 
all Come away 

NASTTA (pressing her hands to her breast) Believe me granddad* 

I awear it was like that’ Everything lud He was a «tudent 
a Frenchman They called him Gaston He bad a black beard 
and wore patent leather boots. Strike me dead this minute if its 
not the truth And how he loved me! How he loved me’ 

Luka I know Don t you worry I he! eve patent leather hoots, 
you say’ Dear dear dear* And you loved him too’ (They disappear 
around the corner ) 

SUIOY A stupid wench* Got a good heart, hut impossibly 
stupid 

BUBNOV What does a per on want to he like that for’ And awear 
ing its the truth like in court 

NATASHA Because it s more pleasant to lie than to tell the truth 
Me too 

baron You too’ Next’ 

natasha I keep dreaming and dreaming And waiting 

BAROV For what’ 


St-630 
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NITA5HA. { smiling m some embarrassment) I don t know Ju t 
lh nkiog that tomorrow somebody will come somebody — 

special Or el«e ■omethmg will happen ALo something — 
special And I keep waling Aiwa ) 9 wait ng But when you 
come to th nk of it what could happen 9 
[Pause.) 

baron (with a 1 cry smile) There s nothing to 1 ait for' Me 
for example Im not waiting for anyth ng Eierythmgs over 
Passed Finished hex! 9 

Natasha Or else I unag ne that tomorrow Hide all of a 
sudden And then ever)lhing goes cold in_ide me Summers a 
good lime to imagine yon J1 die, because of the thunder torms you 
could always get struck by I ghtmng 

baron Yours is a poor sort of life and it all the fault of that 
sister of yours — a devilish temper Jie s got 

Natasha Who s got a good sort of life 9 Everybody has t bad 
Don t I «ee it 9 

KLESHCH (unt l now he hod been lying motionless and apparently 
detached but at these uords he springs up) Everybody 9 Thats a 1 e* 
Not everybody If it was everybody then it wouldn t he so bad 
Then you wouldn t mind. 

bdbnov What devil a forked you this time 9 Yelping like that! 
(kleshch lies down again, muttering to himself ) 

BARON Better go make my peace with Naatka If I don t, she 21 
hold out on the drink money 

bubnov fTmm. How people love to lie' Na-t)a now you 
can understand her She s used to painting up her mug so «he thinks 
the can do the same to her soul. Rouge up her soul But 
what do the others want to 1 e for 9 That Luka, for instance. Keeps 
on lying w ihout getting anything out of it and him an old 
man. What does he want to do it for 9 

baron (icith a snort as he goes out) They ve all got grey little 
«oul* They’ d all bke to rouge them upabt 

LUKA ( entering from around the comer) Why did you go and 
upset the girl your lordship? Let her cry and have her fun If 
it gives her pleasure to let the tears flow what harm does it do you 9 
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BAKon She s stupid old man Gets on your nerves Today it • 
Raoul, tomorrow Gaston but always one end the same. But I 
better be going and making my peace with her just the same 
(Goes out ) 

LUKA Go ahead Be nice and gentle with her It never does 
any harm to be gentle with a person 

NATASHA You ve got a good heart granddad hat makes you 
so kind 9 

LUKA Kind you say 9 Very well if lhats the way you see it 
(The sojl music of an accordion and singing comes from beyond the 
bnck wall ) Somebody has to be kind in this world \ou have to 
have sympathy for people Christ loved everybody and told us to do 
the same And I can tell you truly that many a time you can «ave 
a person by pitying him in time Like for instance that time I was 
a watchman on a country estate belonging to «ome engineer near the 
Tomsk city This e«tate now, stood in the middle of the woods Well 
then winter it was and me all atone on the estate splendid 
I can tell you 1 But one day I hear noises — somebody breaking ml 

NATASHA Thieves 9 

LUKA Thieves they were Breaking in I pick Up my gun and 
go out. There tbey are, two of them opening a window and 
so busy at a that they dont notice me I yell at them Hey you! 

Get out of here T So they turn on me with an axe. I warn 
them If you don’t keep back, 1 11 shoot’ And I keep pointing my 
gun first at one then at the other Down they go on their knees, 
begging me to let them go so to speak But me I in mad by then 
on account of the axe and I says to them I chased you away you 
pixies but you wouldn t go So now says I one of you go cut 
a good switch off these hushes They bring the switch Now says I 
one of you get down and the other give him a thrashing And that’s 
how according to my orders they flogged each other And when the 
flogging was over they say to me Granddad they say give us 
something to eat for the love of Christ We v e been traipsing around 
on empty bellies So there s your thieves for you my dear’ 

( Laughs ) There’s your axe for you’ And both of them fine 

chap 3 at heart I says to them ftow why couldn’t you have come 
like that and ju't a«ked me for something to eat right at the start 9 j 
We’re «ick and tired of asking they say You keep asking and asking 
T4* 
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uid nobody gives you anything Alter that they kept on living 
with me for the whole winter One of them, Stepan by name used to 
take the gun and be gone in the woods all day long The other Yakov 
they called him, was «ick all the tune Kept coughing All three of 
us kept watch over that estate Then when the spring came they said 
Farewell granddad. And off they went heading for Russia 
YATA5HA Were they — escaped convicts 7 

IX ka Thais what they were Escaped convicts Escaped from 
the place where they were deported Fire chaps they were 1 . If 
I hadn t pitied them now, happen they would base killed me or 
done something el«e like that and (hen it would have meant a trial 
and jail and Siberia What for 7 A jail can l teach a person whats 
right and Siberia can t teach a person what a right hut a man 
he can teach you and very easy at that 
(Pause ) 

bubnoy Hum Take me, now Im no good at lying Why 
lie? The way I «ee it, go ahead and blurb the whole truth. Whats 
there to he afraid of 7 

KLESHCn (suddenly jumping up again as though he had been 
burned and crying out) The truth 7 What truth 7 (Tearing at the 
rags which cover him.) Heres the truth' No work. No strength 
That’s the truth' No shelter' Not even a place to *eek cover' 
Nothing left bin to die like a dog there s your truth for you 
the old devil' What do I want with your truth 7 All I wants a chance 
to take a breath to take a living breath' What wrong have I 
done? What do I want yonr tru h for 7 I want a chance to live 
god damn it' They don t let you live and there s your truth! 
BUBNOV Juat see how the fellow’s touched' 

LUKA Mother of God' But listen, my friend You 
KLESQCll (trembling icith agitation ) You here all babbling about 
the truth* "kou old man trying to comfort everybody' Let me 
tell you that I hate everybody! And that’s the truth may it be cursed 
and damned foreTer' Do you understand 7 II s high time you under 
stood' May it be damned to hell your truth' (Runs around the corner 
of the house, looking back and shouting ) 

LUKA Dear dear dear' How up*et the fellow 
he run to 7 


is' Where has- 



LOWER DEPTHS 


a 33 


natasjia Gone off his nut 

BUBNOV Not had! As good as play acting It happens that way 
sometimes. He hasn’t got used to life jet 

PEppel (entering ilouly from behind the home) Peace to you, 
honest company! Well Luka you sly old for, still telling jour fairy 
tales’ 

LUKA You should have heard how that man went off here just 
nowl 

pepped Who Klesheh 7 What* wrong with him’ I met him 
tunning away as if the devil v os after him 

LUKA Anybody d run away if he d had his heart touched like 

that 

PEPPEL (sitting down) i dont like the fellow Too mean and 
proud ( Imitating klesheh ) * I m — a workingman 1 * As though every 
body else was worse than him Go ahead and work 1 ! you like it 
but why he *o proud of jour«elf? If a persons worth depended on 
the amount of work he d d then a horse would be better than any 
human goes on hauling day in and day out without a word Nat a 
sha! Your folks at home 7 

NATASHA They ve gone to the cemetery then they planned to 
go to vespers 

peppel I was wondering why you wctc feeling so free 

LUKA (turning thoughtfully to Bubnov) The truth you say? 

The truth docn t always help what’s wrong with a person You 
can t always cure a soul with the truth Once, lor instance there 
was a case like this a certain man I knew believed in a true-righteous 
land 

Bubnov In a what? 

LUKA In a true righteous land There should be says he a true- 
righteous land in this world And that land thinks he, must be 
ii habited by special people — good people people who honour each 
other and who in every 1 ttle thing help each other and everything 
in that land mu«t be wonderfully fine And that man kept planning to 
go and search for the true righteous land He was poor had a hard 
life and when things became so bad you’d think there was nothing 
left to do but lie down and d e, he wouldn’t give up bat would only 
smile to himself and say That s all right I can bear it I’ll wait just 
a little longer and them 1 11 quit ll is life and go lo the true righteous 



land That was his only joy m life — his faith in the true-righteous 
land. 

peppel Well did he ever get there 7 
BUBNOV Where 7 Ho ho* 

LUKA And then to the village where he hied — thi«- all happened 
in Siberia — they exiled a very learned roan with all his books 
and charts and all «orts of things being as he was a man of learning 
And this poor man «aja to the roan of learning he says be so kind 
as to tell roe where this true righteous land lies and how to get there 
Right then and there the learned one gets out hi books and opens 
up his charts and looks and looks hut nowhere can he find that true- 
righteous land Everything is in its place all the lands are on the 
charts hut the true rigl teous land is nowhere to be found! 

peppel (us a subdued totce) You don t «ay’ Nowhere to be 
found 7 

(BUBNOV laughs ) 

Natasha Stop jour laughing Go on granddad 
llka The roan cant beliese it It must be somewhere 6ays 
he Take a better look becau e if there’s no true-righteous land 
then all jour cl arts and books are of no account The learned 
one doesn’t like this at all My charts says le, are the very best 
but there just am t no «uch place as your true righteous land Then 
the poor man gets mad W1 at s that, says he 7 Here I ve gone on 
living and living and bearing it all because I was sure there wa« such 
a place and now according to the charts it turns out that there ain’t 
no such place’ A swindle lhats what it is' And he says to the learned 
one And you you wretch says he it’s a ra*cal you are and not 
a learned one’ And he gives him a whack over the ear — bang 1 
Then another one — bang’ ( After a moments pause ) And after that 
he goes home and hang-' bimself 

[Everyone i s si lent LUKA smiling glances at peppel and 
NATASHA.) 

peppel ( under his breath) The hell you say’ Not a very 
pleasant story’ 

Natasha Couldn t stand being fooled 

BUBNOV [Sullenly) Nothing but fa ry tales 
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peppel II m So there d dn’t tnm oat to be any true-right 
co us land! . 

NATASHA It’s a pity about the man 

BUBNOV AH made up 1 Ho-ho! True- righteous land' All out 
of h 3 head! Ho ho! (Disappears from the window ) 

LUKA (nodding totcard Bubnois window) Laughing he is 1 Dear 
dear dear! (Paine ) Well friends a good living to you' Soon 
1 )1 be leaving 

peppel Where you going now’ 

LLKA To the Ukraine I heard as how they >e opened up a 
new faith there and 1 mu«t have a look. People keep wanting and 
•eeking something better May the Lord gne them patience 1 
rEPPEL Do you think they II ever find it 9 
LUKA Surprising what people can do! They 11 find it all right 
He who seeks, finds He who wants something bad enough, 
gels it* 

NATAMlA Oh if (hey d only find something 1 If they could 
only think up something better! 

LUKA They If think it up Only wc have to help them my dear 
Have to respect them. 

Natasha How can I help them’ I need help myself. 

PEPPEL ( determinedly ) Agatn Ira going to speak to you 
again Natasha Here In front of him He knows every 
thing Come away — with me 

natasha Where to’ From jail to jail’ 

peppel I told you I d gire up stealing. I swear to heaven l U give 
it up And once Ive said it. III do it I know how to read and 
vvnte 1 11 work He *ays we ought to go to Siberia of our own 
free will Shall we go? You think I don t hate this life’ Oh 
Natasha I understand I see it all I keep kidding myself by say 
mg that people who are called hone‘t «teal a lot more than I do 
But it doesn’t help That a not w hat I want I don t regret anything 
I Jdon t believe in a guilty conscience But deep down inside of 
me I feel one thing this is no way to live You have to live better 
You have to live so’s to respect your elf 

luka That’s the thing my lad 1 May the Lord help you May 
Christ si dw Ins mercy That s the thing a man has to respect I lm 
self 
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peppel From my earliest years I ve been a thief Everybody 
always called me \aska the thief Vaska the son of a thief Aha! So 
thats how it is’ All right then here I am — a thief’ Understand 9 
Maybe it was just for spite I became a lh ef Maybe 1 m a thief just 
because nobody ever thought of calling me anything el«e You 
call me something else Natasha, wont you? 

natasha (sadly) Somehow I don t believe what anybody 
«a)a And I m uneasy today My heart keeps jumping as if 1 
was expecting something to happen You «houldn’t have started talking 
this way today Vassili 

peppel When else 9 This isn t the first time I ve «aid it 
NATASnA Why should I go with you 9 As for loving you — I cant 
say I love you so much Sometimes 1 like you and then again 
I just can t stand the * gbt of you I guess I don t love you 
When you lov e a person you can t 6ee the bad in him but I see 
it in you 

peppel Don t be afraid You II come to love me 1 11 teach you 
lo Jove me You just say the word I »e had my eye on you for 
more than a year now and I «ee what a good and serious g rl 
you are a person to be dejiended on I love you a lot, 
Natasha 

(VASSILISA appears m the window m all her finery and stands 
listening half hidden by the window frame ) 
natasha Fallen in love with me — and what about my si'ter’ 
PEPPEL (embarrassed) Well what about her’ There are lots 
like her 

luka Don t you thmk about that my dear When there s no bread, 
a person 11 eat grass 

PEPPEL (moodily) Have a 1 ttle pity on me This is no life 
A dog s life with no joy in it Like m a bog when everything 
you grab at gives way becau«e it s all rotten That sister of yours — 

I thought «he was d fferent. If she hadn t been so greedy for money 
1 d have done anything f or her sake If she d only been all m ne 
But she wanted something else She wanted money and she 
™ Ki ™ ”«? Her own w. r so, she could I.ve wanton. 
She couldn t help me any But you— you re Idee a young fir tree 
that bends but holds 
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LUKA And I say to you marry him my girl Hes not a had 
fellow You ju't keep reminding him that he s a good one «o he don t 
forget Hell believe you You ju«t keep saying to him Va«sih 
you’re a good man Don t forget to say that’ And think well, now — 
where el*e can you go 9 That si«ter of yours is a mean beasty And as 
for her hu«band — the old man is worse than any words and so is 
this whole life here Where el«e can you go 9 And this is a strong 

w 

natasiia There’s nowhere to go I know I ve thought 
about it Only — I don t believe anybody And there s nowhere for 
me to go 

PEPPEL There s one road but I m not letting you take it Id 
rather kill you 

NATASHA (smiling) I m not your wife yet but here y ou are ready 
to kill me already 

PEPPEL (taking her m his arms ) Forget it, Natasha* Thats how 
Us got to be 

NATASHA ( pressing toward iim) I must tell you one thing Vassili 
and I swear it before God The first Ume you lift your hand 
against me or m some other way do me wrong 1 11 not spare 
my'elf Either 1 11 kill myrelf or 

PEPPEL May my hand wither and drop off if ever I lift U against 
you* 

LUKA Don t worry deary he needs you worse than you need 
him. 

vassilisa (from the uirulou) So the match is made* Love hon 
our and obey* 

natasiia They ve come* Oh my God* They've Seen us 
Ah Vas'ilil 

PEPPEL What are you scared of 9 Nobody 11 dare touch you now* 
\ASSiLtsi Don t worry Natasha he wont beat you Hes no 
more capable of beating than of loving I know* 

LUKA ( under his breath) That woman* The «nake she is* 
VASSILISA He ju*t knows how lo make pretty speeches 
KOSTYLTOV (entering) Natashka* What are you doing here you 
lazybones* Spread ng gossip 9 Complaining about your relatives 9 And 
rou haven t put up the samovar 1 * Haven t set the table 9 

natasiia (going out) But vou were planning to go to chord 



kostylyov It s none of your bu'ine^s what we were planning 
Its up to you to tend to your business to do what you’ve been 
ordered 

feppel Shut up 1 Shea not a servant to you any more' IS a 
lasha dont go away’ Don’t touch a thing t 

natasha Dont you be giving me orders' Your time hasn t 
come yet (Goes out ) 

FEPPEL (to Kostylyov) Hands off' Youve had your way with 
her long enough She’s mine now 

kosttlyov Yours 9 When did you buy her? How much did you 
pay’ 

(VASSILISV laughs ) 
luka Vasnli go away 

FEPPEL What a gay couple you are' Look out or you’ll be 
laughing on the other fide of your face 1 

VAssiLiSA How scared I am' Just frightened to death' 
luka V&ssih go away' Cant you see »he’s just egging you on 
just trying to get your dander up 7 

PEPPEL Ah Oh yes. She s lying You xe lying' You won’t 
hate things the wsv you want them' 

vassiusa And I won t have them the way I don t want them, 
Vaskal 

Feppel (shaking hu fist at her) Well fee 1 (He goes out) 
Vassiusa ( disappearing from the uindow ) 111 fix you up with 
a wedd ng all ngbt' 

KOSTYLYOV (going over to Luha) What are you doing here old 
man 7 

luka Nothing old man 

kostylyov ell they say you re leaving us 9 
LUKA Time to be moving on 
kostylyov Where to 9 
luka Follow my nose 

kostylyov Off on your wanderings Uncomfortable for you 
to stay in one place very long eh? 

luka They say no water will flow under a stone 
kostylyov That f said about a stone, but a person ought to settle 
in one place People shouldn’t live like roaches — everyone crawl 



Ing wherever he pleases A person should make himself at home 
ill *ome place end not be a stranger everywhere 

LUka* Cut if somebody’# at home wherever he finds himself? 

KOSTTLTOt That means he’s a tramp a useless creature 
There has to be some u«c from a person He has to wort 

LIKA ^ou don't u) 1 

KOSTYLTCrt Hour else 9 What's a strnnser now 7 A stranger’s 
a strange person one who fan't like other people If he’s a pilgrim, 
now a real pilgrim who knows a thing or two that’s no good to 
anjbody it may oen be some truth he* peked up somewhere 
but I'm telling you it i«n’l every truth that s worth knowing then 
he’ll keep it to htm«elf If he t a rnl j ilgrim thm he II keep mom 
Or else talk so that nobody knows what he’s talking about And 
he shouldn’t le after anything or interfere in anything or go upset 
ting people to no good purpose }Je shouldn’t bother about how 
other people five Its for him to lead a pious life He ought 
to Jive in a rate In the fore«t where nobody ran »ee him He shouldn’t 
mil up in people’s business trying to tell them what’s right and 
wrong . Jlut he should pray for escrybody for all our worldly 
sin* — for mine and yours and everybody’s That’s why he renounces 
the vanities of this world— «o he can pray That’s how it fa .. 
(f'ausr ) Rut you — what kind or a pilgrim are you 7 Haven't even a 
pasbport A respectaLle person ou"!i! to base a pa-shport All re> 
spectahle people have pashport* 

LtKA kou see how it is — there are people — and then there are 
ju*t plain creatures 

KOSTTLTOi None of your cleverness, now. None of your rid 
dies 1 guess lm ju«t as smart as you arc Wliat’a that you're say 
ing— people and creatures 7 

IIKA There's no riddle lerc Ini just saying as there’s barren 
sod and there’s fertile tod and whate\er you sow on fertile 
toil is bound to hear fruit Thai’s all 

kosTtlyov \IelI, what of it 7 

LUKA Take you for cximple If the Lord God him«elf should 
say to you Mikhail' Be n human being' . it wouldn’t make any 
difference at all You’d lint keep right on being what you are. 

KOSTYLYOV I I’m lou know what 7 My wife’s uncle, he's a 
policeman If 1 
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\ASSIUSV {entering) Mikhail Ivanov cb tea* read) 1 
kostylyo\ {to Luka) Get out of here Dont let me catch you 
in my lodging aga n' 

yassiusa \ea you better clear out, old man 1 Youve got a 
long tongue Who knows but what you re on escaped convict or 
someth ng 

kOSTYLTOV Get out of here this very day or cl e 1 11 
LUKA Call your uncle’ Go ahead and call h m Tell h m 
youve caught an escaped com ct Majbc the uncle will get a re- 
ward — three kopecks or so 

BUBNOV ( at the tandow) filing something’ What a that for 
three kopecks’ 

luka The) re threaten ng to sell me 
YASSIUS \ ( to her husband) Come on' 

BUBNOV For three kopecks’ Watch out old man. They II «e11 
you out for one kopeck. 

KOSTYLTOV (to Bub no i) So youve crawled out’ Like a gobl n 
from under the «!ove (Goes cut uUh his mfc ) 

vassilisa How many th eves and rascals there are in the world' 
LLkA Here s w sh ng you a good appetite 
VASSIUSA ( turning around ) Hold your tongue )ou shrivelled 
mushroom' 

(D sappears behind the corner of the house with her husband ) 
LUKA 1 11 be leav ng ton ght 

BUBNov Thais good Its always well to leave while there s still 
tune 

LUKA That s the truth for sure. 

BUBNOV I know vs hat I m saying I probably escaped jail by leav 
mg in t me 

LUKA You dont say' 

bubnov Yes I do Heres hov it was my wife got mixed up with 
a furr er An able master Good at dyeing dog pelts into 
racoon Cats too— into kangaroos and mu krats and any 
thing you like A smart chap It was with h m my wife got mixed 
up and they clung so t ght to each other I had to look sharp so 
they d da t po^on me or in some other wa) <1 j me off ‘'ometim* 
l d happen to beat my wife — then the master d heat me He was a 
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fierce fighter Once he pulled out half my beard and broke a rib 
I used to get sore too . One day I lammed my wife over the head 
with an iron poker . and a big war was on But I <ee that nothing will 
come of it. They II get me yet So I planned to bump off my 
wife . Had it all thought out good But 1 caught roy'elf in time and 
went away . 

LUKA And that was the be«t thing to do — lease them alone to 
turn cats into mu<kraLs the way they like 

BUBNOV Only — the shop belonged to the wife — and stayed that 
way and I got left— -in the state jou «ee But to tell the truth, 
I’d have drunk up the «hop Its the dnnk with me that’s 
LUKA The dnnk 9 H m 

BUBnov I’m a ferocious drinker Once l go on a jag I dnnk 
up everything but my own hide And I m lazy You can t imagine 
how I hate to work. 

(Enter satin and the ACTOR having an argument ) 

SATIN* Nonsense 1 You’re not going anywhere do you hear 9 .. 
That s all tommyrot* Old man’ What twaddle have >ou been pouring 
into this fellow’s ear 9 

actor Thais a lie 1 Granddad tell him hes lying I am so going 
I worked today — swept the street And I didn’t have a single drink 
How’s that 9 Here they are — my thirty kopecks, and I’m sober' 
satin Idiotic — that’s all Here, give it to me 1 11 drink it up 
or else lose it in a card game 

actor Hands off' That goes towards buying my ticket. 

LUKA (to Satin) Why should you he wanting to set him off the 
right path 9 

SATIN “Tell me oh wizard beloved of the gods, just what is the 
fate that the future conceals 9 ” I m «old out brother! Lost my last 
kopeck' But there's still hope for the world granddad — there’re clev 
erer sharks than me left 

LUKA You re a gay fellow Konstantin and a pleasant one 
Bubnov Actor! Come here! 

1 

(The actor goes to the window and stoops down to carry on a 
conversation tilth bubnov in a low loice ) 
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svTO I "as amusing "hen I ua* young Nice lo recall those 
times, A sod of a gun I "as 1 Danced superbly Acted on the 
stage. Loved to male people laugh Wonderful 1 

U-KA And how did you get switched off the track, eh’ 

SATU* What an inquisitive creature you are, old man \ou’d like 
to know everything What for 9 

IX KA 1 d like to understand this human business Cut when 
I look at you I cant understand a thing TouYe such a fine fellow, 
Kon«tantin and so clever’ That makes it all the stranger . 

flUTVi Jail granddad* I spen four years and seven months in 
jail and nobody will have you after a jail sentence. 

LUKA Oho* And what were you put in jail for 9 
SATE* For a ra«cal I killed a ra»cal in a burst of WTath and 
indignation 1 learned to play cards in jail — among other 
things 

LUKA \oa killed him on account of a v Oman 9 * 

SATE* On account of my own sister But don t you go prying 
l dont like to be a_ ited question* And that all happened long, 
long ago My si«ter— died Nine years already She was 

a lovely sister 

luka \ou dont take life so hard You should have heard that 
locksmith howl a little while bock’ Am’ 
saTO Kleshch 9 

luka Him it was No work’ he shouted. No nothing’ 
svto He II get u>ed lo it in time Well what ll I do with 
tay'elf now 9 

luka (softly) Look’ He s coming 

(KLESHCH enters si only, in th hanging head ) 

svTTN Hey you widower’ What ve you got your nose between your 
knees for 9 What re you thinking about 9 

KLESHCH 1 m thinking about what 1 m going to do Yo tool* 
They all went for the funeral 

sato Take my advice. Dont do anything Just be a burden to 
the world 

KIXSHCB It s all nght for you to talk but I feel ashamed be- 
fore people 
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SATIN Drop it* People arent a*hamed that you lead a dogs 
hie Think it over \ou stop working I «top working bun 
dreds of others thou*and», everybody* Understand? We alt stop 
working ISobod) will raise a finger to do anything! What will bap 
pen then? 

KLESUCU Well all die ol hunger 

LUKA (to Satin) You should join the Runaways with such 
ideas There s a kind of people catted Runaways* 
vvnN I know They re not such foot* granddad 

(From the window of the KOSTTLTOVS apartment con be heard 
the cries of Natasha ST /at for ? Stop* IFhai kaic / done ? ’) 

LUKA (up jet) pintasha screaming? Eh? Oh you 
( From the KOSTlLTOIS apartment comes (he noise of people 
moving about, d«Aes being broken, and the thrill cries of 
KOSTVLtOV * } ou little heretic 1 lou uhorc 1 ) 

VASSIUSV Stop! Wait * III show her* Take that 1 
And that* 

nATasiia They’re beating me* They re kilting me* 

SVTO (shouting at the umdour) Hey you there’ 

LUKA (ruiAing here and there ) Vassili* If you could get 
Vassiti* Oh Lord! Fellows* Brothers’ 

actor (running on) Here I am. 1 11 *liow him 1 
BUBNOV They’ve started beating her a lot lately 
satin Come on old man We 11 be witnesses 
luka ( follmiing Satin) A poor sort of witness I make' That s 
not for me’ It’s Vassili we need in a hurry* 

Natasha Sister* Sister* Ah h h* 
bubnov They’ve gagged her I II go have a look 

(The commotion, in the KOSTTLVOVS apartment fades out os tAe 
people apparently go into the hall The old man is heard to cry 
“Stop*” A door slams, and this chops off the noise like the 
bloio of art axe Silence on the stage. Spring twilight.) 

• Members of a religions sect jn old Ross a who tanght people to ran tirsj 
from places where nonconformers were persecuted by the government - — Trans 



KLE5HCH (u s tttng on the overturned sledge Kith on air of detach 
ment tensely rubbing fas hands He starts to mutter something un 
iruelhgible uhich later becomes the foUotnng lines ) But how’ 
Youve got to live dont you’ {In a loud to ce ) Shelter' It* 
shelter I need' I have no «helter' I haven t anything' A 
mans alone — all alone Thats where the trouble » No one to 
help him. 

(He goes off lately all bent over An ominous silence reigns 
for a few seconds Then someuhere off stage is heard an I ndef 
mite murmur i chxh grows into chaotic sound as it draws nearer 
Separate voices can be distinguished ) 

VA«5IUSA I xn her • *ter' Let me at her' 

JEOSTTLYOV ^ OU hav e r.o r ghL 
va««ilisa Ja lb rd' 

Sates Call \as ill’ Hurry' Beat him. Zob' 

{A police uhv.tle u ! card ) 

Tatar ( runring on hu right arm in a sling) What kind of 
law — to kill n daytime. 

KTIV01 zoo ( followed by Medvedei) Hah' I gave him a good 

one' 

Medvedev You — how dare you fight 9 
Tatar And you 9 What duty you have 9 

Medvedev {running after the longshoreman) ‘'top' Give back my 
whule 1 

KOSTOTOY {running on) Abram' Grab I im* He killed 

{From behind the comer come KYASITYYA and vastta sup- 
porting the dishevelled Natasha between them SATTN - walks 
baef-ward pushing off yassiijsa who waves her hands about 
trying to strike her s ster alyoshka jumps about her like an 
imp whistling m her ear shouting howling They are followed 
by a number of other ragged men and iromen.) 

satin (to Vast lisa) What s the idea, you damned slot 9 
VASSrLiSA Get away jailbird' It may cost me my life, bat I’ll tear 
her to p eces' 
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KVASHNyv (leading \ alas ha atcay) Enough \as«ih«a' Have 
some shame' \lh) lea brute 9 

Medvedev (grabbing Satin) \ha' Caught you at last' 

*ATIN Zob Lam into them Zob' Vaska' Va ‘ha ' 

(They gather la a crowd near the passage of the briti 
if all NATASHA is led over and sealed on the pile of boards 
to the right ) 

PEPPEL (appearing suddenly from the passage and silently push 
mg everybody aside i nth strong rigorous movements) here s IS a 
la«ha? \ou 

KOSTYLVOV (hiding behind the corner of the house) Abram' 
Catch Vasia. Brothers help catch \a'ka' Thief' Robber* 
PEPPEL Vou . old fornicator' (H ilh a great sueep of his arm 
he strikes the otd man uho falls rn such a nay that only bs head 
and shoulders are seen from behind the corner of the house Peppel 
rushes over to A atasha ) 

\ ass i lisa Thrash ^a*la, fellows' Thra«h the thief' 

Mfdvedev (shouting to Satin) Keep out This i« a family 
affair! They’re all relatives but who are you 5 

PEPPEL W bat is It 9 What has *he done— 'tabbed you 9 
KVASIINYA Ju«t look what the brutes have done' Scalded her legs 
with boiling water 

Nastya Turned over the eamovar on her 
TATAR Maybe ttoient Have Vs> ksvaw (as vase 
make mistake , 

natasha (almost /muting) Vassih take me away — hide me 
VASSiLtsi My Cod' Look here' He’s dead' Killed! 

(Eteryone rushes to the passage where kOSTYLYov is ly‘ n S 
BUB\o\ separates hunself from the ermrrf and comes oter to 

VASSI1J ) 

BUBNOV (m a low voice) Yassilit The old man — he a done for' 
peppel (looks at him without comprehending) Call an ambu 
lance We II have to take her to the hospital 1 11 get even with 
them all tight' 

3o~g30 



bub's ov I’m say ing that somebody s finished off the old mam 
(The none on the stage dies out We a fire flooded with water 
Separate remarks are passed in hushed tones “ Really 9 " 

“ That, s had ’ “IVm m ” “Lei s gel away from here ” “IVhat the 
hell “ Watch cut' ' “ Beal it before the police come ” The crowd 
dwindles BUBNOV, the Tatar, nastya and K' ashvya rush over 
to the bod) of KOSTYLYOV * 

Vas»ILISA (rising from the ground and crying triumphantly). 
Murdered' There s the one who murdered my husband 1 Vaska did 
it 1 I saw it myself 1 I saw it, friends' Well, Vast a’ So it’s the police 
for you 9 

peppel ( leaving A atasha’s side) Let me through Oat of my 
way' (Takes a look at the old man then turns to Vassilua ) Well, are 
you satisfied 9 ( Touches the body with his foot ) Done for the cur .. 
So you got what you wanted. Humph maybe I should hump 
you off too' ( Throus himself at her Satin and A nvoi Zob quickly 
stop him Vassilua runs into the passage ) 
satin Thmk what you re doing' 
krivoi zob Phoo' Take your time' 

yassiusa ( reappearing ) tlelj, friend Vaska! bio escaping your 
fate' . The police' Abram blow your whistle' 
siedvedes The devils «natched my whistle away 
alyoshka Here it is' (He pies a blow, Medvedev runs after 
him ) 

SATIN ( leading Peppel over to hatasha) Vaska, don’t worry Yon 
killed him m a fight— that's nothing That won't cost you dear . 
VAS5IL1SI Hold Vaska' He killed him' I taw it my'elf' 
SATIN I also had a whack at him three or four times Didn’t 
take much to finish him off 1 11 be a witness VsssiIl 

PEPPEL I m not anxious to get out of iL I m anxious to drag 
Vassilua into il And III drag her in so help me Cod' That’a 
what she wanted She talked me into killing her husband , «he 
talked me into it' 

Natasha (suddenly, in a loud voice) Ah' Now I under 
Rand' So that’s how it is, \assib' Oh, good people, they did It 
together' They planned it all' All right, Vas«ili' So that’s 
why yon talked to me tonight— so’s she could hear 9 Good people. 
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she’s his mistress Ton know that Everybody knows it They 
did it together She— she talked him into killing her husband 

He stood in their waj And I stood in their s a> Thats why 
they’ve made a cnpple of me 

peppel Natasha’ What are you saying’ 

SATtN II m The devil take it' 

VASSIUSA Liar’ Shea lying* I he a the one \s«ka killed him* 
Natasha They did it together’ Cur«c you' Both of jou 
SATIN Il’a a game all rigll' Thatch out. Tassili' They II put 
a rope around your neck' 

KR1VOI ZOD Can l make head or tail out of it' k fine husi 
nessl 

peppel Natashal Do you really Are you serious’ How 
can you th nk that I with her 

satin Of course Natasha Think what you re saying’ 
NASSIUSA (at (he passage) They se wundeted my husband 
Your Honour Va«ka Peppel tl e th cf — I e d d it I «sw him Inspiv 
tor Everybody saw him. 

NATASHA (tossing in a half-conscious state ) Cood people it 
was my «ister and Va*ka Peppel who did it’ Li«ten to me. Inspec- 
tor It was my s stcr — she showed Hun how $1 e talked him 
into it her loser there he i« damn h s soul' They killed hmi' 
Take them both Take them to jail’ And take roe too’ Put 
me m jail’ For tie lose of Christ put me in jail' 

(CURTAIN) 



Act IV 


(The scene is the same as m Act 1, except that the partition 
tihtch once formed peptel's room has been taken da ten and 
KLESItcns ami/ is gone The TATAR losses and moans 
on a bunk ui the corner which it as petrels room 
K L E S II C n sits at the table repairing an accordion some- 
times trying out the keys At the other end of t! e table sit 
SATIN tie BARON and NASTY* tilth a bottle of todies 
three bottles of beer and some black bread in front of 0 em The 
ACTOR u mating about and coughing on lop of the stoic It 
is n ght The stage u lighted by a lamp standing m the centre of 
the table The wind is blowing outside 1 

KLESncn Yes he disappeared in all the hubbub 
Baron Slipped away from the police like smoke from a 
fire. 

SATO. Like the sinful from the righteous 

NAstya He was a good old man* But you — you re not hn 
mans, ’koure — dung! 

BARON (drinking) To your health my fine lady’ 

satin A curious old geezer Nastya, here «=h e fell m love with 

bun 

Nastya ^es I fell in love with him Thais the truth fie saw 
everything and understood everything 

SATES (laughing) And in general he was hhe mush for the 
toothless. 

baron (laughing) Like a plaster for boils 
KLESHCH He had pit) but you JO u dent hnoiv what 
pity is 

SATK What good would you get out of my pity 7 
K LES HCH But you do have the knack not so much of pitying 
people but at least of sparing their feelings. 
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TATAR (sitting doun on one of Ihe bunks and rocking his sore 
arm like a baby) He was a good old man He know Jaw of soul 
Who know law of sou! — he good Who lost law — he lost 1 lmself 
biron What law prince’ 

TATAR Different law You know what 
b\ron Next* 

TATAR Don t hurt person That s Ia\ 

satin That s called Penal Code for Criminals and Mi ere 
ants ” 

baron And then there s that Statutes of Penalties Imposed by 
Justices of the Peace ’ 

TATAR Koran is law Your Koran also lai Every soul 
must he Koran yes! 

KLESHCI! (trying out the accordion ) Wheeze* damn it* What the 
prince «a>s is right Peop'e ought to Inc according to the law 
According to the Bible 
satin Co ahead 
baron Just try it 

TATAR Mohammed pa\e Koran said I ere — the law* Do what it 
say here Then come time — Koran too little New time give new 
law Every new lime give new law 

satin Right you are Now the times come for the Penal 
Code A good strong law Take a lot of time to wear out that 
law 

NASTYA (banging n glass on the table) Why oh w'hy should 
I go on 1 ving here with you all? 1 1] leave III go anywhere 
to the ends of the earth 
Barov Barefoot my fine lady? 

Nastya Naked' Crawling on all fours' 
baron A sight for sore eyes my fine lady 1 On all fours' 
NASTTA That s how 1 11 go I II go anyhow just to get rid of the 
sight of you If you only knew how sick I am of everything* 
Everybody and everything! 

satin Take the Actor along with you when you go He’s plan 
rung the same trip He just learned that half a mile from the end 
of the earth there s a hospital for organons' 

ACTOR (poling hts head over lie edge of the stove) Organisn> 
fool! 



satl\ For organons poisoned by alcohol 

ACTOR Oh, he 9 going all right He s going yon 11 see’ 

barov Just who 13 he my good sir’ 

actor Me' 

baron Mem votary of the goddess whats her name’ God 
de«s of the drama, tragedy — What dye call her 9 

actor Muse you dolt* Shes not a goddes« but a muse' 
satin Lachesis 9 Hera 9 Aphrodite 9 Atropos 9 The 
devil only knows which Its all the doings of that old man Baron 
Got the Actor all stirred up 
baron The old mans crazy 

actor Ignoramuses' Barbarians' Melpomene* Hell go away 
all right, you 11 see' Heartless creatures' Gorge yourselves benight 
ed minds' ” That s from Beranger He II find a place for him 
self where there 9 no no 

barov rio nothing my good 9 r 7 

actor \es Tso noth ng' That yawning hole — ‘ball be my grave. 
This wa,ted frame no hand can ‘ave** And why «hould you go on 
hung 9 Oh why 9 

baron Hey you — Edmund Kean or Genius and Dissipation* 
Stop *houting' 

actor Liar' III «hout if I want to' 

NASTTA (railing her head from the table and tearing her hands) 
Go ahead and shout Let them listen' 

BArov Whats the sense of it my fine lady 9 
satin Leave them alone Baron' To hell with them' Let them 
yell' They 11 split the r heads open. The point 13 don t inter 
fere with people as the old man «aid It was h m, like a cake of 
yea«t put the ferment in our fellow lodgers 

KLESncn Lured them off «omewhere then slipped away with 
out showing them the road 

barov The old man was a faker 
nastta Liar' 'ioure a faker yourself 1 
barov Shut up my fine lady' 

KLESnCH As for the truth — the old man had no u«e for it. 
Very set again t the truth Be was and that s nght When you 
come to th nk of it what talk of truth can there be 9 It’s stuffy 
enough without it. Take the prince here smashed his arm 
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on his job and now he’ll have to chop it off There’s your truth for 
you 

SATIV (pounding on the table) Silence! You’re a bunch of — cat 
tie' Blockheads! . Shut up about the old man* ( More calmly) 
And you’re the worst of them, Baron . You don’t underhand a 
thing and >ou lie* The old man wasn't a faker What is the truth 9 
Man' That’s the truth' He understood this but >ou dont \oui 
heads are like bricks . But I understand the old man Of course 
he lied . . but out ol pity for you, devil take you' Lots of people 
he out of pity for their brother* I know I've read books They 
lie beautifully, with inspiration, «hrnng you up There are lie* that 
console, and lies that reconcile a person to lus lot Lies find an 
excuse for the weight that smashed the workers arm and blame 
a man for starving to death. I know jour lies' Only those who 
are fainthearted or live at other people’s expen«e have need of 
Ives . Some people are supported by lies, others hide bebvndthero 
But the person who is lus own boss — the person who is independent and 
doesn’t suck other people’s blood — what need has he of lies? Lies 
are the religion of slaves and bosses' Truth is the god of the free 

Bravo' Well said' I agree with everything' You talk 
like a respectable gentleman. 

SATO Why shouldn’t a cheat sometimes talk like a respectable 
gentleman if your respectable gentlemen talk like cheats 9 Yes 
there are lots of things I’ve forgotten but I slvll remember a thing or 
two That old man wa« a smart fellow He acted on me like 
acid on an old dirty coin Lei’s drink to hu health' Fill it up 
(nastya fills satin's glass trith beer and hands it to him ) 
SATIN (uith a short laugh) The old man lives by his own wits. 

He looks at everything through his own eyes One day I said to him 
‘Granddad, what do people live for 9 ” (Imitating the «-oice and 
manners of LUKA ) “ITiey live for something better, my friend Now, 
for instance let’s say we have some carpenters— junk, all of them 
And then from among them is born one carpenter — a carpenter the 
likes of which the earth has never seen, outshines all the others, he 
does, and none can even hold a candle to him On all carpentering he 
leaves his own mark *o that the craft moves forward a whole twentv 
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years in one jump The same it is with all the others— tinsmiths 
cobblers all your working people and all the peasants 
and even the gentlefolk All of them live for something better' Each 
thinking Us. for himself lies living while all the time it’s for some- 
thing better For a hundred years they live and maybe fof more to 
make a better roan 

Vnastia looks intently oi ttXSllCH stops working on 

the accordion and also listens The BARON drops his head on his 
chest and sojtljr drums upon the table The actor quietly lets 
himself doun off the stoie onto one of the bunks ) 

saTiv ‘AH of them my good fnend eiery last one of them liv 
ing tor something better' Its considerate we *hould be of every 
body For you «ee it s not for us to know just who a person is 
and why he was born and what he can do Happen he was bom 
foT om good fortune Iot *oroe great help to us And par 
ticular its the chldrcn we nm«l be kind to the little ones Its 
freedom they need the little ones We mu«tn t interfere with their 
living and we must be kind to them " 

( Pause ) 

barov ( meditatively ) H ra m' For something better* That re- 
minds me o! my family An old family dating back to Calher 
me the Great Nobles Warriors Came from France. 
Served the tsar and kept climbing up and up During the reign 
of Nikolai 1 my grandfather Gustave Debille held a high post 
lion Wealth hundreds of *erfs hor'es cooks 
vastta Liar I That a aU bunk' 

BiPON [jumping up) Wha at WI at next* 

NASTYA Thais all bunk' 

barov [shouting) Mansion in Moscow ’ Mansion in St. Peters 
buTg' Carriages with our coal of arms on them 1 

(KLEsncn tales Up his accordion and goes over lo one side 
from uhere he obsenes the scene) 

NASTYA Bunk' 

Bvilov Shut up* Dozens of lackey* !m telling you 1 
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NASTYA {enjoying it) Poppycock’ 

Baron 1 11 lull you! 

nastya ( about to run away) lou never had a carnage 1 

satin Drop it ISastka' Dont get him mad 

baron Just wait you scum' My grandfather 

nastya You never had a grandfather' You never had anything! 

(SATIN laughs ) 

BARON {smls doun on a bench exhausted by anger ) Satin tell 
her— that whore— or are you laughing too 9 Don t you believe it 
either? {Shouting in despair, banging the table tilth his fists ) It’s 
all true god damn you' 

NaST\a {triumphantly) Aha' Howling 1 So now maybe you un 
derstand what it means to have nobody believe you' 

KLESHCfl {returning to the table ) I thought there d be a fight 
Tatar Ah stupid people’ Very bad’ 

BARON I I wont have people making fun of me’ I have 
I can prove it I have documents you devils' 

SATLN Forget them’ And forget about jour grandfathers car 
nages They won’t get you very far bygone carnages 
baron But how does she dare' 
nastya Just think of it' How does «be dare’ 
satin Apparently she does And why is she any worse than you 
are 9 Though she probably never had any carnages or grandfather* 
or even a mother and lather 

BARON (calming do tin) Devil take >ou ^ ou know how' to 
lake things calmly I gue«s 1 have no character 

satin Get one Come in handy {Pause ) P»a«tya do you 
ever go the t! e hospital 9 
nastya What for 9 
satin To see Natasha 

\ A5TY A A little late arent you 9 &hc left the ho pita! long 
ago Left it and — disappeared Gone without a trace 
satin That means — all gone 

KLEsncji Interesting to see who II give it to the other harder 
Vtfska — Vassihsa or lie other way round. 

nastya \ assili*a will \ riggle out of it somehow ^hes foxy But 
they il «end % a«ka to hard labour in Siberia 
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svm Oh no he II only get jail for Jailing in 4 fight. 
nastya Too bad Better to 'end him away to send all of 
jou away sweep jou out like garbage throw you on some 
dump 

sitin' (surprised) What 3 that you’re «aymg 7 Hare you gone 
cle3n out of jour mind 7 

Barov I II give her a smack on the ear for her nerve 
NASTYA Co ahead and try Ju t touch me’ 
baron 1 11 try it all right’ 

satin Drop it* Don l touch her Yon mu=t n t hurt people 
I cant get that old man out of my head 1 (Laughs) You mustnt 
hurt people’ But what if they hurt me once to last my whole 
life — what then 9 Am I supposed to forgive them 7 Never* No- 
body’ 

bakov (to hasty a) Don t forget that you re rot my equal* 
You re the scum of the earth* 

NASTYA Ugh, you fallen creature* You live on me like a 
mum oa aa apple* 

(Burst of laughter from the men ) 
kleshch Ah, yon little fool’ An apple’ 
baton How can you get mad at her 7 The 'impleton* 

Nastya Laughing are you 7 Fooling joui'elves You don’t really 
think its funny 

ACTOR (sullenly) Give it to them! 

NASTYA If only I could* Id Id (p ct, U p a aip and 
smashes it down on the floor) that’s what I d do to vou* 

TATAR Why break di hes 7 Eh vixen* 

Bvrov (getting up) Oh no* Now 111 teach he r some raan 
nett* 

MSTl a (running tmtard the door) You -can go to hell* 

SATIN (calling after her) Hey’ Enough of th«i who are you 
scaring 7 What* it all about, anyway 7 

Nastya Wolves’ I hope you choke’ Wolves* 

ACTOR (sullenly) Amen* 

TATAR O 0 - 0 ’ Mean woman — Russian woman ^ erV y Too 
free Tatar woman not like that. Tatar woman know. | aw 
KLESncfl Needs a good shaking 



LOWER DEPTHS 


o55 


baron The slut 1 

KLESHCH (trying out the accordion ) Fixed Only the owner doesn’t 
come for it The fellow’s going to the dogs. 

SATIN Let’s have a drink now 

KLESHCH Thanks’ And it’s time to turn in 

stTIN Getting u«ed to ns’ 

kleshch (dnnks, then goes oier to one of the bunks in the cor 
ner) Not so bad Human beings everywhere it seems At fir't yon 
don’t notice it then you have a better look and there they are — 
human beings Not «o bad 

(The TATAR spreads something or other on his bed g els on his 
knees and begins to Dray ) 

BARON (pointing out the Tatar to Satin) Look at that. 

SATIN Leave him alone. He’s a good fellow Don t interfere 
(Loughs ) Why should I be feeling so kmdhearted today'’ 

Biron You always get kindhearted when you’ve had a drink 
kmdhearted and clever 

StTIN When I m drunk everything «eems wonderful 
H’m m He’s praying’ Fine A per«on can be a believer or not 
as he plea«es That’s his business A person’s free to choo«e He 
pays for everything himself — for believing for not believing for 
loving for being clever A person pays lor everything himself and 
that’s why he’s free Man — there’s your truth* What's a man 9 

Not you not me not them oh no 1 But you and me and them and 
the old man and Napoleon and Mohammed — all in one 1 (Drawing 
the figure of a man in the air ) Under' land 9 That’s — tremendous* 
Including all beginnings and all endings Everything — within man, 

everything — for man* Only man exists, all the rest is the work of his 
hands and his mind* How marvellous is Man* How proud the word 
rings — MAN* A man should be respected Not pitied pity js 
degrading but respected* Here Baron let’s drink to Man* 
(Stands ) It’s good to feel your«elf a Man* Here am I — ex convict, 
murderer card 'hark — all of that* When I go down the «treet people 
take me for a thief They «tep a'ide and glance back at me Often 
they call me a rascal’ A faker* Work they «a>! Work’ What for 9 
To fill my belly’ (Laughs 1 1 ve always despised people who spent 
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too much thon^l on ll>eit Itllm Tha V not tbe point, P aton 
That * not the point. Man I* superior to tl lb Man is superior to J»* 
bell ) 1 

tuRot Mating hit head) Tou can thick about thev things . 
That* good It m«l watm your heart As (or pro— ! cant I 
don 1 know how i Glancing a Lout and j praline cautiou fy under hit 
breath) Sometimes— I m afraid Understand’ Scared I keep 
thinking — what 11 happen next? 

a ms (ua/ting up and doten) 'sonvnsc* Whom «! ouM a man 
fear’ 

nitiov kou know ai long as I ran remember there a been 
a sort of fog in my bead I never could und tvlsn 1 »m thing 1 »l‘* 

strange somel nw it *rrm* to me t! at all my 1 fe I ve jn t been 
clanging mjr clothe* Hhat for? Cant male it out Firrt 1 was 
a student— wore ll e uniform o! tl e lust tute for Sons of the ISoI ihty 
What d d they teach me there 9 Can t reroeml'er Cot named Put 
on a dress suit th*n a dressing gown but the wife I cho*e was a 
had one 11 1 « d I I tale her 9 Heaven only know* 1 Kjuandcrcd 
all im mevns — wore some tin i of a grey jacket an 1 faded pants. 
How d d 1 !o«c erervth ng v D tin I notice \! orled In a porernment 
ofTice — uniform again cap with a badge on it. Embetxfed gOTcrn 
ment money 'vj tl ey drevrd tre up in convict clothe*. After that 
1 donned lhe«e things and that a oil Like in a dream Isn’t 
it 9 It’s even — fuany 

svrnr 'Not iery More stop d ll an funny 

MPOS Thai* tight t tlmlc It* stupid too After all . 

I must have been bom for sometl ing don't you think? 

siTLf fieuA a then lauph) PresomaMy Man is bom for 
something better 1 {AodJmg Am brad ) T1 *t * St That s— f ne 

BiROX Drat that Nastka* Where d I «he run off to 9 III go 
have a look After all she’*. (Coes out Pause ) 
aCTon Taiat* (Pauir) Prince! 

(The Tatar rums fits head ) 

ACTon Pray for me 1 
TATAR WI at 9 

actor (sn/ify) “'ay a prayer foe me 
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Tatar (after a pause ) Say your own prayer® 
vcTOR (quickly climbs dawn, from the stove, goes over to the table 
pours himself a glass of vodka with shaking hands, swallows it down, 
then almost runs out into the passage ) F\e gone* 
svm Hey, yon’ Sikaxnbre' Where you going’ 

((Thistles after him Enter bubnov and medvedev , the tatter 
ucanng a womans quilted jacket Both are slightly drunk In 
one hand BUBNOV is carrying a string of pretzels m the other a 
couple of smoked fish One bottle of vodka is thrust under hu 
arm, another sticks out of the pocket of hs coat ) 

* i ElH EDEY A camel is something like a donkey only without the 
ears . . 

, BUBNOV Drop it* You’re something like a donkey your«elf 
Medvedev A camel doesn t hare any ears at all He hears 
with his nostrils . 

BUBNOV (to Satm) So here you are, friend l I searched all the 
pubs and taverns for you Take this bottle All my hands are busy 
S4T1N Put tho«e pretzels on the table and one of your hands will 
be free 

bubnov Sure enough Ju«t look at him, copper* Smart fellow 
ain’t he’ 

medvedev All thieves are «mart I know* They couldn’t get 
along if thfy weren’t A good person now — hes good even if he’s 
stupid But a bad fellow — he s got to be smart But about that camel 
you’re all wrong It’s a beast of burden No horns . no teeth 
BUBNOV Where s everybody’ How is it nobody’s here’ Hey, crawl 
out* 1m treating* Who's that in the corner’ 

satin How long will it take you to drink up your last kopeck, 
you old scarecrow’ 

bubnov Not long’ This time the capital I saved wasn’t so big 
Zob’ Where’s Zob’ 

KlxSHCH (coming oner to the table) He’s gone 
bubnov Grrrrl You bulldog you’ Grrr’ Woof* Woof’ No 
harking No grumbling.’ Drink, yon dunce Don’t stand there hanging, 
your head 1 I’m treating tonight’ And how I love it’ If I was 
neh I’d open up a pub free to even body’ Honest to God* 
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Uith nu c, and a chonis for sure. Come on in ever) body eat, 
drink, lutcn to the torgs ea.e yonr 'ouls* No money’ Here yon 
are — a free pah for joul As for yon Sat it, I d for yon here, 
half my money take it* That s what Id do 1 
s.nx\ Give me ail of it — right now! 

BUirsoY My whole cap tal’ Right now 7 Hah* Here you are — a 
ruble another twenty kopecks chicken feed. 

sms Thate enough* It 11 be safer with me. Ill gamble with it. 
medvedev Ira a witness that the money was given out for safe 
keepinz How much’ 

BLEnot You’ \pu re a camel We don l need any witnesses. 
altosiika (enters barefoot) Fellows’ I got my feet wet* 

BtOTor Come on and get your throat wet* That s all you 
need* Your s n* ng and playing is all very good my lad Dut your 
drinking — thats no good Thais harmful, brother Drinkings 
harmful 

ALYO'ntA \ou re a good example. The only time you re anything 
like a human being u when you re drunk. Kle*hch! Have you fixed 
my accord on’ (5mrs and dances ) 

Oh, if I had a mug 
As L c ly as a bug 
My lady fa r 
Would give me the air* 

I m cold, brothers. I tn fro-o-zen* 

Medvedev Ilm. May I a k just wbo is your lady fair’ 

BtrEXOv Leave him alone* Nowadays miser its m nd yonr own 
basinets' kotire rot a cop any more. Not a cop and not an 
uncle* 

ALTOMtCA ju t — the lady a hu_ bar’d. 

BCB50V One of your n eces in jail the other dying 
MEDVEDEV ( proudly) That* a !e Shes not dy ng She simply 
disappeared, 

(site* laughs ) 


8UKTOT Whit difference does it make’ One* yonve lost yonr 
mm, you re no longer an tmcle. 
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alyoshka Your Excellency' Retired drummerbo) to the goat' 

The dame — shes got money 
And me — 1 ra dead broke 
But still I am jolly — 

A marvellous bloke' 

It’s cold 

(Enter krivoi zob Throughout the rest of the act other figures 
of men and uomen drift in 7 hey take their things off and lie 
doun grumbling on the bunks ) 

krivoi 20B Bubnov 1 What did you run away for 9 
BUBNOV Come here' Sit down and let s have a *ong' My fa 
vounte eb 7 

TATAR Must sleep nighttime Sing songs da> time 
SATIN Thais all right prince Come on over 
TATAR What you mean, thats all right? Make noise Moke 
big noise when you sing songs 

BUBNOV ( going over to fum) How s the arm prince? Did they 
cut it off? 

TATAR What for? Wait Maybe don’t hare to cut it off 
Arm isn t iron Easy enough cut it off when time come 

krivoi zob You re done for prince No good for an) thing with 
one arm People like us are worth as much os our arms and our backs, 
brother No arm no man Done for Come on have a drink 
and forget it' 

kvashnv a (entering) Hello my dearies! The weather the 
weather' Cold' Slushy' Is my copper here 7 
MEDVEDEV Here I am' 

KYASHNYA Youve gone and taken my jacket again' And looks 
as if you d had a nip or two eh 7 II hats the idea 7 

medvedev On the occasion of Bubnov s birthday and the cold, 
and the slu«h 

kvaSHNYa Tou watch out' The slush! None of your monkey 
business' Come on to bed' 

Medvedev (going into the kitchen) I could sleep all right I m 
ready High time 
satin Aren t you 


pretty strict with him 7 
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kvashma That s the only way friend Got to keep a tight hold 
on men like that When I took him in to live with me I thinks to 
myself I may get 'ome benefit out of him, seeing as he s in the military 
and you re all such a bunch of rowdies me being just a poor 
woman But right awav he ‘tarts dnnking I can t be having a 
thing like that* 

sates Picked a poor helpmate 

kyashnya There arent any better ones kou wouldn t live 
with me — ®uch a swell you are 1 And even if you did it wouldn ( last 
more than a week And youd gamble me awav m no time — me 
and all my claptrap 

SATIN (laughing) Right you are, woman 1 d gamble you away 
all right 

kvashnya You see 7 Alyoshka* 

ALYOSHKA Here— it s me* 

kvashma What s this go® ip youve been spreading about me 7 
alyoshka Only the truth There s a v Oman for you I says 
Simply a marvel Fat, bones flesh — ten poods- of it, but a® for brains — 
not an ounce* 

kvashnya Thais ale now I ve got a very lot of brains. But 
\ hy did you say I beat that copper of m ne 7 

ALYOSHKA I thought you gave him a beating that time you dragged 
him off by the hair 

kvashnya (/augAmg) Fool* As though you couldn t ®ee But why 
hang out your dirty clothes 7 And beside® youve hurt I s feel 
ings He s took to dnnk because of y our gosa p 

ALYOSHKA So it must be the truth what they say — that even a 
chicken drinks 

(satls and kieshch laugh ) 

KVASHNYA Ooh what a tongue yon ve gotl What kind of a person 
do you call yourself Alyoshka 7 

ALYOSHKA The best in the world* Try my hand at anything and 
follow my no*e wherever it goes! 

BUBNOV (alongside the Tatars hunk) Come on* We wont give 
you a chance to sleep anywayl We re going to «mg a ]i rugbt Jon"* 

kriyoi zou Sag? Why not 7 
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aL\0SHKA And I H accompany 
satin We’ll =ee how 

TATAR (smiling) Well, shaitan Bubno give wine We drink. 
We haie good tune We die, once upon time 

BUBNOV Fill up his gla's. Satin* Sit down Zob* It’s not much 
a fellow needs, friends Here I am with a drink in me and happy as 
a lord* Zob start the song — im favourite’ I’m going lo sing- 
and cry* 

KRROi ZOB (singing) 

Every morn the *un is rising 
bubnov ( joining in) 

Still my cell is filled with gloom 
(Suddenly the door bursts open ) 

BARON (shouting jrom the threshold) Hey folks* Come 
here* Out in the lot the Actor has hung himself* 

(Silence All look at the baron nastta appears from 
behird lum and walks slowly , with wide eyes, towards the table ) 
satin (softly) Tsck’ Spoiled the «ong the fool* 

<c OBTAIN! 


3G—SJ0 
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A PLAT IN FOUR ACTS 


Characters 


ZAKHAR BARDIN, aged 45 
Paulina, his t cife, age about 40 
UkO\ BARDIN, aged 40 
TATI ana, his uife, aged, 23, an actress 
nadya, Paulina's niece, aged 18 

PECHENEGO\, a retired general, uncle of the Bardins 
mikiiail skroboto! aged 40, a merchant partner 
of the Bardins 

cleopatpa, his icife, aged 30 

NIKOLAI SkTOBOTOA, Afj brother, aged 35, prosecuting 
attorney 

sintzo\, a clerf 
p o L o c i, a clerk 
K o n, an ex soldier 
CREKOI 1 
LEVSHIN | 

UCODIN \ ir orf men 
r ^ aetzoi | 

AKIMOV ) 

acrafena, the housekeeper 
boboyedoy, a captain of police 
stack, a corporal 
A LIEUTENANT 
CHIEF OF POLICE 
A POLICEMAN 

Gendarmes, soldiers, uorfmen, clerks, servants 



Act X 


(A garden shaded by targe, ancient limes In the depths of the 
garden stands a uhite military lent Under the trees to the right 
is a uide seat made of turf, before which stands a table A long 
table set for breakfast stands under the trees to the left A small 
samoiar is boiling Wicker chairs are placed about the table 
AGRAFENA is making coffee kon is standing under a 
tree smoking a pipe and talking to pokoci ) 


POGOCt (spcafcirtg tilth clumsy gestures) Of course you know 
better I’m a per*on of no importance, my life u insignificant enough 
But every cucumber was rawed with my own hand, and no one shall 
steal them without answering to me for it 

KON (sullenly) Nobody’s asking your permission 
POtoci (pressing his hand to Ins breast) But listen r If somebody 
takes your property, haven’t you a right to ask protection from the 
law 9 

KON Co ahead and a«k it Today they steal your cucumbers, 
tomorrow they’ll be stealing your heads There’s your law for 
you 1 

POI.OCI But that’s a strange thing to hear you say, and even 
dangerous How can you, a retired soldier and a bearer of the Order 
of St George, allow yourself to speak so contemptuously of the 
law? 

kov There is no law There s only a command L-e ft face* 
Forwar r rd march 1 And off you go When they say^-Halt 1 — it means 
halt 

aciufcnA It might be a good Idea to stop smoking that makhorka 
Kon it’s making the leaves curl up 

poloci If they stole because they were hungry, I might be able 
to excuse them Hunger justifies lota of things, you might «ay that all 
villainy was done for the sake of satisfying hunger. When a man wanu 
to eat, then of course 
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kon The angels don’t eat, hot Satan went against God just the 
<ame 

roLoci {happily) Exactly Thai’s what I call pule mi'chief 1 

{Enter yakov bvrdct He speals quietly, and as though he were 
listening to hu own tcords poloci botes to him KOI gnes a 
careless salute ) 

yakov Hello What are you doing’ 

poloci I’ve come to Zakhar Ivanovich with a modest re- 
ques- 

acrafeua He’s come to complain Last mgnt *ome fellow^ from 
the fa tory Mole hu cucumbers 

yakov Yon don t sav You’ll have to report that to my brother 

POLOCI Exactly It’s to him that I’m going 

kov (glumly) Can l notice that you re going anywhere. Just 
standing here and grumbling 

POLOCt Im not interfering with you an), am I’ If you were 
reading the paper or «omething then of cour«e you might «ay I was 
interfering 

YAKOV Kon, come here a minute 

kov (crossing over) You’re 9 Mingy «on of a gun Pologi, An old 
pettifogger 

POLOCI Tour words are quite unnecessary Man was given a 
tongue for the making of complaints. 

ACRATENA Oh enough of it, Pologi You’re more like a mo*quito 
than a human being 

YAKOV (to Aon) Whats he doing here anyway’ Why doesn’t 
he go away’ 

POLOCI (to Agrafena) If my words offend your ear and fail to 
touch your heart — I shall be silent (He leaves meandering along 
the path and feeling the trees as he passes ) 

yakov (embarrassed) Well Kon seems that yesterday 
again . I hurt somebody’s feelings’ 

xov Yes I’m afraid yon did 

yakov (Italian g up and dotm) Humph’ It’s wonderful Why is 
»l that I always ir«ul[ people when Fra drunk. Kon’ 
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KON Sometimes it happens that people are better when they re 
drunk than when they’re sober Have more courage Not afraid of 
anybody, and don’t even spare themselves We u«ed to have a non 
com in our company who was a tattle-tale and a fighter and a 
toady when lie was sobet When he was drunk he would cry 1 ke a 
baby ‘Brothers,’ he would say, ‘Im a man like the rest of you 
Spit in my eye brothers, ’ lie would say And some of them did it 
all right 

YAKOV Who was it I spoke to yesterday 9 

Koy The public prosecutor You told him that he had a wdoden 
head Then you told the pro«ecutor that the directors wife had a 
string of lot ers 

YAKOV Imagine’ What business is that of mine 9 

KON I don't know And then 

YAKOV AH right, Ron That s enough or 1 11 be thinking I said 
something nasty to everybody Us all that accuraed vodkal ( Goa 
over to the table and stares at the bottles, then he pours himself a tall 
glass of unne and starts sipping it Agrafena glances at him out of the 
corner of her eye and sighs ) Yon feel just o little bit sorry for me 
don’t you? 

ACRATENA It s such a pity You re so plain and simple with 
everybody Rot at all like most gentlefolk 

YAKOV But Ron here doe«n t pity anybody He only philosophizes 
You have to offend a person plenty to make him “tart thinking, Isnt 
that right Ron 9 (From the tent comes the voice of the General crying 
4 Hey , Aon! ) I guess they treated you pretty rough and that's what 
makes you so smart. 

KOV (leaving) The very sight of that general is enough to turn 
me into an idiot 

GENERAL (emerging from the tent) Ron 1 To the river* Lively* 
(They disappear in the garden > 

YAKOV (sitting and rocking back and fotlh an a chair J IS dy 
wife still ‘leeping 9 

AGRAFENA No she's up and had a swim already 

Yakov So yiu pity me! 

tcitAFENA \ ou ought to take treatments. 

YAKOV ^ ell pour roe out a drop of cognac 

AGRAFENA Maybe it would be better not to Yakov Ivanovich 
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yakov Why not 9 Refusing one dnnk won t help me an) 

{With a sigh, aCRAFena pours him a large glass of cognac 
M1KITATL skrobotov enters quickly, obviously upset He pulls 
nervously al his pointed blacl beard and plays talk the hat he 
comes tn his hand ) 

mikiiail ZaUiar Ivanovich up 9 Not yet 9 Might have expected 
as much 1 Give me is there anv cold milk 9 rhank« Good morning 
\akov Ivanovich’ Have vou heard the news 9 Those ra«cals demand 
that I fire foreman Diehkov Threaten to stop working if I don’t devil 
take them. 

YAKOV Go ahead and fire him 

mi mi ml That would be easy enough but you see that's 
not the point The point is that concessions demoralize them Today 
they demand that I fire the foreman tomorrow they’ll want me to 
han<* myself for their amusement 

yakov ( gently ) You think they’ll wait for tomorrow to want 
that 9 

Mikhail You seem to think thts is funny' 1 d like to see you 
try to handle tho*e grimy gentlemen about a thousand of them 
with their heads turned by all kinds of people including your 
dear broiler with his Iiberalwm and other idiots with various 
leaflets (Looks at his uatch ) Almost ten o’clock, and they threaten 
to begin the fun after lunch Oh yes Yakov Ivanovich your brother 
certainly made a nice mess of things at the factory while I was away 
on vacation He completely demoralized the people with h» lack of 
firmness * 

(siNTzov enters al right He is about thirty years old There 
u something calm and impressite in his face and figure } 

st\TZO\ Mikhail \ a««d icvicV I cpre-enlativw from the workers 
have come to the office and demand to «ce the owne* 

MIKHAIL Demand 9 Be good enough to sen I them to th" devil' 
(Paulina enters left ) Forgive me Paulina Dmitrievna 

Faluxa (graciotijfy) You have a habit of swearing But what 
is the occasion this time 9 

MIKHAIL lie a H tli* ‘proletariat’" Tier ’’demanl'** Formerly 
the/ cam- to me mth dutiful “request* " 
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pal lina \ou re very har h with people, I assure you 
MIKHAIL (mating; a futile gesture uitk lus hands) There you are* 
SINTZON What shall I tell the representatives? 

Mikhail Let them wait Co on back 

(SINTtOY leaves unhurriedly ) 

TALLIN a That man has an interesting face Has he been working 
(or us long? 

MIKHAIL About a year it seems 

TALLIN* He gives the impression of being a well bred fellow 
Who is he’ 

Mikhail drugging hts shoulders) Cels forty rubles a month 
(Looks at Ins watch, sighs and glances about catching sight of Polog i 
under one of the trees ) What are you doing here’ Have you come 
to ace me? 

POLOCI I\o Mikhail Vassihcvich I came to fee Zakhar Ivanovich 
MIKIIAIL What for? 

POLOCI In respect to a violation of property rights 
Mikhail (to Paulina) Let me introduce another one of our new 
employees’ A person with a taste lor gardening He is absolutely 
convinced that everything on earth was created for the sole purpose 
of injuring his interests Everything annoys him— the sun England 
new machinery the frogs 

POLoci (smiling) Allow me to observe that the frog* annoy every 
011c when they begin croaking 

MIKHAIL Co back to the office' What’s this habit you have of 
dropping everything and coming to complain 9 I don’t like it at all 
Get along with you 

fro LOCI boas and leaves iaLLIna smiles and stands watching 
him through her lorgnette ) 

paulina How «tnct you are' He’s an amusing type It seems to 
me that people in Ru*«ia are more original than they are abroad 
MfKUAIL If you said more aboriginal I’d agree with you I ve been 
managing people for fifteen years I have an excellent idea of the 
riolile Ru«ian people as painted by our clerical writer* 

PAULINA Clerical 9 



5‘0 


MAXIM CORKT 


MIKHAIL 01 course All your Cbemysherskys, Dobrolyubovs, 
Zlatovratskys Uspcn«k)8. (Looks a l hit uaich) a long tune 

Zakhar Ivanovich u in coming' 

Paulina Do you know what's keeping him? He’s finishing la‘t 
nights chess game with jour brother 

Mikhail You don t «ay' And down at the factory ihey’re threat 
emng to quit work after lunch' kou can be sure that nothing good 
will ever come of Ru«sia and that s a fact A land of anarchy! An 
otgamc di«gu*t for any kind of work and complete inability to main 
tain order' Not the slightest respect for law 

Paulina But that's only natural How can theie be respect for 
law in a country where there is no law’ Between you and me, our 
government . . 

MiKHAii. Oh, yes' I m not jU’tifymg am hod) The government 
loo Take the Anglo-Saxons (Enter Zakhar Bardin and Tlikolai 
Skrobotot ) There could be no better material from which to build 
a state An Englishman prances before the law on hu hind leg-, like 
a circus hor*e He ha« a feeling for law m hj bones, in his very 
muscles Good morning Zakhar Ivanoucb' Hello Nikolai' Allow me 
to inform you of the latest result of your liberal policy with the 
workers they demand that I immediately fire Dichkov, threatening to 
quit work after lunch if \ do not Well how do you like that’ 
Zakhar (rubbing hu forehead) Me’ Ifm m m Dichkov’ The 
fellow who’s- always u«mg hu fists? And something or other with the 
girls’ Of course we'll hate to fire him It’s only just 

MIKHAIL (aggravated) Good Lord lei’s talk eeriouslj abo^t th s 
matter, respected partner' It's not a question of justice but of busi 
ness Justice u Nikolai’s affair And, begging your pardon I am 
obliged once more lo point ont that your conception of justice is 
ruinous to business 

Zakhar Excu»e me. but that’s a paradox' 

PAULlNs Talking business in my presence all morning' 

MiKHAH. A thousand pardons, bnt I shall continue I consider 
thu conversation decaive Before I left for my vacation, I held the 
factory in my hand like this (indicates a tight fist) and nobody dared 
to let ont «o much as a peep’ As von know, I never saw anything 
beneficial m all tbo=e Sunday amusements — reading circles and Mich 
noi»cn«e under our condition* Hie raw Rus3 an mind does not 
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flare up with the light of reason when a spark of knowledge falls 
upon it It onl) smokes and smoulders 

NIKOLAI One should always 'peak calmly 
MiKUATL (restraining himself uith difficulty) Thank you for your 
advice It’s perfectly sound, but unfortunately I cannot accept it In 
six months, Zakhar Ivanovich, jour attitude toward the workers has 
shaken and undermined the Ann structure which it took me eight 
years to build up I had won the respect of the workers They looked 
upon me as their master Mow it is clear to everyone that there are 
two masters, a kind one and a mean one \ou of course, are the 
kind one. 

ZAKIIAR (embarrassed) But dear me why should you talk 
like that 7 

PAVLINA Thais a very strange thing to «aj Mikhail kamlievich. 
MtKltAtL I have rca'ons for speaking this way hou have placed 
jne in an idiotic position The last time this que'tion came up I m 
formed the workers that I would close down th“ factory 'ooner than 
fire Dichknv They realued that I meant what I said and they calmed 
down On Friday Zakhar Ivanovich, you told that fellow Grekov that 
Dukhov was a roughneck and you meant to fire him 

ZAKitvtt (concihatmgly) But my dear fellow if he goes around 
punching people in the jawr and that sort of thing 7 "iou must agree 
that we can t allow such things We’re Europeans Were civilized 
people. 

MIKHAIL Fir't of all we’re factory owners On every holiday the 
wotkers heal each other up what business is that of ours 7 But you’ll 
have to postpone teaching the workers good manners for the present. 
Bight now their reprc«enta lives are waiting for you in the office and 
thev will demand that you fire Dichkov What do you intend to do 7 
ZvKHAtl Do you find that Dichkov is so indispensable? 

NIKOLAI (dryly) As far as I understand this is not a question 
of an individual but of a principle 

MIKHAIL Exactly’ Its a question of who is master at the factory— 
you and I or the workers? 

ZAKnvR (cl a loss) Yes I understand hut, 
mikiuil If we give in to them now, there’s no knowing what 
they'd demand next. They re a "brazen bunch Sir months o! these 
Sundav school a and tl mg* have done their work Thev look at me 
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like a pack of wolves and tbey’se already put out some leaflets It 
savours of socialism Yes it does 

Paulina Socialism in an out of the-way place like this 1 It sounds 
almost funny, doesn’t it 9 

Mikiiail \ou think «o ? My dear Paulina Dmitrievna a3 long as 
children are «mall they are amusing But gradually they grow up and 
all of a «udden you find y cur'd f face to face with grown up rascals 
Zakhar What do you intend doing 9 

MIKHAIL Closing down the factor) Let them go hungry for a 
while and they It cool off (3 alov gels up goes oier to the table and 
has a drink then he goes slotcly of} ) As soon a? w e shut down the 
women will begin to interfere. They 11 begin to cry, and women’s 
tears act I ke a whiff of smelling salts on tho'e who are dizzy with 
dreams Tbe\ immediate!) bnng them to their «en'es 
PAULTtA That’s a har«h tlung to say 
MIKHAIL Yes ns harsh. Life demands such harshness 
Zakhar But 'irch a measure do yon think its absolutely 
necessary 9 It seems to me isn t it a little hit too 9 
Mikhail Can you Migge«t an) thing ef«e 9 
Zakhar TC hat if I go and speak to them 9 

MIKHAIL Of cour*e )ou will give m to them and then my post 
tion will become intolerable I beg your pardon but I mu.t sa) that 
your wavering is almost an insult to roe* To «ay nothing of the harm 
it does 

ZAKHAR ( impetuously ) But, my dear fellow I do not object, I 
am just trying to think it out You mu't understand that I am more 
of a country gentleman than an industrialist This is all so new to 
me, and so complicated T should like to see justice done The peas 
ant' are more gentle and good natured than the worker* I get along 
with them excellently Ij seems to me that there are «ome very inter 
eating figures among the workers but on the whole I agree with 
yo i they arc too presumptuous 

MIKHAIL Especially since you have made them so many promises. 
ZAKHIR But you see as ‘oon as you left I began to notice a sort 
of reMlesmesa there were even disturbances Perhaps I was not 
ven. cautious but the workers had to be quieted dorm Thing" 
have been written about «, ,n the papers and very sharp things 
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MIKHAIL [impudently) It is now «eventeen minute* after ten It 
is neocssarv to come to <ome decis on A« tbe matter “land* either I 
e!o«e down the factory or I resign If the factory is clo ed down we 
shall rot suffer any lo«3 I have already taken the nece'sary measures 
All our m«h orders are ready and we have reserve stocks n the 
warehouses 

ZAKHAR Hmmm I see It has to he decided right now What 
do you think, Nikolai \ assilievich’ 

NIKOLAI I think that my brother is right If we value civilization 
it is necessary to hold, strictly to principles 

ZAKHAR That is you also think we should clo«e down 9 Wbat a 
pity' My dear Mikhail Vassilievich plea«e don l be offended with me 
I «! all give >ou mj answer in let « »ay ten minute* Will that do’ 
MIKHAIL Quite 

ZAKHAR (quickly going off left) Paulina, plea»e come with 
we 

PAULINA ( folloumg her husband) Goodness hoi unpleasant all 
this is 1 

ZAKHAR Through the generations the peasant has developed an 
interest sen«e of respect for the nobility (They go out ) 

MIKHAIL (through his teeth) The imlk'Op 1 He can say that after 
the agrarian massacres in the South’ Fool’ 

NIKOLAI Eas) Mikhail’ Wb) should jou let joureclf go like that ; 
Mikhail Mj nerves are shot to pieces can t >ou understand’ 1 m 
going to the factory and look’ (Takes a revoher from his pocleL) 
They hate me thanks to that id ot Dut I can t drop everytl mg 1 ou 
v ould be the fir=t one to blame me if I did All our capital is in that 
factory If I leave that bald headed fool will nun everything 
NIKOLAI (calmly) That s bad if you re not exaggerating 
siNTZOV (entering) The workers are asking for you 
MIKHAIL For me’ What a up’ 

SINTZOV There are rumours that the factory will be closed down 
after lunch 

Mikhail (to his brother ) Hear that’ How did they find out’ 
Nikolai Probably Iakov Ivanovich told them. 

MIKHAIL Damn it all’ (Looking at Sint ov mth an irritation he 
cannot disguise } Why i& it that you are so concerned Air Smtiov/ 
Coming here asking question* Whats the idea’ 



nikolai I have an idea that she's easy to get Very sensual it 
seems 

mikiuu. Where can that liberal be 9 Must hare gone bach to bed 
No, I tell you, Russia i«n’t capable of making good People are all 
mixed up, nobody knows his place, everybody wanders about dream 
mg, talking The government is made up of a bunch of half wiL>— 
*tupid mean understanding nothing incapable of doing anything 
TATYANA (returning) Why are you shouting 9 For «ome reason 
everyone has begun to «hout 

aciiafena Mikhail Va« lbevich Zakhar Ivanovich is asking for 

you 

MIKHAIL At last 1 

TATYANA (sitting at the table) Vfhy is he so upset 9 
NIKOLAI I don t think you would find it of any interest 
TATYANA (calmly) He reminds me of a policeman I once knew 
This policeman often used to be on duty in our theatre in Kos-lroma — 
long and thin with bulging eyes 

MKOLAl I fail to see the resemblance to my brother 
TATYANA I m not speaking of a phj «ical resemblance This police- 
man was al»o always hurrying somewhere He didn’t walk, but ran, 
he didn t smoke, but devoured cigarettes, it seemed as though he 
didn’t live, but simply kept jumping and turning somersaults m his 
ni»h to get «omew here — but where, he had no idea 
MKOLAl kou think he really didn t know 7 
TATYANA I'm convinced of it When a person has a clear purpose, 
he pursues it calmly That fellow W3S always rushing And it was a 
special kind of a rush Something kept lashing him Inside, and he 
ran on and on getting in his own way and everybody else’s He wa«n’t 
greedy — not in the narrow sense He was only greedily eager to do 
all that had to be done to rid himself of all his duties, including 
the duty to take bribes He didn t take bribes — he grabbed them. And 
he grabbed them in such haste that he ev en forgot to aay thank you. 
Finally he was run over by ‘orae horses and killed. 

NIKOLAI Do you wi«h to imply that my brother’s energy is direct 
ed to no puxpo«e 9 

TATYANA Is that the way it turned out 9 No, it isn’t what I -wanted 
to say h our brother simply reminds me of that policeman 

Nikolai Not very complimentary to mv brother I should say 
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Tatyana I had no intention of paving him compliment* 
mkOUU \ou hate on ongtnal manner of flirting 
TATYANA Heal!}? 

MKOUU Yes, but not a very cheerful oi e 

TATYANA (calmly) I* it pos«ible for a woman to be gay with yon’ 
NIKOLAI OhoJ 

Pavlina (entering) Nothing *eems to go right today Nobod) » 
hating breakfa*t, everybody is irritated, ns though tli*y hadn't had 
enough sleep Early this morning Nad>a went to the woods for mush 
rooms with Cleopatra Petrovna Yesterday I asked her not to do 
that. Heavens, how difficult life has become 1 
tattana kou cat too much 

PAVLINA Why that tone Tanya? \onr altitude toward people i« 
simply abnormal 
TATYANA Really’ 

PAULIN x Its easy enough to take things calml) when you have 
nothing and «o are free of all responsibility But wt on thousands of 
people depend upon jou for their food that* no joke 

TATYANA Stop feeding them, let them live as the> like Turn over 
everything to them— the factory, the land and live m peace 

NIKOLAI (lighting a tmoke) From what play did )ou get that’ 
PAVLINA I can t understand why >ou say such dungs, Tanya, 
^ou should *ee how upset Zakhar is We have lire ded to c!o*e the 
factory for a while, until the workers calm down But ju«t imagine 
how hard that is' Hundreds of people will be thrown out of work 
And they have children . it's horrible' 

tattana Don I clo«e down if Us so horrible' Wbv torture 
yourselves? 

PAULINA Oh, Tanya* How irritating you are' If we don t clo«e 
down the workers will go on strike and that will be «>en wor«e 
TATYANA What Will be worse’ 

PAVLINA Everything m general We certainly can t concede all 
their demands And actually they aren’t their demands They’ve ‘imply 
started yelling the way a bunch of socialists have taught them to 
(Fervently ) I cant understand it! Abroad, 'ociah«m is m its proper 
place and its leaders conduct activities quite openly But with us, here 
in Russia they get the workers off in comers and whwper to them, 
completely Ignoring the fart that soeialum i« quite out of place in 
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a monarchy 1 It’s a constitution we need, and not socialism What do 
you think, ISikoIai Vassihench 7 

NIKOLAI (tilth a short laugh) Something quite different. Social 
ism 13 a very dangerous phenomenon And it 13 bound to find fertile 
«oil in a country which has no independent, «o to speak, race philo* 
ophy, in a country where everything 13 grabbed on the side and on 
the run We are extremists That is our weakness 
fa t lina Oh, that s true enough' We are extremists 
Tatiana (getting up) Especially you and your husband And the 
prosecutor here 

FAULDtA What do you know about it, Tanya ' Zakhar is considered 
to be one of the reds m our gubernia 

TATYANA (walking up and down) I think lie turns red only from 
shame, and that not too often 

rAULm Tanya! What in the world has happened to yon 7 
TATYANA Why, u that offensive 7 I didn’t know It «eems to me 
that your life is like an amateur performance The roles have been 
wrongly assigned, nobody has any talent, everyone acts abominably 
The play doesn't make any sen«e 

NIKOLAI There w some truth in what you say And everyone 
complains about how boring the play is 

TATIANA Yes, we ruin the play And it seems to me that the 
extras and the stage hands are beginning to realize it Some day 
they’ll cha«e us off the boards 

(Enter CENTRAL and KON ) 

MKO LAI Aren’t you carrying it a little too far? 

General (calling) Paulina 1 Some milk for the General' Ho, ho' 
Some cold milk! (To hikolai.) Hello, you old coffin of laws' 

Your band my charming niece' kon, answer your lesson what is 
a «o!dier 7 

KO\ (bored) Whatever ho «upenor wishes, "V our Excellency 
GENERAL Could a soldier he a fi«h, eh 7 
KON A soldier mu't be able to be anything 
tattana My dear uncle, you amused us with this scene yesterday 
Mu«t we have it every day 7 

paulina (tilth a Sigh) Every day after his sworn. 

37— £30 
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GENERAL Oh, that Kon' 

KO\ Here I am 

General Get the fishing rods and the boat 
XON At! ready 

general I nt cS to be aroused by the fish That s more sensible 
than sitting around and being abused by people (Laughing ) We!! 
put eh what 9 (A a dya runs in ) Ah my pretty butterfly' What’s up 9 
NADYt (happily) Adventure' (Turning back she calls ) Please 
come here’ Grekov* Don J let him go Cleopatra Petrovna' Just as we 
were coming out of the woods auntie we suddenly came upon three 
drunken workers 

Paulina There now' I always told you 

CLEOPATRA (followed by Grekov) Can you imagine anything 
more disgusting' 

Nadya Why disgusting 9 It was «o funny' Three workers auntie, 
all of them smiling and saying Our dear little ladies' 

CLEOPATRA I shall certainly ask my husband to dismi s them 
crekov ( smiling ) What for 9 

GENERAL (to A adya) Who is that er chimney sweep 9 
nad\ A Thats the one who saved us grandfather do you under 
«tand 9 

CENERU. No I don t understand a thing 

Cleopatra (to Nadya ) As though anyone could understand the 
way you tel) it 

NaPya I tell it just the way it was 
PAULIN a Well nobody can under tarn! anything Nadya 
NADYA Because you keep interrupting me' They came up to 
u* and said Ladies why not join us m «ingmg a «ong ” 
Paulina Gracious such impertinence' 

Nadya Nothing of the kind' We heard that you «ang very well ” 
they said Of course* they said were a little hit tipsy hut were 
better that way ’ And that s the truth auntie When they re drunk they 
aren t sullen like they usually are 

CLeopatila Fortunately for us this young man 
Nadya I tell it better than you' Cleopatra Petrovna began 'cold 
ing them and you ncedn t have Im sure you needn’t and 
then one of them the tall thin one 

cleopatra (menacingly) I know who he i«* 


37’ 
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NADYA Toot her by the hand and said so <adl) “You’re such a 
pretty reined lady its a pleasure ju«t to loot at yon And 'till you 
scold Have we really offended you’’ He 'aid it so nicely from hu 
very heart Bnt then another one — he really was gruff — he said, 
‘Whats the big idea, talking to tlem 9 As though they could under 
stand anything’ They re not people they re beasts' That’s u® — 
beasj She and I (Loughs ) 

TATYAN \ (laughing) Ttou seem to be \ery pleased with that title 
PM) LINA What did I tell you Nadya 9 If you insist on running 
off to all «orts of places 

CJtEKOY (to A adya) Way I go now 9 

nadya Oh no Plea*edonL Wont aou hate *omc tea 9 Or 
milk 9 Piease do 1 (7"Ae Central laughs Cleopatra shrugs her shoul 
tiers Tatyana notches Grekov and hums something quietly Paulina 
drops / er head and concentrates on the spoons she is wiping on a 
towd ) 

CREKOv ( smiling ) No, thank vou I don t care for anything 
Nadya (insisting) Please dont be bashful These are all Aery 
nice people, really 

PAVLINA (protesting//) Oh Nadya* 

NADYA (to Grekoi ) Dont go yet I haven t finished telling 
about il 

Cleopatra (displeased) In a word, this young man made a timely 
appearance and talked his drunken friends into leaving us in peace 
1 asked him to see us home, and that s all 

Nadya Oh. the way you tell it* If it had been that way we’d 
have died of boredom 

CEneral Well now what shall we make of this 9 
NADYA (to Grekor) Sit down’ Auntie, why don t you invite him 
to ®it down 9 And what are you all so glum about 9 

PAULINA (to Crekoc from where she is siting) I am very grate- 
ful to you young man 

CREKOV Please don t mention it. 

PAULINA (more dryly) It was very good of you to defend these 
young women 

CREKOV (calmly) There was no need to defend them No one 
did them any harm 

Nadya But auntie* How can you say such a thing* 



Paulina I mu<t ask you not to try to teach me 
Nadya But don’t you see — nobody defended anybody He simply 
said to them, ‘Leave them alone, comrades That »snt nice.” They 
were glad to *ee him 4 Grehov*’ they cned “Come along with ns* 
You’re a clever chop*” And really auntie he is clever Forgive 
me, Grekov, but that’s the truth 

CREKOV (smiling) hou have placed me in a very embarrassing 
position 

Muu Really 9 But I d dn’t mean to’ It r*n i me its them Grekov 
PAULINA Nadya’ You know that I can t endure your exuberance* 
You make your«elf appear smply funnv But enough of tin*’ 

NADya ( excitedly ) Then go ahead and laugh ' Why are you sit 
ting here like owls 9 Go ahead and laugh' 

Cleopatra Nadya has a talent for making a great show out of 
trifles — with a lot of noi*e and enthusiasm And that s particularly 
pleasant now, in front of a stranger who, ns you sec is laughing 
at her 

Nadya (to Grekov) Are you laughing at me 9 Why 9 
CREKOV (simply) I am admiring you and not laughing at you 
Paulin v (oteruAefmerf) What 9 Uncle 
CLEOPATRA (tilth a short laugh) There you are' 
general Well, enough’ Good things in little dose Here, young 
man, take this and be ofF. 

CREKOV (laming a tear) Thank you That’s unneces«ary 
NADYA (entering her face tcith her hantls) Oh’ IIow could you’ 
Ceneral ( stopping Crelov ) Wait a minute’ Tins is ten rubles’ 
CREKOV (calmly) Well what of it? 

(For a second, all are silent) 

Ceneral (confused) Er a who are you anyway 9 
CREKOV One of the worker* 

GENERAL A smith 9 
CREKOV No a fitter 

GENERAL ( sternly ) That’s all the same Why don t you take this 
money, eh 9 

CREKOY Because I don’t want it 

general (urUoinl) Nonsense, I call iL What is it you want 9 
CREKOV Nothing 
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general Maybe vou’d like to ask the hand of the joung 
ladj, eh 9 

(He laughs — et cry one is embarrassed by his joke ) 

Nadya Oh’ What are you saying 7 
fault*' a P3ea.e, uncle 

CREKOV (calmly, to the General) How old are you 9 
general (ama,ed) What 9 Me 9 How old 9 
GREKOV (in lAe same tone) How old are you 9 
GENERAL (glancing about) What a this 9 Sixty-one . What of it 9 
CREKOV (leaitng) You should have more sense at your age. 
general What 9 • I should have more sense . / 9 
rady a (running after Grekov) Please please don I be angry 
He s jiK an old man They’re really nice people Honestly ’ 

GENERAL What the devil is this anyway 9 

Grekov Don t worry your*elf This is all perfectly natural 
NADYA It s just becau«e of the heat They’re in a bad mood .. 
And I made such a me«s of telling that Mory 

crekov (smiling) No matter bow you told it, you can be 'ure 
theyd never understand you 

(They disappear ) 

ceneral (opemAebned) He dared to say such a thing to 
me eh 9 

TATYANA You had no business handing him that money 
Paulina Oh Nadya* That Nadya* 

CLEOPatra The nerve of hun* There s a proud Spaniard for you! 
I H certainly aJt my hu-band to 
CENERAL That puppy 9 

PAULINA But Nadya’s impossible’ Walking off with him like 
that’ She up “els roe so* 

Cleopatra The^-e «ociali»ts of yours keep getting more im 
pudent every day 

FALLIXA What makes you think hes a socialist 9 
CLEOPATRA I can «ee it All the decent workers are «ociali Is. 
GENERAL I shall report this to Zakhar Today well throw that 
young upnart out of the factory on his ear 
TATYANA The factory is dewed 
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GENERAL. It doesn’t matter ... on I113 earl 
PAULINA Tanya, go call IS ad) a Please do Tell ter that I'm 
simply overwhelmed 

(Tanya goes off ) 

ceneraj. The scum 1 How old, eh 7 

CLEOPATRA Tho'e drunkards whistled after us . and you go 
pampering them about .. reading circles and the like What’s the 
rfiKe in it 9 

PAULINA Yes, yes, it’s the truth Just imagine, on Thursday I had 
to go to the village, and all of a sudden heard whistling’ They even 
w Inst led after me 1 Why, they might have frightened the horses, to say 
nothing about its being indecent’ 

Cleopatra (instructively) Zakhar Ivanovich is much to blame’ 
He doesn't place the proper distance between himself and those peo- 
ple, just as my husband say 9. 

pauuna He is too «oft hearted He wants to be kind to every 
One He is convinced that being kind to the people is to the advantage 
of both «ides The peasants justify this point of view They lease the 
land, j>ay rent, and everything is fine But these . .. (enter Tatyana 
and Aadya) Nadya’ Darling, you understand how indecent ... 

nadya (angrily) It’s you who were indecent’ You' The heat 
has gone to your heads You’re mean and <ick and you don’t under- 
stand anything’ And you, grandfalier, how stupid you are 1 
general ( infuriated J Me' Stupid' Just say that again! 
nadya Why did you say that — about my hand’ Aren't you 
ashamed’ 

GENERAL Ashamed’ Well that’s the limit’ I’ve had just about 
enough for one day' (Leaves, yelling at the top of his lungs ) Kon* 
The devil take the likes of you’ Where under the sun have you got 
ten to, you dolt, you dunderhead 1 

nadya But you, auntie, you' You’ve even been abroad, and 
you make fine «peeches about politics’ . Not to have invited him 
to sit down, not to have offered him a cup of tea’ 

Paulina ( jumping up and throwing down a spoon) This is un 
possible 1 Do you realize what you’re saying’ 

nad\a And you too, Cleopatra ’Petrovna"' . . tin fee way baefc 
you were «o sweet and polite to him’ But as soon as we got here ... 
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CIxopa'TLa. What was I supposed to do, kiss him 9 Eicuse me, bu t 
his face was dirty And furthermore, I have no intention of listening 
to jour reprimand. ’ You sec, Paulina Dmitrievna 9 Here is jour 
democracy for jou or what do they call it — humanism 9 And my poor 
hu*band w the one who has to answer for it all But you'll hate to 
answer for it too you’ll see* 

faults a I must apologize to you, Cleopatra Petrovna, for Nadya s 
Behaviour 

CLEOPATRA (leaving) That’s quite unnecessary It isn t a ques 
tion of only ISadya You’re all to blame’ 

PAULINA Listen here, Nadya, when your mother "as dying and 
entrusted me wi*h yonr upbringing 

Nadya Don’t ‘peak of my mother* Yon never say the right things 
about her 1 

PAUUXA (in amazement) Nadya’ Arc you ill 9 Think of what 
you’re «aying kour mother was ray ‘ister I knew her a bit better 
than you 

Nadya ( unable to retrain her lean) You don’t know anything 
Poor people and rich people have nothing in common My mother 
was poor and «he was good* You can’t understand poor people* 
kou don t even understand Aunt Tanya* 

Paulina Nadezhda, I mun ask vou to leave Go at once* 

NADYA ( letning ) I’m going But I’m right just the same Not 
you but ire’ 

paltjm Heaven. ’ A strong healthy girl having a fit like 
this all of a «udden’ Almost hy«tenc‘’ Forgive me, Tanya but I’m 
afraid you ve been having a bad influence on her kou talk to 
her about everything as though «he were a grow n up You take 
her among oar employees — those people from the office — those 
queer workers. Thais ab«urd, you know Even going boating 
with them 

Tatyana Calm yonr3ell Alaybe you better have a drink of some- 
thing or other There’s no denying that you behaved rather stupidly 
toward that woiker Nothing would have happened to the chair if 
you’d asked him to sit on it. 

pacijsa k on re all wrong Certainly nobody can accuse me of 
having a wrong attitude toward the workers But ev erythmg w ithin 
limits, my dear* 



TATYANA And then, I don't take ter among anybodj, m «pite of 
your claims Sbe goes herself and I don’t consider it necessary to 
slop her 

PAULINA She goes herself* As though she understood w h A re* 
(\AXO\ enters slowly, slightly drunk) 

Yakov (sitting clour j) There’s going to he trouble at the factor). 
PAULINA (long su ffenngly) Oh stop it kakov Ivanovich* 

YAKOV Yes there is There’s going to be trouble They te going 
to bum dotvn the factor) and roast us all m the fire — like rabbits 
TATYANA (tilth taxation) \ouve been drinking already 1 
YAKOV lie always been drinking by this hour l just «avv Cleo* 
patra . that’s a mean baby for you 1 Not bccaiw. «hes got «o many 
lovers But because there s a nasty old dog sitting v. here her heart ought 
to be 

PAUUKA (rising) Heavens* Fverythmg was going along so nicely, 
and then all of a sudden (Begins walking aimlessly through the 
garden ) 

yakov A mangy dog — not Tery big but very gTeedy There it 
sits baring its teeth It’s calm everything up, but «till it wants more 
Only it doesn’t know what and that worries it 

Tatyana Be still, Yakov' Here comes >our brother 
yakov What do I care about my brother’ Tanya I realise that 
you cannot love me any more, and that hurts It hurts, but it doe«n t 
stop me from loving you . 

tatyana You better freshen yourself up a bit Go have a smm 
Zakhar ( entering ) Have they already announced that the factory 
j« being clo«ed down 9 
tatyaya 1 don’t know 

yakov iNo they haven t announced it, but the workers know it 
anyway 

ZAKHAR How 9 Who told them 9 
yakov I did I went and told them 
PAULINA (coming up) Why did you do that 9 
YAKOV (shrugging hu shoulders) Ju«t for the fun of it. They 
few <i •* v nftans/ent* l tsll tie®, everythin"— 1£ they listen. I think, they 
like me It’s pleasant for them to see that their boss brother is a 
drunkard That impresses them with the idea of the equality of all men 



zakiiar IPm m m. \ou often go to the factory, 'iakov and of 
cour*e I have nothing against it. But Mikhail \ a«ilievich says that 
‘oraetiraes when you are talking with the workers you criticize the 
management. 

YAKOV That s a lie I don t understand anything about management. 
•\nd mismanagement 

Zakhar He abo says that sometimes you bring vodka with you 
YAKOV That s a lie I dont hung it, I «end for it, and not some 
-times but every time. Cant you understand that they re not interested 
in me if I don t hate vodka 9 

Zakhar But, \akov judge for yourself — after all youie the 
brother of the owner 

yakov Thais not my only shortcoming 

zakhar {offended) All right, I shall say nothing more Nothing 
1 am surrounded by a hostile atmosphere which I cannot understand 
at all 

p\LUx\ Thats the truth \ou 'hoold have heard what Nndezhda 
just eaid* 

POLOCI ( running m) Allow me Ju«t now Just now they 
killed the director 
ZAKHAR What’ 

Paulina "you what did you «ay 7 

POLoci hilled him outright he fell down 

Zakhar Who 9 Who 'hot him 7 

POLOCI The workers 

Paulina Did they catch them 7 

Zakhar b there a doctor there 7 

roLoci I don l know 

paullna y aim iAanovich 1 Go immediately 
YAKOV {with a helpless gesture) Where 7 
Paulina How did it happen 7 

POLOCI The d rector was agitated hii boot landed in the 
'tomach of one of the worker* 
l AKOv They re coming here 

(Confusion AUKiuiL 'krobotoi is led in by NIKOLAI cm one 
side and LELsHin 0 bald middle-aged worker on the other Sev 
eral workers and employees accompany them,) 
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Mikhail (ii» a tired toice) Leave me alone Put me down 
NIKOLAI Otd you see who did the shooting 9 
MIKHAIL I mtired tired 

NIKOLAI (i nsutaufy) Did you notice who did the shooting 9 
M1M1A1L 1 ou re hurting me Some red headed fellow Put 
me down A ted headed fellow 

(They place l im on the turj seal ) 

Nikolai (to a Police Sergeant ) Do you hear 9 \ redheaded fel 

low 

roucLM an \e* lour Honour 
MIKHAIL Ah 1 But its all the same now 

IEVSH1N (to f\ ikolai) V\ ouldn I it be tatter not to trouble him for 
the present 9 

NIKOLAI Silence' B here g the doctor 9 l m a'ktitg you where 
the doctor is* 

(Everyone starts whispering and moung around to no purpose ) 
MIKHAIL Don l yell The pain Let me re«t 
LEASH in That s right ye«l a bit Mikhail Vassilievich Tins human 
buatnc-s is oil kopeck bu«mc«s Its the kopeck as will ruin a person 
Born for a kopeck, buried for a kopeck* 

Nikolai Sergeant' A«k eieryonc who doosn t belong hereto Ieate 
POLICEMAN ((A a tou totce) Get going fellow# ISothmg to watch 
1 ere 

ZAKHAR (gwelfy) Where s the doctor 9 

NIKOLAI Misha 1 Mi«ha' {Bends oter his l rather and n cry one 
docs likewise ) I in afraid — its all o\er 
ZAKHAR Impossible' lies fainted' 

NIKOLAI (slowly and quietly) \o hes. dead Do you underhand 
what that mean* Zakhar Ivanovich 9 

ZAKHAR But maybe you are mistaken 

MKOLAt No Im not It s you wl o cau-ed hint to he shot — you' 

zakuar (overwhelmed) I 9 

TATYANA How cruel and stupid' 

Nikolai (attacking. Zakhar) Yes you' 

chief OF police (running in) "Where s the direct or 7 Is lie «en 
ou*=ly wounded 9 
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LEYSHtft He’s dead Kept hurrying everybody else — rushing ru'h 
mg and now look at him 

Nikolai (to the Chief of Police) He jun had time to «ay that the 
fellow who killed him was a redhead 
chief of police A redhead’ 

Nikolai “Vies You mu t immediately take the proper measures 
chief of police (to the Police Sergeant ) Immediately arrest all 
redheads* 

rouCEMAN \es Yonr Honour 
CHIEF OF POLICE All of them* 

(policeman goes out ) 

CLEOPATRA ( running in) Where is 1 e’ Mi«ha* What s the matter, 
has he fainted’ Nikolai \ a«iliewcb has be fainted’ (Nilolai turns 
aicay } Is he dead’ Is he’ 

levshlv He s calmed down now He threatened them witli his 
pi«lol but the pistol turned against himself 

Nikolai (angrily under his breath) You get out* (To the Chief 
of Police) Take this fellow away! 

cleop VTRA The doctor — what does the doctor «ay’ 

CHIEF OF POLICE (quietly to Letshin) Clear out, >ou* 

LEymiin (quietly) I m leaving No need to shove 
CLEOPATRA (quietly) They killed him’ 

PADUNA (to Cleopatra ) Darling* 

cleopatra (qutelly but r engefully) Get away from me* This is 
J our work yours * 

ZAKHAR ( despondent ) I understand that thi« is a dreadful blow 
to you but why why 'ay such a thing? 

PAULINA (fearfully) Oh my dear, think, what an aw f ul thing you re 
saying* 

TATYANA (to Paulina) kou go away Where’s the doctor’ 
Cleopatra Its your accursed wish) washyness that killed him* 
Nikolai Calm your'elf Cleopatra Zakhar Ivanovich cannot help 
recognizing his guilt 

Zakhar (despondent) Gentlemen I don t understand anything 
What are you saying’ How can you make «uch an accusation’ 
Paulina But this i« horrible* Heavens, such lack of feetm"! 
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cleofaTua Lack ot reeling 9 You pot*oncd Use workers against 
him, you destroyed hit influence oicr them . The) used to be afraid 
of him. The) used to tremble at the set) eight of him And now theyhe 
LiUed him. And tt’s jou )ou who ore to blame Ilia blood is on 
jour hands! 

Mkolai Enough enough ^ou mustn’t (bout 
CLEorATiu (to Paulina) So you're crjing are you 7 That s right! 
Cry’ Cry all lus blood out of sour eyes’ 
roucttj\j« {rnttnng) \our Honour 
CHIEF OF FOUCE Htt'h you* 

POLICEMAN All the redheads are arre-ted 1 

(Through tht gorJm in the background conn the rE.NEn.\E push 
mg EON i/i front oj him and laughing loudly ) 

NIKOLAI Shhhl 

clfopathn Who is it— -the murderers 7 


(CCtTAllO 
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(A bnght moon throws thick, heavy shadows in the garden The 
table is littered with bread, cucumbers, eggs, beer bottles Can- 
dles are burning in lanterns, vCRAFENA ij trashing the 
dishes Y A C O DI is silting on a chair tcith a stick in his 
hand and smoking To the left stand T A T Y A \ a NADYA, 
LEVS II IN Eteryone speaks in loitered loices as though 
listening for something The general atmosphere u one of tense 
anticipation ) 

LEVsniY (to A adya) Everything human has been tainted by cop- 
per, my dear mis« That’s why your voung heart is heavy All people 
are chained to a copper kopeck, hut you are »till free, and «o you don’t 
fit in. To every man on this earth the kopeck jingles its message Lore 
me as you love yourself But that docent concern you A bird 
neither sows nor reaps 

YACODJS (to Agrafena) A efimich has started teaching his bet 
ters the old simpleton' 

ACRAFE2SA Why not 9 He tell, them the truth A little truth won’t 
do our better* any harm either 

raPYA Is life very difficult for you Aefuruch 9 
LEV'npt ISot >eiy Not for roe I have no children. I have a 
woman — a wife that is But our children all died 

NADYA Aunt Tanya' Why is it that when there i* a dead body m 
the bou-e everyone speaks in a whisper 9 
TATYANA I don t know 

lev SHIN (snuluig) That’s because were all guilty before the 
dead, my young lady Everybody’s guilty 

NADYA But it isn t always like this that somebody has been 
killed But people speak in whispers no matter who’ s dead. 

LEASED! Oh, my dear' Be kill them all' Some of them with 
bullets, some with word. Be kill everybody with our doing" Be 
chase people from the sun into the soil without realizing it, without 
seeing iL But when we finally throw a roan into the arm. of death. 
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then we begin to understand & bit of our guilt Vie L egin to feel sorry 
for the dead one, to feel ashamed of ourselves and a great fear gross s 
in US Because, don t jou see no ourselves are being chased the same 
way, we ourselves are headed for the grave 
NADYA \es Hiats a dreadful thought. 

LEVS II iv Dortt let Jt worry you Today jt seems dreadful but 
tomorrow its forgotlen And people begin shoving each other 
about again One of them falls down and for a minute everybody w 
quiet and embarrassed Then they give a sigh and begin everything all 
over again Everything ju«t like it was Ignorance’ But you don t feel 
any guilt young lady Dead people dont disturb you You can talk 
out loud in front of them 

TATYANA How can we change our way of living’ Do you know’ 
levshiv ( mysteriously ) Weve got to wipe out the kopeck, f^eve 
got to bury it Once the kopecks gone why 'hove each other about 
Hhy be enemies’ 

TATYAM And that s all’ 

LEV SHIV Its enough to begin with 

Tatyana Would you like to take a walk in the garden, Nadya'’ 
nadya {pensively) AH light 

(They disappear in the depths of the garden, LEVSHIV crosses 
to the table The GENERAL, NON and POLOCI appear at the en 
trance of fhe lent ) 

YACODll koure sowing your seeds On rocky soil, kefimieh you 
old simpleton 1 

LEV SIIIN Why’ 

Y a GODIN No sense trying tc* teach them anything As though 
they could understand ^ hat you "ay would reach the soul of a work 
n\g man but it wont help w hat s ailing the gentlefolk. 

LEV SIHN The young girls a nice little thing Grekov told mo 
about her 

AGRAFENA Maybe you d like another gla«s of tea’ 

LEV SHIN If you dont mind 

(5«/ence — then the CFNFRAl’s toce u heard ike tchUt dresses of 
nadva and Tatyana glance through the trees ) 
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GENERAL Or if you lake a piece of string ard stretch u across 
ihe road . , like this . eo’s nobody can see it Somebody come* 
aIo"g and all of a sudden — flop* 

rOLOCi It’s so pleasant to see somebody fall. Your Excellency. 
yacomx Hear that’ 
tXvsuiN I hear it all right 

kon We can t do anything like that today, with a dead mac lying 
m the house kou don't play jokes with a dead man in the house 

general Don’t leach me 1 When you die I'm going to dance 

a VS 

(TATYANA and NADtA come up to the table ) 
lxvsnct. The man > m hi* dotage. 

AGRAFENA (going to the house) The way he likes to play tncks! 
Tatyana (fitting at the table). Tell me, kefimich, are yon a so* 
cialut 9 

IXVsntN (simply) Me 9 No Me and Timofei — we’re weavers 
That’s what we are — weavers 

TATYANA Do you know any socialists 9 Have you heard of them 9 
LE\«niN kes vre’ve heard of them. . We don’t know any, hut 
we ve heard about them. 

TATYANA Do you know Sintiov, in the office’ 

EXVsiilN Sure, we know him We know all the men in the office. 
TATYANA Ha\e you n er spoken to him 9 

1 Aconn (uneasy) What should we speak to him about 7 He works 
up«tair* We re downstairs If we have to go to the office he tells os 
what the director wants and that's all That’s the beginning and the 
end of our knowing him. 

Nadya You seem to be afraid of ns, Yefimieh. Don’t be afraid. 
Were very much interested . . 

txvsinx Why should we he afraid 9 We haven’t done anything 
wto*' g They a'ked us to come here and keep order, «o we came. Down 
there the people are mad They swear they’ll bum down the factory 
and everything else — won’t leave anything but a pile of cinders Well, 
we don’t approve of such mischief You don’t hare to go burning 
th.ngs down. Why hum them down? We built them ourselres, and 
onr fathers and our grandfathers .. And then, all of a sudden — 
burn them down* 
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TATYANA 1 hope JOU don t think we’re questioning you for some 
had purpo«e 1 

yacodin Why should you 9 We don t wish anybody any harm 
1EV5HIN W c think like this whatever people have built is sacred 
"You have to value human labour and not go burning things down 
But the people are dark minded They love a fire And they re mad 
Its true the deceased was hard with us But no sen'e in hold ng a 
grudge against a dead man He waved his pistol about threat 
<enmg us 

nadta Is ray uncle any better 9 
yacodin Zakhar Ivanovich 9 

NADYA Yes. Is he — kind 9 Or is he mean to you too 9 
LEVSH 1 Y We v ouldnt say that 

YACODIN (sullenly) So far as were co ccmed they re all the 
same The strict ones and the kind ones 

LEVSHIN (genlly) The <tnct ones a boss and the kind one’s a 
boss A cancer don t care whose flesh it eats 

YACODIN (bored) 0£ cour«e Zakhar Ivanovich is a man with a 
good heart 

Nadia You mean hes better than Skrohotov 9 
YACODIN (sojtly) But the directors no longer among the living 
LEV shin Your uncles a good man all right miss Only — that 
doesn’t make it any easier for us 

TATYANA (irritated) Lei s go Tvadja Can t you «ee that they don t 
want to understand us 9 
nvdya (softly) Tes 

(They go out m silence LEVSHIN uxitchcs them go then looks 
at YACODIN they both smile ) 

YACODIN Get on your nerves don t they 9 
LEVSHIN Didn’t you hear 9 They re very much interested 
YACOOIN Maybe they think we 11 spill something 
LEVSim Th«* young lady there 5 a nice little thing Too bad 
she’s rich 

Yacodin Tfe belter left Wrfirei IVfaftsevxdln about fins — l tni ft tbe 
lady was trying to pump us 

LEVSHIN Veil tell lim And well tell Grekov 
38-830 
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iauidlv How are thmrv going 7 They ourlt to pue tn to u** * 
ua^HO Tljty’II give in T1 m in a little xfilr they It 
i pjeeztng ti* to the wall again 

yacodiy < *qu*ennp onr gut* out 

isvsim Tlart'a tight 

yaCOdiy II m. Oh to hate a pood *i<r|»' 

IXVMttY ^ ait a while Here come* the General 

[Filter the cr-iisu. potoct u trill lende Aim deferentially Be- 
hind them comet koy Suddenly TOtOCT grebi the CCXtEil’# am ) 

CESCJtAL \Wuta that’ 
roLoct A hole in the ground. 

CCS nut. Oh vn at • all thta on the table’ ^ucli a PWy* Tot he* 11 
eating here 7 

YAfODrr Te*. m along with the young lad) 
ccvniu So )oure guarding the place for u» 7 
YACODUC \fi Mr hereon duty 

ckyeiul Good for you’ IU apeak to tie Coirrnor al>out you 
H ow many of you are there here’ 

L£Y*nn Two of n« 

CCtOML Fool' 1 can roont to two How many all together? 
yacooiy Thirty 
cemjul Are you armed 7 

LrvsHuf ito 1 agodm) Where a that pistol you had Timofei 9 
YACODPf Here it la 

CTM3ui Don t hold it hy the m urle* The devil* Kon, Uadi 
these blockheads how to hold a pun in their hand** (To 1st thin.) 
Have you got a revolver 7 
LEvsnur No-o Not me 

general If the rebels coroe do jou intend to shoot 7 
ixtsnrr They wont come Your Firellrnei They di In t mean 
anything just flared up for a minute 
general But if they do come 7 

leys If IY They were tore, you see about clo«mg down tl»e faC* 
tory Some of them have children . 

ceyeral What are you ranng about 7 I asked you if you re going 
to shoot 7 
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LEVsiiiN VI ell, were ready lo Your Excellency Vfhv shouldnt 
we «hoot 1> Only we don l know how And beade*, there s nothing 
for us to shoot from ]1 this was a rifle, now or a*cannon 

general Kon* Come here and teach them Go on of! tliere 
to the river 

KOV ( sullenly ) Allow me to report Ui3t it’s night ahead) ^ our 
Excellency And people will get excited if we start shooting They II 
all be coming here to «ec what s up But just as vou say It « all the 
same to me 

GENERAL Postponed until tomorrow' 

LEVSIHJ. Tomorrow everything will be quiet They 11 open up the 
factor) 

ce.net \L Who II open it up 9 

LEV SHIN Zakhar Ivanovich IIe« talking to the workers about 
that now 

genet \L Damn it all 1 11 1 had m> way, tliey d close down 
the factory forever ?.o more of tl ose pesky whittles early in the 
morning ’ 

y agodin Med like it ourselves if thev blew them a little later 
GEN Fit \L And Id starve you good and proper ISo more of your 
riots’ 

LEV shin What riots are we making 9 

CeNervL Silence’ V^Tiat are you hanging around here for 9 \ou 
should be making your rounds along the fence and if anybodi comes 
crawling up — shoot’ 1 11 be responsible’ 

LEv«hj\ Come on Timofei Bring your pistol 
GENERAL ( muttering after them) Pistol’ The stupid a'ses' Cant 
even rail a gun by the nght name’ 

TOUJGi Allow me to inform Tour Excellency that in general the 
common people are coar'e and bestial Take my ca«e for instance 
I have a garden and go to the trouble of cultivating vegetables with 
my own lands 

general That s commendable 

TO loci I engage in this work according to the free tune at my 
disposal 

COVER 4 r Every one is expected to work’ 


( Enter tattana and nadia.) 
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\4DTA But uncle is afraid that they will burn down everything’ 
cieopatra \ou’re a child and should hold jour tongue’ 
NIKOLAI The speech of that young boy 1 The most obvious «ocia! 
i«t propaganda 1 

CLEOPATRA There’s «ome clerk lvlio is at the head of them, and 
gives them aduce He had the nerve to «ay that the crime was provoked 
by the deceased himself 1 

NIKOLAI (tenting something in his notebook) That fellow rouses 
«Ti) suspicions He’s too 'mart for a mere clerk 
Tatyana Are you speaking of Sintzov 9 
NIKOLAI \es, I am 

CLEOPATRA 1 Feel as though someone had *=pit in mv face 
POIOCI (to Nikolai) Allow me to remark that when read-n® die 
newspaper, Mr Smtzov always comment, extemiveh on politics and 
most prejudiced against the authorities 
T ATT AN a (to AiAoftu) Are you interested in heating that’ 
MKOLai (challengingly) Extremely interested ’ Are you trying 

to embarrass me 9 

TATIANA It seems to me that Mr Pologi does not belong here 
POLOGI (confused) I beg your pardon I 'hall leave ( Humes 
out ) 

Cleopatra Here he comes I don t want to *ee him I can’t 
bear him! ( Humes out left ) 

Nadya What’s going on 9 

CENERAL I’m too old for «uch excitement Killings Uprisings 
Zakhar should have foreseen all this when he invited me to come 
here for a rest (Enter Zakhar, excited but pleased On seeing A i/.olai 
he stops in embarrassment and adjusts his glasses ) Listen, my dear 
nephev. do you realize what you’ve done 9 

ZAKHAR Ju't a minute uncle Nikolai Va«'ilievich 
nikolai Ye-e s. 

ZAKitAR The worker* were in such a state of excitement tli3t » 

I was afraid they would destroy the entire factory and «o I con 
ceded their demand not to close down Also about Dichkov Only 
I agreed on condition that they hand over the criminal and they have 
already undertaken to find him 

NIKOLAI {dryly) They needn't trouble themselves WeYi nnci (he 
murderer without their aid. 
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ztkitvn It »mni prcfcral 1r to tin* that thr> find him tlem- 
*^‘c* That will be Mler W c agreed to open the factorr after 
Imrh tomorrow 

MkOLu IHiom do sou moan lij— 

UKn sis I 

Mkoui Aha 1 Thanh you for tie information, However, it seems 
to mo that after t!»e death of rat brother, ha* place should be takra 
hv me and ty hi* wife and if I am rot mi«talcn, ton should bare 
consulted us in tli* matter and not made the drri*ion »our*eI f 
zamisr Hot I asked vmi to error’ ^intror ramc for von Iw 
nfu*e I to come 

'ttKOLAt \ou rmi«t admit that it would be difficult for me to thick 
of } n«inc*< matter* on the day of mr brother a death 
Zakhar Tut you went to the factory anyway 
MKOLAI \r*. I did I listened to tlieir speeches. What of it’ 
zakimr Rut dont tou understand’ It seems that the deceased 
«ent a telegram to the city a*kmg for troop* A replv was received 
•aying that the soldiers would arrne tomorrow morning . 

ccvital Aha' ^ofdier*’ That's talking’ No fooling around with 
soldiers on the verse’ 

MkOLti A very wi*e measure’ 

Zakhar 1 m net *ure When the soldier* come the workers will 
prow more crated than ever The lord on!» knows what they may 
do if we don t opal up the factory * It «cem* to mr that I did the rtf^t 
thing At lea«t there v.HUrsl loody conflict 

-sikoui I take a different view of the question \oa should not 
are conceded everything to those people if onlv out of re*p«* 
tor the memory of the deceased 

Z'KiUR Dot for goodness’ sake you don't sav a word about the 
po-«Ibilny of this ending in furtlier tragedy 1 
'U.OUU That has nothing to do with me. 
zak.ii sr True enough, lut what about me’ It’s me who has to 
live with the worker*’ And if their blood is shed Ther might have 
«**tro)ed the entire factory’ 

Mkolai I don’t believe that. 
cexhul Neither do I! 

Sid Mam, „ [„ r vh,, I .<• do*’ 

‘‘"lai tea I ao 
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Zakhar {sincerely) Why why should there he this hostility 9 
1 want only one thing — to a\oid the horror that 15 only too possible 
I don’t want blood hed Is it really impossible to achieve a peaceful, 
reasonable way of life* You look upon me with hate, the workers with 
distrust I want to do what’s right Only what’s right 1 

CENERAL Who knows whats nght 9 It isn’t e\en a word Just a 
collection of letter* R for rat T for tat But business is business 
I«u’t that how it goes 9 

MOYA ( tearfully ) Be still grandfather Uncle calm your 
self He doe«n t understand Oh ISiholai Vassilievich, why 
dont you under tand 9 You re «o clever Why dont you trust 
uncle 9 

NIKOLAI Pardon me Zakhar Ivanovich hut I am leaving I am 
not accustomed to haung children interfere when I am talking bu»i 
ne«« {Exit ) 

zakhar See Nadya 9 

NADYA (taking his hand) That’s nothing The mo‘t important 
thing is that the workers he satisfied There are *0 many of them, 
lots more than us 

ZAMUR Wait a minute I must tell you that I am very much 
dj»plea*ed with you, Nadya Very 
cknehai. So am 1 

ZAKhaR \ou sympathize with the worker* Thai’s only natural 
at your age hut you mustn’t Io*e your «en*e of proportion, my dear 
This morning now you brought that fellow Grekov to the table 
I know hun He s an intelligent chap But you had no right to tan«e 
a scene with your aunt on his account 

CENERAL Thats right’ Cue it to her’ 

NADYA But you don’t know how it all happened 
ZAKHAR You can be sure that I know more than you do Our 
people are coarse and uncultivated If you gne them a finger they 
"rah the whole hand 

taiyana (quietly) Like a drowning man grabs a straw 
zakhar They are as greedy as animal* and they mustn’t he 
spoiled but cultivated That’s it Be «o good as to think this over 
cfneral And now I U have my say The devil only knows how 
you Wnaie toward me you Wie vixen Lei me remini ytm ttf the 
fact that it will take you forty years to catch up to me in age. You’ll 
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have lo wait that long Wore 1 11 let you talk to me like 3n equal 
Understand’ Kon! 

KOS ( from among the trees) Here I am 

GEM3UL Where is that what do }ou call I im that cork 
•crew’ 

kOv What corkscrew? 

ce.n m it- That wl at s l is name’ The thin slippery one 
KOI Oh Pologi 1 don t know 
COERAL (going toward the tent } Find him 1 
(ZAKHAR walks up and down uitf bent heal ut/ tng Its glasses 
on his pocket handkerchief nadta sits deep m thought TVTTA'vv 
is standing and uatching them ) 

tattana Is it known who lulled him’ 

zakiiar They say that they dont know hut they 11 find him 
Of course tl ey know (He glances about and lotcers his i otce ) They re 
agreed to this among themselves Its a conspiracy To tell the truth, 
he exa«peraled them He ddnt care what he did to tlem Love of 
power was a kind of disease with him So they of course its awful 
awful n its very simpl city they just killed him And «till the) 

look at you with such clear frank eye* as though they don t realize 
they have committed a crime Its all so shockingly simple' 

TA7TARA They say that Skrohotov was about lo shoot hut some- 
body Snatched the revolver out of his hand and 

ZAKHAR That isn t important It was they who did the killing 
not him, 

'iadta Why dont >ou sit down’ 

ZAKiiaR Why d d he send for the troops’ They found it out as 
they find out everything and that ha«tened his death Of course I 
had to open up the factory If I hadn t, my relations w ith them would 
have been spoiled for a long time to come This is a time when you 
have to show them more attention and con«ideration Who knows 
how it may end? At such a time a sensible per«on must see that he 
has friends among the common people (Lev shin appears upstage ) 
Whos coming’ 

ixvsntN Its us on parf 

Zakhar Well Yefim ich you ve killed a man *o now you re be 
come meek and qe-aoetk )/t -A? 
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levsiiiN: Were always that way, Zakhar Iiamch . , peaceable. 

ZAKHAR (reprovingly)’. Oh, yea. And you kill people peaceably, 
eli? Incidentally, y ou’re spreading some kind o£ ideas, Levshm. Some 
kind of new teachings about not needing money and bo«sea and such 
things any more That’s forgiv able . that is, understandable . . in 
Leo Tolstoy .. . but you’d belter «top it, my friend Nothing good will 
come of such talk. 

(TATYANA and MDVA enter right, from where the t oices of 

SINTZOV and TAKOV are heard, yacodiv appears from behind 
the trees ) 

i.evshiv (calmly): What talk 9 I’ve hied mi life thought a bit, 
and say what I think 

i ZVKKVR: Bo'ses srent beast*. You’ve got to under*tand that You 
know I’m not a mean person I’m always ready to help you. I want 
to do what is right 

LEV SHIN (sighing): Is there anybody who wants to do himself 
wrong? 

ZAKJTAR: But can’t you understand I want to do what is right for 
you! 

LEV shin : We understand, of course.... 

ZAKHAR (looking closely at him): No, you’re mi*taken. You don't 
understand. What strange people you are — sometimes you’re like 
beasts, sometimes like little children. (Exit Lei shin stands leaning on 
his stick watching him go.) 

YACOD1N: Reading you a sermon again? 

LEVSnIN: He’s a Chinaman. A real Chinaman. What is he trying to 
«ay? He can’t understand anybody but himself. 

yacodin He «#>s he wants to do what’s right . 

LEVSHIN: That'a it. 

YACODEf ■ Let’s go. Here they come. ( Lev shin and Yagodtn tetth - 
draw into the depths of the garden Tatyana, Nadya, 1 aloe, Smtzov 
enter upstage right.) 

i Nadya* We keep walking ’round and ’round in circles like in a 
dream. » 

TATYANA: Would you like a bite to eat, Matvei Nikolaevich? 

‘smxxrtv Y& puta t. ‘ga&b Via. Vs*. VaJkei w, ■vnah, Va&wj flnafc. 

I have a sore throat. 
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NADYA Aren t vou afraid of an)lh ng 9 

sc-rrov (jimng Aura “ ,he Ubu> Me ’ 1,01 ° r m > 1hlD S 
NADYA Im «fni»a All ot a -uiMtn eYtrvthing has become al 
tangled op and no* 1 can 1 male out »hich people are right and 

Y^hich axe wrong , 

srYIZOY (smiling) ll>l S« tmtaneled. lust dont be afraid to 
thinh Thud. fearlessly right through to the end. Jn general there J 
nothing to be afraid of 

TATYANA kou think, that everything las quieted down' 

SCOZOV Yes. The workers rarelj win and even a little victory 


bring* them great satisfaction 

> vdya Are you fond of them 9 

SEiTZOV That’s hardly the word. I ve lived with them for a long 
lime I know them and recognize tleir 'trench I believe in their 
intelligence 

TVrvA-NA And that the future belongs to them 9 
mxtzoy Yes. I believe that loo 

nvdya The future That s «ometbtng I can t imagine 
Tatyana \imil ng) The) re a «l> bunch, jour proletarians’ Jvadja 
and I Vned to talk to them but nothing came of it 

M»H It wasn t verv nice The old man talked to ns as tbouah 
we were both something bad «pies or something Cat Uteres 
another one. Grekov he looks at people diSerently The old man 
keeps smiling as though he p tied us, as though we were ‘‘ick. 

Tvttaxv Stop drinking «o much Yakov Its unpleasant to watch 
•sou 


Yakov Wlat am I supposed to do 9 
Sivrzov I«n t there anything el«e to do 9 

Yakov I feel a revul ion an unconquerable revulsion for husi 
and business matter* kou «tf, I belong to the third category 
SP.TZOV To what 5 * 

v arov The third category People are divided into three cate- 
gories the first eon« Is of people who work all their live' 1 the *econd 
of people who accumulate monej the third of those who don l want to 
■earn their bread because there s no «ensc in it, and who can t accumn 
late money becau*e that* stupid and — well somehow it doe nt *eem 
right. So that a me— the third category To this category belong all the 
lary people the At amp*, monks \>eg««s andtAbtx paras tes of ibis WtflW 



N'DYA Its boring to li'ten to you uncle And you re not at nil 
like that You re simply kind and soft hearted 

YAKOV In other words good for nothing I realized that when I 
iv as still in school People get into the#e three categories before they 
■even grow up 

tatyana Nadya was right when «he said you were bonn« Yakov 
YAKOV I agree Mattel Nikolaevich do you think that life has 
a face 9 

sintzov Maybe 

YAKOV It has And its face 1* alwavs voting Not long ago life 
looked at me indifferently but now it look# at me Merely and keeps 
asking Who are you 9 Where are you going (He seems to be 
frightened hy something and uhen he tries to smile his teeth clatter 
and his face M distorted into a pitiful grimace I 

TATYANA Oh drop it Yakov Here comes U e f ro ecutor 
1 «houldn t like you to "ay such things in front of him 
YAKOV All right 

NADYA ( softly ) Everybody $ expecting something and is afraid 
Why wont they let me make friend# with the workers 9 Thats «tupid 
MK.ot.Ai (coming up) Could I have a gla« of tea 9 
taTYAn a Of cour*e 

(For a fen seconds everyone jits in silence MkOLAl is standing 
stirring his tea ) 

NADYA I should like to know whv the workers don t truM uncle 
and in general 

MK.OUI (sullenly) They only trust tho'e who make «peechei 
on the theme Workers of the World Unite* Tlicv tr»M them all 
right 

NADVA {quiet' y and uith a shrug of her shoulders) Whenever I 
bear the«e words this world wide cl allenge it seems to me that 
people I ke us are «uperfluous 

NIKOLAI ( aroused ) ^es of cour*e* Every cultured per«on *hould 
feci like that and ll en Im sure another challenge would soon be 
beard Cultured Feopie of the World Unite* Its high time to cry 
tliat High time* The barbarians are coming to trample in the dust the 
fonts tfia<r<satff af years of cridfcstamv The} arecwK.vrg mpeUai 
by their greed* 
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iakov They wear then souls in their bellies in their empty bel 
he? and that 3 a picture to male jour tongue hang out 

(Pours himself a glass of beer ) 

mkolai The mob is coming impelled by greed, «napped into 
unity by their one desire — to guzzle’ 

Tatyana ( pensively ) The mob Everywhere the mob In the 
theatres In the churches 

MKOUU What can these people contribute’ Nothing but deslruc 
tion And note that the destruction will be more fearful here, among 
u*, than anywhere else 

TATYANA It always seems «trange to me when I hear them refer 
to the workers as advanced people. That a fax from my understanding 
of them 

NIKOLAI And you Mr Sinttov 7 Of course you dont agree 
with us 7 

SINTZOV (calmly) No 1 don’t 

Nadya Aunt Tanya do jou remember what the old man «aid 
about the kopeck 7 It was so very simple. 

mkolai Why don’t you agree with us, Mr Smtzov 7 
scrrzov Because I think differently 

nikolai A most reasonable answer But maybe you would ‘hare 
your views with us 7 

scrrzov Mo, I don’t care to 

NIKOLAI I mosl sincerely regret it I am only consoled by the 
hope that when we next meet, your attitude will have changed Yakov 
Ivanovich, if it is not asking too much, I should like you to accom 
pany me My nerves are shot to pieces 

Yakov (ruing icUh difficulty) With pleasure with pleasure. 

(Exit) 


TATYANA That prosecutor 13 a horrid per‘on It’s always hard for 
me to agree with him. 

Nadta (ruing) Then why do you agree with him 7 
scrrzov (laughing) Yes, why Tatyana Pavlovna 7 
TATYANA Because I f»J ,h e c ame 
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SIVTZ0\ (to Tatyana) You think as he does, but you feel differ 
ently You want to understand, but he doesn’t care about that He 
doesn’t ha\e to understand 1 

TATYANA I suppose he’s very cruel 

SINTZOV Yes he i« In the city he handles the political cases and 
his attitude towards tho'e who are arrested is disgusting 

tatyana Incidentally he wrote down something about yon m his 

notebook. 

SINTZOV (uith o snuM I don t doubt it He had a talk with 
Pologi In general hes right on his toe e Tatyana Pavlovna I 
have a request to make of >ou 

TATYAAV I shall be glad to do an} thing po«ib!e 
SINTZOV Thank >ou Most likelv the gendarmes have been 
-called 

TATYAN v They have 

SINTZOV That means they will search the houses Could )ou 
hide something for me 7 

tatyanv Do }ou think they will search your hou«e’ 
sintzov Certainly 

- TATYANA And they may arrest you’ 

SINTZOV I don t think «o What for 9 Because I make Speeches 9 
But Zakhar Ivanovich knows that in all my speeches I call the work 
ers to order 

TATYANA And is there nothing in your past 9 
scmov I have no pa*t Will you help me 9 I wouldn’t trouble 
v on if I didn’t think that the houses of all those who might hide the'e 
things will he searched tomorrow (Laughs quietly ) 

TATYANA ( embarrassed ) I «hall 'peak frankl) Mj Mtuation in 
this hou'e does not allow roe to use the room I have been given as 
though it were my own 

sintzov In other words you cannot 9 Well tl cn 
TATYANA Please don't be offended with me 
swtzov Of cour'c not. Your refusal is quite understandable 
TATYANA But wait I «hall speak to Nad} a 
(Exit SINTZOV drums i nth his fingers on the tabic as he 
watches her go away Careful steps are heard ) 

•sintzov (softly) Who's there’ 



MAXIM CORKT 


W, 


crekov Its me \re you alone 9 

sivrzov Ye? but there are people walking about What s new at 
the factory 9 

crekov (iruA a short laugh) Ton know that the) agreed to find 
the one who did the (hooting Now the) ’re carrying on an mre*ttga 
non 'ome shout “Its the socialists who killed him*’* In general the 
na ty tune of saving one « skin has begun 
stSTZOV Do you know — who 9 
CREKOV \kimOV 

SDfizov Not realls 1 Humph I didn t expect that He g «uch 
a nice sensible fellow 

cbEkov He has a hot temper \lanU to give himself up He 
has a wife and child with another coming I just spoke to Lcrshin 
He of course, talk* non»*n»e sav» wc ought to substitute «ome 
body less important for Akimov 

stNTZov Queer duck* But what a nuisance it all is* (Paris ' ) 
Listen, Grekoi >ou il hate to bur) everything in the ground, . 
There s no other place to hide it. 

GREKOV I li und a place The tclegraj h operator agreed to take 
everythin* But vou better get away from here. MatTei Nikolaevich 
styrzov No 1m not going anywhere 
crekov They II arrest you 

swrzov What of it 9 It will make a had impression on the work 
era if I leave 

crekov That s true enough But its too bad for you 
S1NTZOV Nonsense Its Aknnov that I feel sorry for 
crekov Tea. and there s nothing we can do to help Wants to 
give himself up Funny to «ee you in the role of guardian of the 
Los-es’ property 

SDiTZOT (smiling) Can t be helped I suppo-e my fellows are 
rulecp 9 

Crekov No they re gotten together to talk things over It*5 a 
grand night 

srvrzov I d be glad to go along with you bnt I have to vrait- 
TL-y'l] probably arrest you too 

crekov So we’ll serve our sentence together I m off 


(F«0 
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siytzov Good hye (Enter Tatyana ) Don t bother Tatyana Pav- 
lovna lve arranged everything Goodbye 
tatvava lm awfully «orry 
siytzov Good night 

(Exit Tvn til i calls quietly up and doun studying the toes 
of her shoes Enter YAKOV ) 

\ Akot Why dont you go to bed’ 

TATYAxt I dont want to 1 m thinking of going away from here 
YAKOV Mm mm As for me there s nowhere for me to go 1 \e 
passed all the continents and islands 

TATIANA Its depressing here Everything keepa swaying until my 
head gets dizzy Im forced to lie and I cant stand Iym<* 

YAKOV Hm You can t <tand lying Unfortunately forme Infor 
tunately 

Tatyana (to herself) But just now — I lied Naturally Nadya 
would have agreed to hide tho®e things But I have no right to «tart 
her along that road 

Wkov Wl at are sou speaking about 7 

tatvana l 7 Nothing m particular How strange it all is Only 
recently life was clear I knew what I wanted 

yakoy (quietly) Alas' Talented drunkard landome loafers, 
and other members of the jolly professions have ceased to attract 
attention As long as wc stood beyond the humdrum of life people 
found us amu«mg But the humdrum -s Becoming more and more 
dramatic Someone shouts Hey vou clowns and comedians' Off he 
stage’ But the ®tage is vour field Tanva 

TATYANA (uneasily) My field 7 Yes I once thought that I stood 
firmly on the stage and that there I could attain to great height® 
(Forcefully and painfully ) I feel unhappy and embarra««ed Before 
the*e people who watch me with cold «ilent eyes which seem to say, 
We know all that Its old and bonng I feel weak and di armed 
before them I can t capture tl em and rou«e their emotion® I want 
to tremble with joy and fear I want to ‘peak words full of fire, 
passion hate words sharp as a knife fierv a* a torch I 
want to pour them lavishly before people Let my a ml ence flare up, 
«hout run away But there are no such words 1 would stop them, 
and again to®* them beautiful words like flower®, full of hope and 



Wltiu COfKY 


!"'■ *" J w* *» ttl! *ecp *-l *» would I i would wwp rxh 
j°' r > Iran’ They would five me an ovation, drown me Jo Cowerr 
I It me on th'ir I and. lor n mo nem ! should have held Am h ny 
p wcr an J that w< u!d I ate !<m a mo- nt of life Ml of life la dal 
tne morreai' flu* ihrrc arc no such living wordi 

T»1.0> Se .11 la a a to | |lc .J, a „ M 

I TT T1 ' , ' -1 > h ”e- >" Me Mtttt on!) In • Hutment. Ho« I 
, 1,1c to |eo,,!r dtlletef-maie m.ton.t.r’ Ir J I [c d St 
on! Ima tan A life „ »| art vo„!H | e It- ! itteutable— (a* 
everyone an always So that | would l llrc a pj acc m j,fc # , (J cLpt 
u gung into Me datin',, mth tad' ever ) Why do you dmk w 
. kou hare killed yourself Ore* you were hand-one. 

YAKOV Foffft it. 

TATTa-i v Can'j you understand how Lard it it for me’ 

....T'" tP'* N “ m ''" how druid, I am. I undentand 

' , ? S , 1,1 n|r Mr mind lee,,. poms cm .ltd tin 

IT , T ! 'T M ‘ "* And .!! the itnlmt. 

. ** Sr anwa ‘hrd. with enormous even that keep 

It.ktn- Sell’ J„,t c „ vonfi •TtVH?” 

< TT"* <«““"»?'»> T ‘"I"' Waueraw here. Tanya. It'. 

ic ten Ta " 7 ‘V t ”! nini klic'l Inmittng frrtjW) . . . Vic 
1* you can calm her down 

nnrlVnm!!* ^ Urra ^ , b) Leave ne alone with your smubbles Ifjrry 
Kd^faL ° ° P L "' ,W ' ^ -nurd fade, eery 

rent Baying’ Tanya' What a ike matter milk you? What arc 

"* TV 1 ° IO “ nmP "''.I da yon .ant’ 

™ '“ l »■ he Her .he eome, t,aw 

"-SC) Be tpttet, I bee .„„t 

tPtaS ° ff *w) If. ymtlht, ,!,„„!,! be ,a,et my 

Ita ^tuTTan^a' 1 ! ££" ^ 0 ”"” S h "'' " llI i there marhib arnand 
ZAKHAR (catenae) C . 

CUtetCATtu Ifollotnnw A,„t V 1 " ’T 1 rm E< “” S Cr3Z r 
tanabe you ti-ien to me 5 a T‘ 1 rei1 aeay from me III 
you needed their rwrw^t v p ay ” U P ,0 *he workers because 
*** You thn ^ a human lifer a, you would 
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toss a piece of meat to the dogs. Yoa re a humanist at other people • 
expense, at the price of other people’s blood 1 
Zakhar What is she saying 9 
YAKOV (to Ta'yano) You’d better leave {Exit ) 

PAULINA Look here, my fine lady, we re decent people and we 
wont have a woman of your reputation shouting at us 
ZAKHAR (startled) keep quiet, Paulina, for heaven a sake 1 
Cleopatra What maLei you think you re decent people 9 Because 
you babble about politics 9 About the misery of tl e ma«=es 9 About 
progress and humanity 9 Is that why 9 

TATTANA Cleopatra Petrovna* Enough of this 1 
CLEOPATRA I m not talking to you kou don t belong here This 
is none of your business My husband wa* an honest person — frank 
and honest He knew the common people better than ) ou He didn I 
go around babbling like you And you betrayed him You murdered 
bun with your vicious stupidity 

TATYANA (to Paulina and Zakhar) Go away, you two 
Cleopatra I II go away my«elf You’re loathesome to we All 
ol you are loathesome* (Exit) 

ZAKHAR There* a crazy woman for you* 

PAULINA ( tearfully ) We must drop everything and go away 
To insult people like thatl 

ZAKHAR What makes her like that 9 If she had loved her 
husband, or lived contentedly with bim> But to have taken on at 
least two lovers a year and then to go around shouting like that 
Paulina We must sell the factory* 

ZAKHAR (in te.xnfion) Nonsense sell it* That’s not the thing 
Wc have to think things over, and think them over well I was just 
speaking to Nikolai Vassilievich when that woman tore in and inter 
rupted us 

PAUUNa He hates us — Nikolai Va«ailievich He s mean 
ZAKHAR (calming doun) lies angered and shocked but he’s a 
cleier person and he has no reason for hating us There arc very 
practical considerations binding him with us since the death of 
Mikhail 

Paulina I m afraid of him, and I don’t trust him He 11 fool you 
zakuar Oh Paulina that’s all nonsense He has very good 
judgment ye« he has The fact of the matter is that 1 really did 
3o r 1 1 
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a^unie a dubious pos tio*i in ray relations with the workers ! mat 
confess that. VTh*n 1 spoke to t*e~i that even -j— oh, Paulina, those 
r<c? e are too ho< tie* 

Pacuxa I told yon to That's jas* what I said. Tier'll always 
fce ojr en em.es ' (Teiyera lajgfj tpi el'y and gees out Pauline louht 
a her end puTfoi'ly fs.jfi her voice as she contirueu) Ererro-e 
15 C3r «'*’»' 1 They all envy us, and that’* wlr they re *U 
ag3i"*t c« 


ZAKI1S8 (ire ILsng qu^Uy up end doten) 'bes You’re partlj 
n 2~* of coame Nikolai \as il evith sava it un t a slrsg"I« between 
da *« bat a itr-g-’e be ween th- racer— black and wh te 
f course thi a patting it a Lit crudely It*a an exaggeration. . 
Put if you rop to think that »t are cu'turcd peopb, that it it we 
* o rare erea ed te en-e and an and to ferh— equility, phywo- 
ogical eyaal tr h’n well all r ght Bet Grit let them Ixcc'E- 
na-TJn. let them become civilized, and timi we thall speak about 
equahty 

rAt,Lt\A I alert i This u aor-e h ng rev for yon . . 

"MUR Its all «J-e*na ic as yet I haven't tbocgM it through, 
e inportas* t* ing is that we must learn *o understat'd our*elv«- 
PAJ.U.XA (Lding him by the err-) \ojte too softhearted, nr 
dear Tiat s Kbit makes ,t to fc„d f or y OJ 

rsKtnn \T C know very h !e and are of en anrprued Take that 
ov, or examp e He turpi «ed me and made me like him — each 

ZTS r ' r, °"' V th n ' ch c,ear be*- nd his ideas. It turn? out 
that re s a socialist E tA tbit's w! ere he f. . 


plicity 


ant face 1 *Htscts *'tertion all riph* Snch an unplea«- 

« tiSL r 1 -« p,’ 

Grekov An 1?'^ An<1 tifn lJi6Te ’ s another worker— 

^ sr m ***\ •* 1 — 1 - 

•uch arrogance. 13016 t5ian a boy, but be speaks wiJi 


cow intS^TAMD^ ltvsT 5 U j nri °ff then soj, 
trho {re truer tly tol . \ l f rsn ^ i ^ RTABTzor, a young chap 
S rZ‘ W /«« - -mi end seed 

TU *"* « / 'too "op under ,U t,„, ) 



LEVSIIIN ( quietly and secretnelj) Its for the common cau*e, 
Pash ok 

RYabtzov I know . 

LEvstitN For the common cause, the human cau'e There's a high 
price on every great soul these day* brother The people are pulling 
themselves up with their minds They re listening and reading and 
thinking And those of them who have come to underhand a thing 
or two are priceless 

yacodin That’s true Pa'hok 
RYABTZOV I know it What s the idea 7 I II do it 
tEVSIIIN You rau'tn t do anything just for tlie fun of it You ve 
got to understand why You’re young and this means penal servitude 
RYabtzov That’s ail right 1 11 escape 

YACODLY Maybe it wont mean that You re too young to be 
sentenced to penal servitude Pashok 

LEVSHHt Let’s call it that The worse we make it the better If 
a fellow’s willing to suffer the vvor«t that means hes made up his 
mind once and for all 

RYabtzov I’ve made up my mind 
yacodin Don t hurry Think u over 

rtabtzov What’s there to think over 7 He's been killed, «o «ome 
body's got to answer for it 

LEV SHIN That’s right Somebody s got to And if one person don’t 
give !nm«eW up, then many will be called to account They 11 call 
our best people to account Pa'hok tho'e who are more valuable to 
the c3U e than you are Pa'hok 

RYABTZOV I’m not saying anything I may be young but I under 
'land We have to keep a strong grip on each other like the links 
of a chain 

LFVSHIN (sighing) That’s right 

YACOdin ( smiling ) We’ll join bands, encucle them clo«e in light, 
and there you are 1 

RYABTZOV All right I ve decided I have no one depending on 
me, so I’m the one to go Only it’s loo bad that for such rotten 
blood 

LEVSltrv JSot for that blood but for the sake of your comrades 
RYABTZOV Yes, but I mean he was hateful a« mean as they 
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lev shin He got killed because he was mean Good people die 
a natural death The) re not in an) body’s way 
RYAbtzov Well is that alP 

yacodin That s a 1 Pa«hok So you II tell them tomorrow morning? 
Ryabtzov VI h> wait until tomorrow? 

lev shin No you better wait until tomorrow The right s as good 
a counsellor as a mother 

Rtabtzov Ju t as you *a> May I go now’ 
lev shin God be with you’ 
yacodin Go ahead brotl er Be firm 

(RYABTZOV goes oul unhurriedly YACODIN regards the Stick he 
u turning m Its hands levshln stares at the sky ) 

Tin»rfe| S,,Df ^ ^ nc P eo P^ e growing up the«e days. 

yacodiv Good weather good crops 

„», rfT"J ! V h, " zs 80 °" Uus «*». «» p~t»% p»n •»«'» 

1AC0DH (unfapp:/,) Too bod about the hi 
iTJTa T?" 1 ' 1 Y ” 1 pity l..m Here oil you 

hr L comrade!" * b “ ,,,, " s 0 ”' y °“ "onsolo , “- 1 * e M 11 

yacodin Ye-es 

d,dS,Tl Da ' 5 ' 0 " l “" r 10,1 longue Tcht' TebU Why 

to S sr 0 "Y"" ^ 

an end to the tale ^ ^°° aiW * * 16 ^ 0S3 ^ uvs anot ^ er » l ^ ere * 

Lev si un Corner H ° W many ° f our pcop^ are sacrificed’ 

(They go off ) 0],°^' WC VC S ° l l ° gUard 11,6 tos£cs ’ P r °P ert J rl 
YACODIN What, .he maUer , 

LE '™“ h * * h" 1 * l,f '' If only we could untangle it faster' 


fcDRt AIK) 



Act III 


(A large room m the bardik home In the back wall are 
four windows and a door opening onto a porch Through the 
glass windows can be seen soldiers, gendarmes, and a group 
of tvotkers, among whom are levshin and crekov 
The room seems to be uninhabited the Utile furniture a con 
tains consists of worn, odd pieces, the wall paper is peeling off 
A large table has been placed to the right When the curtain 
rues, KON I) angrily placing chairs about this table and 
Agrafena is sweeping the floor There are large, double 
doors in both the left and right walls ) 

acrafena- Well jou needn't get angry with me 1 
KON 1 m not angry They can all go to the devil for all I care , 
Thank goodness I’ll be dying soon. My heart’s running down 
already 

ACiuffju We’ll all be dying «o you needn’t boa't about it 
KON I’m fed up disgusted with everything When you’ve reached 
the age or sixty five* you’re not equal to their filth any more Like 
trying to crack walnuts with toothless gums Imagine rounding up 
all these people and drenching them out there in the rain* 

(CAPTAIN BOBOYEDOV and MKOLAI enter through the doors to 
the left ) 

BOBOYEDOV (happil) ) So this will he the courtroom 9 Splendid' 
I suppose jou are acting in a professional capacity 9 
Nikolai }es Kon, call the Corporal' 

boboyedoy Now here's how wvll serve up this dish in the centre 
that what’s his name 9 
NIKOLAI Sintrov 

boboyedov Sin Bov very touching And all around him the 

united workers of the world, eh 9 That l| be a sight to -wana the heart! 
The owner of this place i» a very charming person very I had quite 
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a different impression of him I know hu 8 «tcr in law from the theatre 
in Voronezh Wonderful actress. (Kvach enters from the porch) 
Well Krach 9 

KVaCH Every ones been «earched, Your Honour 
BOBOYEDOV Well and what did you find? 

KVACH We didn t find anything Allow roe to report that the police 
inspector is in «ucb a hurry that he isn’t sufficiently thorough, lour 
Honour 

boboyedov Might hose expected it The police are always hie 
that Did you find anything on !ho*e who have been arres'ed 9 
kvaCIJ We found tilings behind the icons m Levshm’s place. 
boboyedov Bring everything to my room 
k\ acii les Your Honour Tlial young gendarme. Your Honoor 
who just came from the dragoons 
boboyedov What about him 7 
kvach He i«n t thorough either 

bobovedov Well you 11 have to «ec to that your«elf Be off with 
you now (Aicch femes ) ll**s a queer bird, that Kvach. Not moth 
to look at, and «eens a h t stupid hut he’s got a nose like a blood 
hound’ 

Nikolai I advi*e you to pay «pecial attention to that c’erfc 
Bogdan Denisovich 

boboyedov Oh, ye< indeed. Well make it hot for him, all 
right. 

mkolai I m not ‘peaking of Smlzor, but of Pologi It seems to 
me that he can he of u«c to us 

EOBOTEDOV Oh .ha, fellow „ c laIl|n Yea, of cour* 

We IJ draw him into it 


{ NIKOLAI goes to the table and carefully arranges some 
documents ) 

lor TeuIs™ 5 d °°' "" n S ll > Captain, would r™ ”* 

bl ™oTrThJ re Y " ,"' a ; k 7 °“ 11 « •»» ™oh trouble 

.c,,,.,otrf ..th ,, ., 7 ' And 11 *»™ «»t that I f 

Voroaerb Tl.aheV *b» used to act m 0* 
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Cleopatra It seems *o Did yon find anything when you made 
your searches 9 

BOBOYEDOV (graciously) Everything \Te found everything Don’t 
worry, you can be «ure that we will always find things Even if there’s 
nothing to find we’ll find it 

CLEOPATRA My late husband did not take the«e leaflets seriously 
He always said that papers didnt make a resolution 

BOBoyedov Ilm That of course is not entirely correct 

CLEOPATRA He claimed that leaflets were secret orders issued 
to fools by idiots 

BOBOYEDOV (laughing) Very clever — though ol«o incorrect 

Cleopatra And row you see they have advanced from issuing 
papers to taking action 

BOBoyedov You can re«t assured that they will be pnmshed 
severely — mo«t severely 

Cleopatra That’s a great comfort As soon as yon came I felt 
relieved 

BOBOYEDOV It’s our job to keep people feeling cheerful 

Cleopatra I can’t tell you what a p!ea*ure it is to find a whole- 
some «atisfied person They have become a rarity lbe«e days. 

boboyedoi Oh, in our corps of the gendarmes, the men are all 
band picked 1 

CLEOPATRA Let’s go to the table 

boboyedoi (going) With pleasure' ITra, perhaps you can tell 
me where Madame Lugovoi will be acting tins season 9 

CLEOPATRA No, I don’t know 

(Enter TATyaNa and nadya from the porch ) 

Nadya ( agitated ) Did you notice how that old man Levshin looked 
at us? 

TATYANA Yes 

nadya 1 don t know «omchow it all seems *o dreadful . . so 
shameful Nikolai \ aisiheuch why must vou do it? Why were the«e 
people arrested 9 

Nikolai (dryly) There a* ere more than sufficient grounds for 
their arrest And I must request you not to use the porch as long 
as those 
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iadya Oh we won’t* 

TATYA>A (loo/tng at A ikoUa) Has Sintzov also been arrested’ 
Nikolai Sintzov has al*o been arrested 

NADYA ( Milling about the room) Seventeen people* Their wives 
are 'landing at the gates crying and the soldiers shove them about 
and laugh at them. Tell the soldiers that they should at least behave 
themselves decently 

vikolai That’s none of my business. Lieutenant Strepetov is in 
charge of the *oldier« 

Nadya I’ll g0 and ask him 

(Coe. ea n z ll tatta*sa .mile, and „„„„ uble ) 
tattaaa Listen you graveyard ol I,„, „ ,h 5 Cmjral calls 


’ 1°” ' ?” a "' aI li ' Gtn "‘ I “ particularly witty I 

shouldn i repeat his jokes 7 

he Hr 1 ** 1 ma,J ' 11 nus1 * 1 ' A “(Bn Cl laws — lists trial 

be calls you. Don’t you like it’ 

l" 1 ' ,l “> 1 ® ■»' m a mood for jollng 
TAItAtA You mean you're ,och a trnou, person* 

T"o tfcat Hry failed my broiler yesterday 
TATYANA What’s that to you’ 

NIKOLAI I beg your pardon but 

brother YoiTnever^fi F° n ' *l rc,end You aren ’* sorry for your 

Death that is. a ...jj j° rt J an > I,D< ^J • like me, for example 

assure you ihu not for h “ 8 bad effect on anybody Bat I 

sorry for your brother 006 iTS ^ ^ Wl £Cnu,ne1 ^ tumarJy 

Nikolai (constrained) This a* mtrn* tti 
ting at’ interesting What are you -get 

TATYANA Haven’t you ob«erv*<t tt. . 
spirits’ No’ That’s a pity I m * 8t y ° n and 1 are 

possessed of one de*ire to n! aC re f 3 8 ecdd blooded creature, 

hearted, and anxious to n 1,„ ** “good role You too are hard 
really want to he a prosecutor’ S °° ” * TeI1 me t},e trult ’ do you 
NIKOLAI (quietly) T , v -_. 

TATYANA (L s w a i TJT ! r° * ,0p 
came to vou with the purpose of* 7“*^ , Im a bad diplomat 1 
I intended to be pleasant and 
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charming Bui as soon as I *av. yon I began to be insnltmg Yon 
always make me want to hurt you whether you’re taking a walk 
or having a re«t, talking or «ilently passing judgment on people 
But I intended to ask you 

MKOLA! (tilth a short laugh) I can guess whst 
TATTANA Perhaps But 1 *uppo«e its already too late’ 
mkolai Whenever you asked it would be too late M Sintzov 
is too deepl) entangled 

TATYANA I think it gives you a certain satisfaction to tell me 
that, doesn’t it 9 

Nikolai I don t conceal it 

tatyana («gfttRg) That just shows how much ire re«emh!e each 
other 1 too am very petty and mean Tell me — is Sintzov completely 
in your power 1 mean particularly in yours’ 

Nikolai Of cour«e. 

tatyana And if I «hould a«k you to leave him alone’ 

NIKOLAI Nothing would come of It 
TATTANA Even if I a«ked you very earnestly’ 

NIKOLAI It would make no difference. lou amaze me 
TATTANA Really’ Why? 

MKOLAI You are a beautiful woman who undoubtedly has an 
original mind You are a personality There are innumerable chances 
for you to secure an cajy luxurious life and yet you interest 
yourself m this nobody Eccentricity is a d-«ea«e and any cultivated 
person would feel indignant at your conduct No one who admires 
women and prizes beauty could forgive you for iL 

TATTANA (looking at him curiously) So that’s the judgment you 
pass on me' Alas' And Sintzov? 

Mkolai Tonight that gentleman goes to jail 
TATTANA Is that final’ 

NIKOLAI es 

tattana With no concessions as a favour to a lady? I don’t 
believe it' If I wanted it badly enough, you would release Sintzov 
MKOUU (thickly) Try wanting it badly — ju*t try 
tattana 1 can’t I don’t know how But tell me the truth — 
it shouldn't be «o hard to tell the truth once m your life — would you 
relea«e him’ 

MKOLAI (after a praise * I dent know 
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tatyana I know! (A pause o sigh ) What rotters wc both 
are 1 

NIKOLAI However, there are things which are unforgivable even 
in a woman 

tatyana (earclesrfy) Oh wli3t of it 9 We’re alone.... Pm 
one can bear us I hate a right to tell >ou and my«e]f that we’re 
both 

NIKOLAI Plea«e I don’t want to bear any more . . 

Tatyana (calm*) and persistently) The fact remains that you 
place a lower price on your principles than on the kus of a woman 

NIKOLAI I hate already said that I don t care to listen to you. 

Tatyana ( calmly ) Then go away I’m sure I m not keeping you 

(He goes out quickly tatyana uraps herself in her shaicl stands 

tn the middle of the room and looks out on the porch Nadya 
and the LIEUTENANT enter right ) 

LIEUTENANT I give you roy word that a soldier would never insult 
a woman For him a woman is sacred 

Nadya We 1 you II see 

lieutenant That is impos*ible Only m the army has a chivalrous 
attitude to women been preserved. 

(They cross over to door at left Enter Paulina, zakhar and 
YAKOV ) 


zakhar You tee, Yakov 
PAULINA Cut how could it be otherwise 9 
zakhar We are up again«t reality, inevitability 
tatyana What are you talking about 9 
YAKOV They are singing a dirge to me 

Paulina So amazingly unfeelingl Everyone is blaming us even 
Yakov Ivanovich, who is always «o meek As though it were our 
fault that the soldiers came* And nobody invited the gendarmes 
either They always come of them«elves 
zakhar Blaming me for tho«e arrests 
yai*oy Tm not blaming you. 

XVK.YU5V \n so many -word* bin 1 feel 
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YAKOV (to Tatyana) I was sitting there when he came up and 
said ‘Well brother’ ' and I answered ‘Rotten brother’ That sail 
ZAKHAR But can’t jou understand that to preach socialism in the 
form it is presented here would be impossible an) where else’ It 
simply couldn t happen* 

rAUT.IV 4 Everyone should be interested in politics but v hat has 
sociah«ra to do with politics’ That s what Zakhar say’ and he s r gl t 
hkov ( sullenly ) What kind of social *t is old man Lev«hin’ 
He’s s rrpl) delirious from overwork from dicer exhauHion 
Zakhar T1 ey re all delirious 

PAULI v A You must have some pity gentlemen We have gone 
through so much* 

ZAKHAR Do you think t dont mind having my hou’e turned into 
a law court’ It’s all tl e fault of Nikolai \as3iliewch but you cant 
argue with him after such a drama 

CLEOPATRA (entering quickly) Have you heard’ The murderer 
has been found They're bring ng him I ere 
YAKOV ( mumbl ng) Oh, for goodness’ sake 
TATYANA W ho is H? 

CLEOPATRA Some young hoy and I m glad Perhaps that 
doe«n t sound very humane but I m glad And il he’s ji «t a boy 1 d 
have them give him a good ll radung every day until the Inal 
Where is Nikolai Va«silievich? Hive you «een him’ (Coes to door 
h}t where she is met by 1 1 e Cencral ) 

CENeral (sullenly) Here you are standing around like a bunch 
of wet hens 

zakhar Its very unpleasant uncle. 

Cener.il The gendarmes’ Ye9 that Captain’s o nervy chap I’d 
like to play a trick on him Are tl ey spending the night here’ 
PAtnJVA I dont tl ink so Why should they? 

CENCRAL Too bfldl If they Hayed I d see that be got a pa 1 of 
cold water dumped over h m w! en he crawled into bed That s ibe 
way I had faint hcarte 1 cadets treated in my corps Nothng funnier 
than to «ce somebody all wet and naked bopping around and «houting 
CLEOPATRA (stand ng in the doorway) Heaven only knows vhr 
you should «ay such a thing General The Captam is a very respect 
able person and extremely energetic As soon as be arrived he began 
rounding up the offenders That «hould be appreciated 



ceneral IFm For her any m n with big moustachios is re- 
spectable. But people should know the r place. That a the th ng That # 
the secret of respec*ab I ly (Coej to door left.) Ifey Konl 

PAULINA ( quietly ) You d think she ran everything around here 
Ju t «ce how si t behaves* So rude and impolite! 

zakiiar If only they d hurry and get it over with 1 How I loog 
for peace and quet* 

MOYA [ranting in) Aunt Ton) a, that Lieutenant is simply 
stop d* 1 think le beats 1 is soldiers the way be goes around 
yeti ng and making such a vful faces They certa nly ought to allow 
those who 1 ave been arre-tei to sec their wives une e. Fite of 
tho^c men are marr cd. You go out and tell that gendarme he s 
the one in cl arge. 

ZAKIIAB But you «ee, Nad) a 

Nadya I set that yoa re not moving Go on Go out and tell 
h m They re cr> ng Go on I tell you 

ZaK.Uj.iv (feat ng) lev afta d it won t do any good. 

PAlLm You re always up ell ng erer)body Nadya. 

MDya II s you tl al s ah ays up ett ng everybody 
Pal Una Ls 9 Ju t ih nk wi aL 

NiDYA (og lated) AH of us — you and me and uncle. Its us 
who keep upsett ng people We don t do anyih ng but Us because 
of us that ihe sold ers and t! e gendarmes have come and all this 
bus ness has started And tl o*c people have been arrested, and the 
women are crying all because of us 1 
Tatyana Come here, Nadya. 

nadya (going up to her ) Well, here I am. What do yoa 
want 9 

TATTANA S t down and calm yourself Yon don t understand 
anyth ng and there a noth ng you can do 

NADYA ^ on *ee you don t even hare anyth mg to say I don t want 
to calm down I don l want to 

p ALU x v Your poor mother v as right when she said yon were a 
difficult child. 

Nadya \ es, she was n c ht She earned the bread she ale, but 
you — -what do you do^ Wbo»e bread do you eat? 

PAULJNV There she goes aga n* I mul a k yon to change your 
tone, Nadezhda How dare yon shout at your elders 9 
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NADTa: You’re not my elder* \ihat kind of elders are you? 
You’re simply old, that’s all. 

Paulina: Tanya, it’s all your influence, and you ought lo tell her 
that she’s just a stupid little girl. . . . 

tatTana Do you hear 9 You're a *tupid little girl [I’ats her 
on the shoulder ) 

Nadya : And there’s nothing cl«e you can say? Nothing! You can't 
even defend yourself.... Such people! You really are goad for 
nothing, not even here in your own home. Simply good for nothing 

PAUUVA (severely ) : Do you undcr*iand what you’re saying? 

NADYA: All thc*e people hare come here — gendarmes, soldiers, 
fools with long moustaches and all they do is give order*, drink tea, 
bang their swords, clink their spurs, go around laughing . , and 
grabbing people up, shouting at them, threatening them, making the 
women cry,... And you? What good are you here? They've shoved 
you ofT in the corner.... 

Paulina: Can’t you understand that you’re talking nonsen«e 9 
These people have come to protect us. 

NADYA ( bitterly ) . Oh, Aunt Paulina' Soldiers can’t protect anybody 
from stupidity! 

PAUUNA (mdignonl) : Wha at? 

nadta (stretching out her arms): Don’t be angry. That refers to 
everybody. (Paulino quickly goes out.) Oh dear, she’s run away. 
She'll tell uncle that I’m rude and unmanageable and uncle will 
read me such a long lecture that even the flies will drop dead of 
boredom. 

TATYA’VA ( thoughtfully ): How you are crer going to lire in this 
world l can’t imagine! 

NADYA (gesturing uidely tilth her arms) : Not like this! I wouldn’t 
live like this for anything! I don’t know what I am going to do ... 
but I won’t do anything the way you do it. Ju«t now I passed the 
porch with that oflicer, and there was Grekov watching us, smoking, 
and his eyes were laughing And yet he knows that they are sending 
him lo jail. Don’t you see? Those who live the w-ay they want to lire 
aren’t afraid of anything They’re always cheerful I’m ashamed to 
look at Levshin and Grekov. I don’t know the others, but those 
two .. I’ll never forget them Oh. here comes that idiot with the 
moustache. 0 0.0 oh' 
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boeotedoV ( entering ) How terrifying 1 Who is it you’re tiying 
to scare 7 

Nadya I ni afraid of yon Will yon let the w omen go to their 
husbands 7 

BOBOYEDOV No I v on t. 1 m — a villa n* 

NADYA Naturally once you re a gendarme Why dont you want 
to let the women go to their hu bands 7 

boboyedoV ( politely ) For the pre'ent tl at is impo««ible Later 
when the men are led away 1 «hall allow them to say good bye. 

nadya But why is it impossible 7 It all depends upon you 
doe*nt it 7 

boboyedov Upon me that is upon l! e law 
nadya Oh, what has the law to do w th it 7 Let them go I beg 
you to 

eoboyedov What do you mean — what has the law |o do with it 7 
You too are defying tie law 7 Now now 1 

nadya Don t talk to me like that. I m not a child 
boboyedov I don t bel eve it Only children and revolutionaries 
defy the law 

nadya Then I m a revolutionary 

boboyedov (laughing) Oho’ So it s up to me to put you in ja*I 
arre-t you and put you in jail* 

Nvdya ( unhapp ly) Dont male a joke of it Let them go 
BOBOYEDOV I cannot Its the law 
nadya The crazy law 

BOBOYEDOV (seriously) HTn You diouldn t «ay that If as 
you claim, you are not a child you mu*t realize that Jaws are made 
by those m power and without them there could be no «ta!e. 

nadya (hotly) Laws, power the stale But for goodness’ sale, 
werent all lhe«e th ngs created for the sake of the people 7 

BOBOYEDOV Hm of coure That is fir t of all for the sake 
of order 

nadya Then none of them are any good if they only make people 
dy If, e don t need your power and the *ia!e if ll ey make people cry r 
The a -ate 1 How stop d' What dol want v i hit 7 ( Goes to the door ) 
The s ate’ Why do people rave about things they don t know anything 
about 7 

<LvA KyiRnTbov is someuhal eonjor n)ed ) 



BOBoVtDO\ {to Tatyana) A no*! unusual young lady But with 
dangerous tendencies in her thinking Her uncle, U teems, is a man 
of liberal wens Am I correct 9 

TATYANA *1 on should know better than I l don't know what is 
meant by liberal views 

BOnoYEDOV W hat do you mean 9 Everybody knows that Contempt 
for those in power — thats what liberalism is But the fact is I 
have seen you in Voronezh Madame Lugovoi \es indeed I was 
enchanted by your extraordinary acting Simply superb’ \ou may 
even have noticed me— I always «at alongside of the \ ice-Govcrnor 
At that time I was an Adjutant in ihc local administration' 

TATYANv i\ 0 l don't remember Perhaps There are gendarmes 
In every city, I believe 

COCOVEDOY Oh yc« tndecl In every city w thout exception 1 And 
let me tell you tint its us. the cd* rials who ore the true lovers of 
art. Well, maybe the merchants oo Tale, (or example, contributions 
to buying a gift for a favourite actress on the occasion of her benefit 
performance . rou H find the names of all the off ccrs from the 
gendarmerie on every li»t That is so to say, a tradition with us 
May 1 ask where you intend »o act during the coming «ea*on 9 

TATYVM 1 haven l yet decided Naturally in a city where 
there are sure 1 1 he true lovers of art That, I think, is unavoidable 

COBOYEDov (muring (fie point) Oh yes indeed You U find them 
in every city After all, people are becoming more cultivated 

M vcn ( from the porch) ^our Excellency* Here they come with 
that fellow — the one who did the shooting’ Where shall they bring 
him? 

poboyedov In here Bring them all m here Call the pro«ecu 
IOT (To Tatyana.) I beg your pardon, hut I must lend to business 
for a little while 

TATYANA Are you going to examine them 9 

conot torn {pol lely) Just a wee bit Quite «uperficially — only 
to make their acquaintance A sort of roll-call, so to speak. 

TATYANA May I be pre«ent 9 

doboyzpov II m In genera! that i*n l usual in political 
cives But since this is a etirama! ca«e, and we are not on our own 
premi*es and I should like to afford you this pleasure . 

TATTANA No one will see me I shall watch from over here 
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bobotedov Excellent' I am Happy to Lc able to repay you in 
some measure for the delight jour acting tm afforded me 1 roust 
jx t go and fetch certain papers 

(//e goer out From the porch enter ttco mtddU-ared workers 
leading RTABT70Y by the arm Alongside of then trails KO* 
iteo'uig glances into the prisoner s fact They art followed by 
ixvsnn yacopP' crtxov and seieral other workers 
Gendarmes ) 

RYADTZOT ( angrily ) What did you Ue my hands for’ UnJe theml 
Come on* 

IXtsnrt Unite bis hands, fellowj Why should you oflend bun’ 
YACODLV He wont run away 

o>e or the workees ft t re suppo ed to The law demands that 
we tie hu hands. 

PTAtrrzo\ 1 won t have itl Ur tie them’ 

ANOTHER WORKER (to Kiach) May we, sir’ Tie fellow is quiet 
enough We can t make out how be could have been the one. 
xyach AH right Go ahead and untie them 
KO\ ( suddenly ) \ou ve got the wrong fellow! Tlus one was 
on the river when the shooting took place. I saw him and so id 
the General* (To RyalUov ) Speak up you fool Co ahead and tall 
them it wasnt you What are you silent about’ 
ryaetzOV ( firmly ) It was so me’ 
tXYSttiH I guess he knows best, soldier 
ryabtzoy It was me 

KON ( shouting ) Yon re lying* Troublemaker’ (Enter Dobojedov 
and htkolai Skrobotov) When that happened you were rowing 
on the mer and singing Can you deny it’ 

PYABTTOV (calmly) That was later 
bobotedov TI is one? 

KVACH Yes Your Honour 
koy iSo, not him. 

BOBOTEDOV What’ Kvaeh, take ont the old man. How did that 
old man get in here’ 

kvach He a attendant to the General, Your Honour 
Nikolai (scrutinizing Ryabtzov) Just a minute, Bogdan Denisso- 
vich. Leave, h as. a.We Y»ysc\> 
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KON Keep jpur hands off I m a soldier my elf 
boboyedov Enough, kvach’ 

NIKOLAI (to Ryabl ov) Are you the one who killed m\ brother 5 

RVABTzot Yes I am 

Nikolai Why did you do it 5 

riABTZot He treated us bad 

NIKOLAI Whats your name 5 

iiy abtzo\ Pavel Ryabtzov 

NIKOLAI I «ee R hat is it you were saying Ron 5 
KON ( greoll ) disturbed ) He didn t kill him 1 He was on the 
river when that happened 1 1 m ready Id swear to rt The General 
and I both saw him The General even said ouldn t it be nice 
if we could upset his boat and give him a ducking 5 That s what 
he said Do you hear me \ou whtpper snapper 5 What is it you re 
up to 5 

NIKOLAI Wliy are you so sure that he was on the river ju«t at 
the tuna of the murder, Ron 5 

KON Its a good hour’s walk from the factory to the place where 
he was 

ryabtzov I ran 

KON He was rowing a boat and singing You dont sing when 
youie just killed a man 

Nikolai (to Rjnbt ov) Do you realize that the law is very se 
vere towards anyone giving fake evidence and attempting to «hietd 
a cnminal 5 Do you realize that 5 
RYABTZOV I don’t care 

MKOLAt Very well So you are the one who killed the 
director 5 

ryabtzov Yes, I are 
boboyedov Rhat a little brute’ 
son He a lying' 

LEVSntN Too dont belong here, soldier* 
nikolai What’s that 5 

LEVSiirv I say he doesn t belong here and keeps interfering 
Nikolai What makes you think you belong here 5 Perhaps you re 
implicated in the muider 5 

LE\ SHIN (laughs) Me 5 Once I killed a rabbit with a stick, and 
couldn l get over it for a week 
A0-83J 
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crekov Its tw \re you alone 7 

sivrzov Yes, but there arc people walking about. What* new at 
the factory 7 

CREKOV ( uu h a thorl laugh) ^ou know that the) agreed to find 
the one who did the shooting Now the) re carry ing on an inve«tiga 
t»on Some shout “It » tl e socialist* who killed him'" In genera! the 
na t) tune of saving one s »kin has begun 
stvreov Do you know who 7 
cftEKOt Akimov 

siYIZOV Not really’ Humjh I didnt expect that He* wch 
a nice sensible fellow 

enwov lie has a hot temper Wants to pie himself up He 
has a wife and child with another coming I ju*t spoke to Lesshin 
He of course talks non*en«e «av» we on»hl to substitute some 
body less important for Akimov 

«ivrzov Queer duck' Hut what a nuisance it all is’ {lau*e) 
Listen Grekov vou 1| have to Jury evrrvlhing in the ground. 
There * no other place to lude it. 

crekov I found a place Tl e telegraj h operator agreed to take 
everything Cut vou better get awav from here Matvei Nikolaevich 
SIVT20V No 1m not going anvwhere. 
crekov They'll arrest you 

SLVTZOV What of it 7 ft will make a 1 ad imj ression on the work 
ers if 1 leave 

crekov Thai a true enough But its loo bad for you 
Mvizov Nonsense Its Akimov that I feel *orry for 
crekov Tes. and llercs nothing we can do to help Wants to 
give himself uj Funny to «ee you in the role of guardian of 
boxes’ property 

«INTZOV (srofing) Can t be helped I «uppo«c my fellows are- 
a-leep 7 

CREKOV No they ve gotten together to talk things over Its 8 
grand night 

Sivrzov I d be glad to go along with you but I have to wa t 
They 11 probably arrest you too 

crekov So we 11 serve our sentence together I m off 


< Fxtt ) 
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*IXTZ0V Good bye (Enter Tatyana ) Don t bother Tatvana Pav 
lovna 1 ve arranged everything Goodbye 
TATV ANA I m awfull) «orr\ 

MSTZOV Good night 

(hxtt TATV AN A trails quieth up and doun study in" the toes 
of her shoes Enter YAKOV ) 


vakov %ht dont you go to bed’ 

TATYANA I don t want to In thinking of going a" a) from here 
YAKOV I I’m m m As for me there s nowhere for me to go I ve 
passed all the continents and islands 

tata AM Its depressing here Everything keeps maying until my 
head gets dizzy I m forced to lie and I can l «tand y mg 

Iakov lint You cant «tand lung Unfortunately forme Unfor 

ot»a»a (to hr, III) Dm put nov-I ^*f y * 

«o«la I , .10 .greed to Me thee th.nso B«t I b.te no right to t.rt 
her along that road 

vakov Vital are \ou speaking about 

tat, A t. I’ Nothing in porwolor Ho» -IrAnge .1 .11 *> Onlp 

recently life was clear, I knew what I wanted loafers, 

YAKOV ( 9U .et/y) Alas' Talented drunkard, I and I 
and oilier members of the jolly profe^ion’ ^ccea people 
f A, loop *c .tooJ 

found UJ amusing Put the humdrum is comedians' Off he 

dr.mct.c Someone .hoof H«) '»» *" J “ 

-t.se' Bn, the .Uge .. >»- «■ fcugM lhl , I «o.d 

TATYA»A (oneott/r) “ Y to great height- 

firmly on the stage, and that there , m K->rra«sed before 

(hrcr/ully, and pmir/nU) ) 1 !«> " n * „ hlch seem to .a), 
these people who watch me with co , hea ^ disarmed 

“^e know all that Its old and bonng emotion* I want 

before them , can t capture M .< 6- 

to tremble with joy and fear I £ en , aJ a torch I 

Pinion hate word, sharp 33 a audience flare up 

"ant to pour them lavishly before P e P wor d* I would stop them 
‘bout, run away But there are no sue ^ fall of hope and 

and again toss them beautiful wor w 
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lose and joy* They woull weep and eo woul 1 I I would *«p such 
lovely tears' They would give me nn ovation drown me in flower* 

I ft me on their l ands For a moment I si ould have I eld t! cm in m) 
power and tl at wo ild 1 ave teen a moment of life All of life in that 
one moment' But there are no such living words 

yakov Vi e all know how to live only for a moment. 

TATYAM Tie beat things in life occur only in a moment. How I 
should like to see people d ficrent — more re«pon«ivt' \nd life differ 
ent — lc«3 van \ life in which art would be inl*pen*able — for 
everyone and always So that I would 1 ave a place in life. (1 akov 
ij gtmg i nto the darkness tcith sade eyes ) Why do you drink so 
much 9 You have killed your*elf Once you were handsome. 
yakov Forget it 

TATYAM Can t you understand how hard it is for me 9 
yakov (tnlA horror) No matter how drunk I am, 1 understand 
everyth ng Thats my nu«fortune M) mind keeps gong on and on 
with accur«cd per«istence All the time And all the time I *te » 
leer n face broad an! unwa«hcd with enormous eyes that keep 
a k n r Well 9 Ju t that one word ‘Well 9 ’* 

Paulina ( running in) Tanya' Please come here Tanya. It* 
< leopatra SI e < lo 1 1 er mind She • insulting everybody May 
.be you can calm her down 

tatyvna {miserably) Leave me nlone with jour squabbles flurry 
and gobble each other up but don t keep running around under every 
body a Xeet 

Paulina ( startled ) Tanya' W1 at s the matter with you 9 What * rc 
you saying 9 

TATYANA What do you need 9 What do you want 9 
PAULIN v Ju*t look at her Here she comes now 
ZAKiiAR (off stage) Be quiet, I beg you' 

Cleopatra (a/so off stage) It s you who si ould be qu et in my 
presence' 

piLUNt She If start shouting here with thr=e muzhiks around 
lit a awful Tanya I beg you 

zakrar (entering) Listen I m afraid I m going crazy 
cleopatra (follomng him ) You can t run away from me I B 
•make you li_ten to toe You played up to the workers because 
jou needed th«r respect You threw them a human life as yoa would 
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toss a piece of meat to the togs. \ou re a humani t at other people* 
eipense, at the price of Ollier peoples blood 1 
zakhar What is s! e c ayin"’ 
takov (to Tayana ) \oud better leave. [Exit j 
TAULm Look here ny fne lady were decent people and <e 
wont have a woman of jour reputation *houting at us 

ZAKHAR [itarlled) Keep qu et, I aulina for heavens «ake' 
Cleopatra What makes you th. k vou re decent people ’Because 
you babble about polities’ About the misery of the ma About 
progress and humanity’ Is that wl v 

TATTA.NA Cleopatra Petrovna' Enough of tbs 
CLEOPATRA lm not talkirg to you ^ou donl belong ere 
is none of your taws My hu band was an honest 
sad honest He knew the common people better than you e ' 
go around babbling like you. And you betrajed m ou mur 
him with your vicious stupidity 

TATYANA [to Paulina and Zafhar) Go away you wo 
CLEOPATRA 1 11 go away myself You re loathesome to me. AU 
of you are loathesome 1 [Exit ) ( 

ZAKHAR There - a crary woman for you 
Faullna [tearfully) ^ e mu«t drop everything g 
To in-ult people like that' . had , 0Ted h er 

Zakhar What makes her like that on at 

husband or lived contenteUy with him. u . ^ 

two lovers a year and then to go around shouting hke that 

Paulina We must sell the factory' That s not the thing 

zakhar (m icxation) rvon'en e . t 

,0 l,,. ** * * a ’ a :ri 

speaking to K.kolai Vass.l.evich v hen that woman tore 

Paulin a He hates us — Nikolai b ut hes a 

zakhar ( calming doicn) Hes ”*£ . There arc very 

*• - 
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aMUtne a dubious position m ray reb'ioia Kith the workers. I must 
confess that When 1 spoke to them that n en ng — oh, Paulina, lbo*e 
people are too hostile’ 

paLLE^A 1 told you *o That’s just what 1 said They'll always 
be our enemies 1 (Tctyara laughs quietly and goes out Paulina looks 
at her and purposely raises her toice as she centimes ) Everyone 
is our enemy 1 They all enry us, and tha*'s why they re all 
again*! us 

Zakhar (i calking quickly up and Join:) Yes kou’re partly 
right of course Nikolai Yas iletich saj s it isn't a struggle between 
the eta *«$, but a struggle between the races — black and vb te - 
01 course, that a putting it a bit crudely It’s an exaggeration 
Put if you stop to think that we are cultured people, that it I* we 
who hare created science and art and *o forth — equality phy'io* 
logical equality h n well all right Put Cr*l let them become 
human let them become civilized, and then we shall «pcak about 
equal ty 

PAU4M (alert) This ts sorrelh.ng new for you . 
zakiiaR Its all schematic as yet 1 batenl thought it through. 
The important thing is that we rau«t learn to understand our*elve« 
PAULm (faking / im by the arm) You re too softhearted, my 
dear Thais what makes it so bsrd for you 

ZAKHAR \Te know very little and are often surpri'ed. Take that 
Sintiov for example He surpri*el me and made me like him — such 
a simple person with sjch dear logic belund his ideas. It turn? out 
that he’s a socialist and that’s where he gets his logic and aim 
pLcrty 

PAuuxa Oh ye* He attracts attention all right Such an unpleas- 
ant face 1 Pat you need some rest. Don’t you think we better go’ 
ZAKHAR (following her) And then there’s another worker— 
Grekov An insolent fellow Nikolai \ asstlievich and I were just 
recalling his speech He’s no more than a boy, but he speaks with 
•uch arrogance 

(They go out Silence A song is heard off stage then soft 
voices Enter tacodix LEvsniN and iitabt20V a young chap 
who frequently tosses back his head fits face is round and good 
naOired The three of them stop under the trees ) 
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mn » (,ui Hi, ,-J artrrmel,)- !>’» I- 
Tt-'hoV. 

- - •— ■ *-* 

or two are prlceles* . • 

racoon: Ttm'i irut. r»0i b , . 

rtaetzov: I leno. 't ^ kal * " fl . , f un 0 [ ,i, You\e 

Uvimi: You mui-.n'l do *">''"»? I”' « , ila , Ic . 

got 10 uidtralend *b> '«» <' P 

RTantrov : Tial'i ell right 1 11 . ,eitmg ,o bo 

»C0UIS1 JW* u '•""TTl 

lertented to penal tertitude. I a 1 o t j |C better. H 

UWim Ltt'e tall " ll" 1 71 e * 0 ” bea made up bis 

a fellow’, billing lo aalTtr Hie 
mird once and for ill , 

rtabtzov : IV rade up n y mird. 

racoon: Don't hour Think " ° ' l ,, . b „„ idled, so aome- 

OTarnot-W bat’, tbe.c to tb, nlo.ee? 

bcdj’a pel to enter for it - - * n d if one per'on don 1 

Wal-a 1 ^ 1 . *>«*££“ Thty’l. ta I 

pite him-clf up, then iran) v w | lt> are more valuable to 

oi r lw*t people to account. Fa* o 

the caore t!i«n you are, Pa*boV, yo ung, but I under- 

OTAriTM : r» not «).n S «nT*’" n ? 1 ^ . . hle tie 1ml* 

r’and. Vie bare to lee? » * ,r0n ? & np 
ol a chain. . , 

Lr\stin («<Sing) : * I,p ‘ . ^circle them. do-« in tight, 

YACoorr (wolfing) * ^Fe 11 Jo ,n 

and there you arel , i t j,,» c no one depending ° n 

RtABTZOv: All right I’ve *«** > J ad thal for auch rotten 
me, «o I’m the one to go Only 

blood. ... , . , (nT t t, c .ale of your comrades 

msittNt Not for that blood. * j ^ ru i ... as mean as &ej 
ryabtzov: Yes. but I mean he was 
come. 


MAXIM CORKY 


ixi«nrf He go! lulled because he was mean Good people die 
a natural death They re not in anybody's way 
RtAtrrzov \lell is that all? 

YACODrs That s a I Pa«hoL So you’ll tell them tomorrow monung? 
RYAimos \Uty wait until tomorrow 7 

ixtsm't No you better wait until tomorrow The sight’s as good 
a counsellor as a mother 

RfARTZOt Ju t as you say May 1 go now? 
ixysihn God be with sou 1 
YACOon Co ahead, broil er Be firm 

(RTABTZOY goes out unhurriedly taco D tN regards the stick he 
is turning in las hands ixysiun jfarcs at the sky ) 

leyshik (quietly) A lot ol fine people growing up the'e days 
Timofei 

YACODH Good weather good crops 

leyshin If things go on this way well probably pull ourselves 
out of this mess 

iacodiy (unhappily) Too bad about the lad 
LEt'lllN (quietly) its too bad, I pity biro Here off you 
go to jail And for a na*ty business Only one consola ion— he did it 
for h» comrades. 
yacodin Ye-es 

msniN But you belter hold your tongue Tchk* Tchk’ TPby 
did Andrei hate to go and pull that trigger? ff hat good i* a killing 9 
Iso good at all Kill one dog and the boss buys another, and there s 
an end to the tale 

YACODUt (sadly) How many of our people are sacrificed* 
LEVSiim Come on sentry* We’ic got io guard the bosses’ property* 
(They go off ) Oh Lord — 

YACODPt Whal’s the mailer 7 

LE\sniN Its a hard life* If only we could untangle it faster* 


(cm an* ) 



Act III 

°l «<>•<■">■ •-“"* r. .J X Me lurnitjre .1 »,• 

«' reo„ ... w 'r .. C«l»! »#• 

*< fc,r s e uU< *«. 4e*e fT “ fl, «!»«. r*li .-.41. «"J 

rL'rt, KON «l P*™*, ' “ 7-1... flrf /argf, doufcfc 

Ac^rr,.* i. -»-W 

inoniii (<•»«*« <'/i 

AOurroi Veil jee rw!»1 1 1« ,11 I ere... 

koi: In not mwry. They fan E , L eart ’ s running down 
Thank goodness IH be dy«n; **>«• ■ W 
already. ... , , _ rr «Jn’t boa*t about It 

utixmyr Veil ell It* 1 J^yih.ef VOe, r*' n "’fr 1 

loe:I'n , ,7, heir flfk *"r m °7 Llle 

Ae eje or lilly-rive, JOU ** rtl "I Imajioe lOimdins “P 

iTjlng to crack walnuts with toot 1 F . ^ r3 int 
*11 Aese people end dreneliies Aer* ool Aere 

, _ 0LU enfee <** J "'‘ 

(cATTiDi coroTtnov aid 1 

the left ) 

. II t* the courtroom? Splendid* 
BOBOTCBOV (tofplW* So ' “iX.ion,, OP**!* 

I »cpr>o*e you arc actms »« " n 

SlKOMt: Y«f Koi, call the Co ^° ‘ this duh: in tbe «ntrc 
Eocorroov: Now here*, how well 
that ... w I rat's las rame? 

RlKOUt: Sintrov. , nn Mup. And all around him. the 

EO&otoov: Sintiox . * . ypr ^ # # , 5 t t to warm the hea 
united workers of the world, eh’ erson «ry I had T“ te 

The owner of Urn place i* a rrry charms P 
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a different impression of him I know his s 'ter in law from the theatre 
in Voronezh Vonderful actress (hvach enters from the porch) 
Well Kvach 9 

k\aCH Everyone’s been searched Your Honour 
boboyedov Well and what did you find 9 
kvacii We didn t find anything Allow me to report that the police 
inspector is m such a hurry that he isn’t sufficiently thorough. Your 
Honour 

boboyedov Might have expected it The police are always hke 
that Did you find anything on those who ha\e been arrested 9 
KVACn We found things behind the icons in Levshin’s place 
boboyedov Bring everything to my room. 
kvach Yes Your Honour That young gendarme. Your Honour 
who ju«t came from the dragoons 
boboyedov What about him 9 
KVACn He i*nt thorough either 

boboyedov Well you 11 have to «ee to that your«elf Be off with 
you now (hiaeh leates) Hes a queer bird that Kvach Not much 
to look at, and seems a b t stupid but he’* got a no«e like a blood 
hound* 

NIKOLAI 1 advi«e you to pay special attention to that clerk, 
Bogdan Denis'onch 

boboyedov Ob ye« indeed We’ll make it hot for him all 
right 

Nikolai I m not speaking of Smtzov but of Pologi It seems to 
roe that he can be of u*e to us 

boboyedov Oh, that fellow we were talking to? Yes of course- 
We’ll draw hun into it 

(mKOLAi goes to the table and carefully arranges some 
documents ) 

Cleopatra (at the door to the right ) Captain would you care 
for a gla's of tea 9 

boboyedov Yes thank yon If it i«n’t too much trouble Beauti 
fill country here, a lovely place And it turns out that I am 
acquainted with Madame Lugovoi Didnt she used to act In the 
Voronezh Theatre? 
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Did you find anything when you made 


CLEOPATRA It seems so 
your searches’ F« n tlnnR We found everything Dont 

HOBOYEDOV ahv C a)S fin d l lungs Even if there* 

worry, you can be *ure in« 

noth, n 5 to find «n II W lAe , w leaflet. e«r.ou.1y 

CLEOPATRA ' ) l»e '> b ™“ , f , r „ 0 | u „on 

He always said that papeta not entirely correct 

bohotedov 11 m That »! , gtdets lasued 

CLEOPATRA lie elaitncd that leaflets were <ee 

to loola by td.ots cl „ CI _4ho,tsli »' » incorrect 

BOBOVEOOt (loislt**) ' ^ h „ e .ponced Iron, ttsning 
Cleopatra And now you i 

pspet, to tailing oetton tie, ».ll he P™”!-" 1 

boboyedov You can re i 

Th"’/. e"*. — «■ *■ - - ?o ” ■“ 1 
te ’~v It's r r* - 'ZrfcSZu* W. whole 

CLEOPATRA 1 can t tell yen , , s ttty lh« days 

-P* - * ^ “ " ’ 

^CLEOPATRA ^'"^“uLtel Ifnt pe.h. P e you can tell 
boboyedo\ (going) ' v ,.V. actin' this season’ 

me where Madame Lugos oi wi 

CLEOPATRA No, I dont Vno 

i «jipyA from the porch ) 

{Enter Tatyana end Nadym 

„ ccb „„d.»toIdt”.” L ' vsIunlo0 ' ; ' 3 

NADYA (ugttflted) Did 7™”°“"’“"' 

at us? , flll jo 

tattab. Ye, , 0I «b„ w ..."“™ ! “^7n“Ue-e 

nadya I dont know t you do it? ' v J 

•hameful Nkola. Va«siticvub why for 

people attested’ m „,e than 5 *“'potth .< tn»S 

a* those , 
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nadya Oh we won t* 

tatyana (tool mg at \ikolai) Has Sintrov also been arrested’ 
mkolai SinUor has also been anes'ed 

nadya (walking about the room) Seventeen people* Their wives 
are ‘landing at the gates crying and the soldiers shose them about 
and laugh at them. Tell the soldiers that they should at least behave 
themselves decently 

nt k. ola i That s none of my business. Lieutenant Strepetov is in 
charge of the ‘oldiers 

Nadya 1 11 go and ask him. 

(Coes out right tattana smiles and crosses 10 table ) 
yatyana Li'-ten you graveyard of laws as the Ceneral call* 

you 

nikolai I don t find that the General is particularly witty I 
ahouldn t repeat his jokes 

tattana Oh no 1 made a nu<take A coffin of laws — that’s what 
he calls you Don t you like it’ 

nikolai It s ju«t that I m not in a mood for joking 
tatyana You mean you’re «uch a serious person’ 

NIKOLAI Let me remind you that they killed my brother yesterday 
TATYANA What’s that to you’ 

NIKOLAI I beg your pardon, buL 

TATYANa ( smiling ) Don’t pretend You aren’t sorry for your 
brother You never feel sorry for anybody like me for example 
Death — that is a eudden death, has a had effect on anybody But I 
assure you that not for one moment have you felt genuinely, humanly 
sorry for your brother It i«n’t m you 

NIKOLAI (conriroined) This is interesting What are you get 
ting at’ 

TATYANA Haven’t you observed that you and I are kindred 
Spirits’ No’ That’s a pity Im an actress — a coldblooded creature, 
possessed of one d«ire — to play a good role You too are bard 
hearted and anxious to play a good role Tell me the truth, do you 
really want to he a pro«ecutor? 

NIKOLAI (quietly) J W3n t you to slop this 
TATTana (laughing after a brief pause) I’m a had diplomat 1 
came to you with the purpose of I intended to be pleasant and 
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„ > . nw „ ou I began to be insalting You 

charming Bui as «oon as J , . taking a walk 

But I intended to ask you 

NIKOLAI (rail a >hon lcu S h) 1 5°”” l ’ t0 „ ,„ e , 

TATYANA Perhaps But 1 'appose 1 8 “ | , yj SrctroY 

MIOLU Whenever you asked U »«U ba 
» 100 deeply entangled „u_bction lo lell «» 

TATYANA I th.nk .1 P» )0« * 
that, doesn t it 9 

NIKOLAI I dont conceal it rr.emble each 

TATYANA (sighing) That l ast * _ LS Srnlsor completely 

oiler I loo am eery petty and mean lell m 
a year power I mean particularly in r*» 

r™ “• boutd a, k you, ole.ee I- -W’ 

MK 01 AI Nothing would come o 1 . 7 

TATYANA Even if I a'ked you ' *7 , amaze me 

NIKOLAI It would make no difference. 

TATYANA Really 9 Why 9 undoubtedly has an 

NIKOLAI You are a beautiful woman ^ snnuroe rab!e chances 
original mind You are a personality in ^ ^ yQU Merest 

for you to 'ecu re an easy luxunou ^, ease and any cult rate 
Yourself in this nobod) Eccentnci y . t one who admires 

person would feel indignant al J°“ r for it. 

women and prizes beauty could [or P 3 ^ lhal s the judgment you 
tatyana (footing at him curio 
pass on me’ Alas' And Smtzov ^ ]gJ , 

Nikolai Tonight that gentleman g 

TATYANA Is that final 9 , 

NIKOLAI Yes a favour to a lady? 0 

TATYANA With no conce-*' 0 " would release ~mtzoY 

believe it’ If I wanted it badly en «= try , 

meu, (ihlchly) Ba. lell 

t . T don t know no« , . would you 

TATYANA I can t I {nllh 0 nce m your 1 fc- 

«t shouldn’t be so bard to te 
trices W , dumbo. 
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Tatyana I know’ (A pause a sigh) What rotters we both 
are 1 

MKOLAI However there are things which are unforgivable even 
in a woman. 

Tatyana (carelessly) Oh what of it 9 We re alone. fto 
one can hear us I have a right to tell jou and in) self that we’re 
both. 

NIKOLAI PIea«e I don t want to hear any more 
TATYANA (calmly and persistently) The fact remains that you 
place a lower price on jour principles than on the bus of a woman 
mkolai I have already «aid that I don t care to li ten to you 
Tatyana (calmly) Then go away I m «ure I m not keeping you 

(fie goes out quiefly TATYANA tcraps herself in her shawl, stands 
in the middle of the room and looks out on the porch NADYA 
and the LIEUTENANT cruer right ) 

lieutenant 1 give you my word that a «o!dier would never insult 
a woman For him a woman is sacred 
mdya We 1 you 11 see 

lieutenant That is impo« lble Only in the army has a chivalrous 
attitude to women been preserved. 

(They cross over to door at left Enter Paulina, Zakhar and 
YAKOV ) 


zakhar You see, Yakov 

PAULINA Cut how could it be otherwise 9 

ZAKHAR We are up ogatn't reality, inevitability 

Tatyana What are you talking about 9 

YAKOV They are singing a dirge to roe 

PACuya So amazingly unfeeling* Everyone is blaming us even 
Takov Ivanovich, who is always «o meek. As though it were our 
fault that the «oldiers camel And nobody invited the gendarmes 
either They always come of themselves 
zakhar Blaming me for tho«e arrest* 

Tai*ov I m not blaming yon. 

zakiiar Not in so many -word but I feel 
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takov (lo Tat,m«) I «» anting ' h '" wh ' n h ' Ti o. “J? 
iai J ’’Woll, brother’’ and I .ntuered 'Rotten brother Thais all 
ZAKHAR Dul ean’r you understand that to preach socialism in the 
(o™ uTprcen, ed here »ould he impossible anyahere else’ I. 

^rL C m J BeTne^hould be .ntetCed ,» pehttca hut tthat ha. 

He’s simply delirious Irom oten oil. Item 

ZAKHAR They’re all delirious , vn c (, a , e gone 

PAULINA You must hate -ome pity Ecntlemen V . B 

through *o much' , , hou«e turned into 

. £3. W “ fif- Sol.: V— eh hu, you can' 1 

Argue mil, him alter such >**■?“ ,, heard’ The murderer 

Cleopatra ( entering quickly) i ) 
has been found They’re bringing hmhtn 
IAKOV (mumbling) Oh, tor E“ J ’“ sal ' 

TATIANA Who IS «’ ,„d I m glad . Perhaps that 

Cleopatra Soma young boy )( h<t Jn ,, , boy Id 

dot-n’t sound vory humans but I . „ n t,l ihe rnsl . 

have them give him a good I Ihrash "8 _< (Coes to door 
Where is Nikolai Vassilievich’ . *“»« > 

(<|l, rslrre shs .5 rust by jj« .tattd.ng around like a hunch 

CE.NERAL (sullenly) Here ) 
of wet hens i. 

ZAKHAR It’s very unplrasan , , nervy thap Td 

CENEral The gendarmes pending the night mk 

like to play a trick on him *},ould they? , 

PAULINA I don’t think so * j j ee that he got » P 31 ® 
CENTRAL TOO bad' K *«» ’ -> ™ ^ 

cold water dumped over him * m my corps Nothing un ™ 

way I had fainthearted cadets ^ hopping around and shoulin 

than to *ee somebody all wel a " J nort rar) Heaven only knows 
CLEOPATRA (standing »« * ' . rp^ Captain is a re *P 

you should say such a thing ^ « oon as he arrived e 0 

able person and extremely ener ^ appreciated 

rounding up the offenders 



cdbul IFm For her, any man with big moustachioa is ro- 
speetab'e But people should Lrow the r place That'* the thirg Thai’* 
the secret of re«pectabil ty (Coer to door left.) Hey, Koal 

nom {quietly) \oud think the ran everything around here 
Ju*t «ee how the behaves’ So rude and unpoli^! 

zaKit.cn If only tl ey'd hurry and get it o\er with’ How I long 
for peace o-d! spiel' 

Nadya ( rj/inng in) Aunt Tanya, that Lieutnan* is simply 
t'upid* I think le beatt his soldiers the way he goes around 
yelling and nakipg such awful fa'-cs They certainly ought to allow 
those who have been arrested to tec their wives, une'e.... Fire of 
those r-en are married \ou go cut and tell that gendarme ...he* 
the one in charge, 

zakiiar But you tee, Nadya 

Nadya 1 tee that you re not moving Co on Co out and tell 
him They’re CTytng Co on I tell you 

ZAtcncn (/earns) 1 m afraid it won’t do any good.... 
paulina \ou're always upsetting everybody, Nadya. 

Nadya It s you that’s always upsetting everybody 
pal'llna Us 9 Jet think what 

Nadya (opiated) All of us— you and me and unde.... It’s ns 
who keep upsetting people V>e don't do anything but it’s because 
of us that the Jolliers and the gendarmes base come and all this 
business has t’arted And tl o«e people have been arrested, and the 
women are crying all because of us’ 

TATYANA Cone here, Nadya 

nadta (going up to her) Well, here 1 am. . . . What do you 
want 9 

tatYana Sit down and calm yourself You don’t understand 
anything and there’s nothing you can do.. . 

Nadya Yoa see, you don’t even hare cnyth-ng to ssy I don t want 
to calm down I don’t want to 

Paulina Your poor mother was right when the said yon were a 
difficult child. 

Nadya Yes, she was right . She earned the bread she ate, but 
you — what do you do 9 Who«e bread do you eat 9 

PAULINA There she goes again! I roast a»k you to change your 
tone, Nadezhda How dare you shout at vour elders 9 



bobotedov (entering) How terrifying' Who is it you re trying 
to scare’ 

Nadia I m afraid of yon Will you let the women go to their 
husbands’ 

eobotedoy No I wont In — a villain' 

nadya Natural!) once jou re a gendarme Why dont you wan 1 
to let the women go to their ht-bands’ 

bobotedov (politely) For the present that is rope *ible Later 
when the iren are led aw a) I «*iall allow ih'm to *ay good bye 
NADYA Bat why is it impossible’ It all depends upon you 
doe«n t it’ 

bobotedov Upon me that i« upon the law 
Nadya Oh vrhat has the law to do w th it’ Let them go I beg 
you to 

bobotedov What do yon mean — what has the law to do w th it’ 
You too are defying tie law’ Now now* 

nadya Don t talk to me like that. I m not a ch Id 
bobotedov I don t bel eve it Only children and revolutionaries 
defy the law 

nadya Then I m a revolut onary 

bobotedov (laughing) Oho 1 So it s up to me to put you m jail 
arre.t you and put you in jail' 

Nadya (unhapp ly ) Don t make a joke of it Let them go 
bobotedov I cannot Its the law 
Nadya The crary law 

BOBOYEDOV ( seriously ) H*m Yon shouldn t «3) that If as 
yon claim, yon are not a child, you niU realize that la >'s are made 
by tho'e m power and without them there could he no stale 

nadya (holly) Laws, power the state But for goodness sake, 
weren t all the* th ngs created for the «ake of the people’ 

BOBOYEDOV Hn of cour*e. That is fipt of all for the «ake 
of order 

Nadya Then none of them are any good, if they only make people 
cry We don t need your power and the la e if ll ey make people cr>* 
The state' How stup d' What do I want 1*1 h it’ (Cots to the door ) 
The s ate' Why do people rave about things they don t know anything 
about’ 

(Exit bobotedov u someichaS eonfot tided ) 
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EOOOTEOm (10 Tayanel A moa. on«»»ol J°“"S '» d f Du ' 
dangeroua leodencio in her .hinting. . Her »”ele, .1 arena, » » ■>“ 

° ! 't^lvirYouThould Loon belle, ibjn I I don’t Urn. *bat i- 

“”i!Sdo ,00 mean’ Eterybody U» *J> ^“Pj 

(or (ho., in poreer-lhel-J ..he. bbcrah-m .Bui fc ^ 

have seen you in Voronezh Madame Lugovoi y ou may 

enchanted by )oer erlreordmar, acting -»»P , » P ’ 

eren hare noticed me-I .'"a" ■* * tan™' 

A, the, lime I "as on Adyn.an. m ihe lac. ^dannea 
TATYANA: No, 1 don't remember re.I.apJ lucre 6 

in ejery cily, I „. lhm , ereepU.n' And 

tODOlEDOY: Oh, ye- .ndeel In e ry y ^ ^ l„„s of 

let me leli you ll.nl .U »> *< « 1 ^ , contntation. 

ert. Well, maybe Ihe merchant. ,o» Tele, lor « P ' b £l 

lo toying . 6 .1. for . !..»«* «•«* 1 %°Z .“cere Iron, .he 

performance ... you H M U,, name. I a t „ Jllira .id, 
gendarmerie on every lut T coming sea-on? 

May I a»k ..here you mlend o act J, JlnIo]| !n „ city rrbere 
tatya-ya: 1 listen! yet d«ided ••• . ; 9 ^avoidable, 

there arc sure t.» he true lovers of ar . You’ll find them 

BOBOYEDOY (Ms Ike r nl) l«;S more cultivated 

in every city. After all, people arc j Here j^y come with 

KYACl! [from r^L'SES***** l ™" 

that fellow — the one who did th 

him? . , i| j n here Call the pro'ecu 

boboyedov: In here. . • • Drin S 1 , j rouJ t tend to business 

lor. (fa Tatyana.) 1 beg J»' P" J °”- b ”' 
for a little while . .l.-.? 

Tatyaya: Arc you going to cxa ^ b;{ q u1|c . U p< r ficially— only 
BOBOYEDOV (po/ife/y) i Ju ‘ l “ oI ro l| call, so to speak, 
to make their acquaintance. • 

TArr.HA. May I be pre-enl. , „,„al ... in f»»* l “ I 

nonoTEDOV: IIV - >" P" 1 ' „. c , „J re are not on our cm 
cases. But since this is a cruntn t p,j 3 pleasure...- 

premi«es, and 1 should like to a ^ ua tch from over here 
TATYAya- No one will «e me 



bobotedo\ Excellent 1 1 em happy to be able to repay yon to 
some measure for the del ght yonr actin'* has afforded me I must 
ju-t go and fetch certain p3per« 

(He goes out From the porch enter two middle-aged workers 
leading ryaetzo\ by the arm Alongside of then walks Kov 
tteahng glances into the prisoner s [ace They are followed by 
UYSBCi YAConDi GREKOV and seieral other workers 
Gendarmes ) 

ryabtzoy (angrily) What did ) ou Ue my hands for 7 Un te them’ 
Come on* 

LEtSUCt Unite his hand, fellows Whs should you offend him’ 
yagoden He st on l run away 

ONE or the workers We re nppo ed to The law demands that 
we be hu hands. 

eyaetzov I \ on t have it* Untie them’ 

another worker (to Reach ) May we, sir 7 The fellow u quiet 
enough We can t male out how he could have been the one. 

RYACn AH n®ht Co ahead and nnbe them. 

KO\ (suddenly) Youve got tbe wrong fellow’ This one was 
on the river when the shooting look place I saw him and so did 
the General' (To RyabUov ) Speak tip vou fool Co ahead and tell 
them it wa*n t yon What arc yon silent about 7 
RTABTZOY ( firmly) It was so me' 

Lev5Iie« I guess be knows bet, soldier 
RTABTZOV It was me 

KOT (shouting) \ ou re ly ng’ Troublemaker’ ( Enter Boboyedov 
and Ptikolai Skrobolov) When that happen'd vou were rowing 
on the river and sin c ing Can you deny it 7 
RTABTZOV (colnljr) That was later 
EOBOTEDOV Tl s one 7 
kvach hes hour Honour 
kov J\o not him. 

BOBOYEDOV What 7 Kvach, take out the old man. How did that 
old man get n here? 

kvach He s a tendant to the General. Yonr Honour 
NIKOLAI ( scrutinizing Rjabt-ov) Inst a minute; Bogdan Demaso- 
nei Leave him alone Kvach 
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MKOL.M Then keep jour mouth shut (To Ryabtaoi ) Where* 
the revolver you used 9 
ryabtzov I don t know 
NIKOLAI What kind was it 9 Describe it 
R\ abtzov ( uneasy ) What kind 9 . The usual kind 
kon (rejoicing) The son of a gun' He never «3w a revolver 1 
NIKOLAI How big was it 9 (Indicating a half a yard svith Hu 
hands ) About thi« long 9 

ry abtzov \es oh no les* 

NIKOLAI Bogdan Denis*ovich, just a *econd ( Leads Boboyedov 
to one side and loners hu coice ) There’s some dirty work here We’ll 
have to be more severe with this boy Let’s leave him alone until the 
examining judge arrives 

boboyedov But why should we 9 He confesses everything 
NIKOLAI {impressiiefy) \ou and I suspect that this boy 1* not 
the murderer, but merely a -bield for the true culprit, understand? 
(yakov , obviously drunk carefully enters the door near TATYANA 
and stands silently looking on From time to lime his head drops 
on his chest as though he uere droustng off, then jerking K up 
suddenly, he glances about mlh a frightened look on hu face ) 

BOBOYEDOV (tathout understanding) Ah h b H’m m Ye% yes 
Just imagine 1 

Nikolai It’s a frame-up Collective crime. 
boboyedov The ra.-cal 1 

NIKOLAI Let the Corporal take him out now, and see th3t he is 
kept in «tnct solitary confinement I m going out for a minute 
Come along kon Where’s the General? 

KON Digging worms. 

(Exit both.) 

boboyedov kvach, take thi3 fellow out, and keep your eje on 
him* A careful eye, now* 

KVACH Yes Your Honour Come on young' ter 1 

levshin (affectionately) Good bye, Pash ok Good bye, fnend 

yacodin (unhappily) Good bye, Pashok. 

RTABTZOV Goodbye. It’s all right 

(They lead KYabtzov out ) 



LNtMtES 


boboyedov (io letshtn) Do you know him, old man' 
lev shin: Naturally. Wc work together 
boboyedov : that’s >our name? 

levsuln: Yefim Yefimov Le%«hin . . w 

BOBOYEDOV (mi'tly to To!, ana, Jn-t watch developments now 

Mi rrs* i»£». >»■" - »'“■ -““ b " p "' Dn '■ ‘ houij 

always tell your superiors the truth 

BODOYEDOv' *** 

h'dden behind the icon^ m >our house, eh lhe iru 
lev SHIN (calmly ) : Nothing 
boboyedov: Is that the truth 9 

lev shin: Yes, it is. , , „ . „ r „ v,1d and (trey, 

boboyedov: Shame on you, Lcvshm cr ® >° * whal you think, 
lying like a little boy. . . • Your ,u P e, £" £ ^ ha{ orc t b fo e things 
let alone what you do This is bad, Levsh 
I’m holding in my hands? , , 

HVS1U.N • I can't tee. . . . M> «r***6 >> • * ' , bool , „h, c h have 
boboyedov: i'll lell you what l,ie ? “ , 7 the people 

been prohibited by oue government, boo s Bdnnd ihe icons 

.0 „sc up ogain't Mr tsae These bool, were I.«»d bel-ntd 
in your house! . . . Now what base >« *° 

LFvsitIN ( calmly ) : Nothing. , . . 

boboyedov: Do you admit 'hat they b '’° ,f loob a l,ke 

Ma y be l!, 7 " m I./, ,n your old age? 
boboyedov: Then what do you go ) E u on0U r You asked 
EEVSmit: I told you the honest ou asked™ 

me what was behind the icons in m) °“* ’ , . ,},<.« an y more 

such a question, I knew there couldn ^ sa id— nothing Why 

because you'd have taken them. So t al * ' ” ^s, d „„ B anything to be 
are you trying to make me a'haroedr 

ashamed of. , . , vou i o0 k at it 1 D ut { 

BOBOYEDOV (conjused): So that* tic son to he fooled 

must a«k you to do less talking • • • m 

with Who gave you these books? h l? I can't tell 

LEVSnt»: Now why should you «»■ ■” k ““ ,jL, •• Dout let 
yon, because I've already loigollen where I E 
it worry you 
40* 
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6“ 8 

boboyedov What 7 All right very well 1 Alexei Grekov 1 
Which of you is Grekov ’ 

GREKOV I am 

BOBOYEDOA Were jou cro«s-examined in Smolensk in connection 
with spreading revolutionary propaganda among the craftsmen’ 
crekov Yes I was 

boboyedoa Such a young person and so talented 1 A great 
pleasure to make your acquaintance Gendarmes take the«e people 
out on the porch 1 Its getting stuff) in here \inpayev, Yakov’ 
Good Svi«tov Andrei’ 

(The gendarmes lead them all out on the porch and Bobojeloi 
jollous with the list in his hand ) 

YAKOV ( softly ) I like tho«e people 

TATYANA I understand but why is everything so simple with 
them’ Whv do they «peak «o simply and look at you so simply’ 
Why’ Have they no passions’ fro heroism’ 

yakov They have a calm faith in the justice of their cause. 
tatyana It can’t be that they have no passions — and heroes But 
aren’t you aware of their contempt for everybody here’ 

yakov That Yefimich is splendid . What sad affectionate 
uudeiNtanding eyes he has 1 He seems to be saying “What s the «ense 
in all this’ If you’d only get out of the way and give us our 
freedom’ If you’d only gel out of our way’” 

ZAKHAR ( looking in through the door) The stupidity of these 
gentlemen who represent the law is simply amazing A fine trial 
they ve cooked up' Nikolai Va«ihevich acts like a world con 
queror 

YAKOV The only objection you have, Zakhar is that all this husi 
ness is being carried on under your no«e 

ZAKHAR Well they might have spared me this pleasure 1 Nadya 
has gone completely mad She was in«olent to Paulina and me, 
called Cleopatra a wildcat and now «he is sprawling on the divan 
m my room crying her eyes out Heaven only knows wb3t is going 
on! 

YAKOV ( thoughtfully ) And I become more and more disgusted 
by the very idea of what is happening, Zakhar 



FNE\ilF.S 


, but what should 1» 



.. int < P «i» like home any more .. 


There s not a corner 

you’re attacked, you bate 10 UC1V *‘“ as though everything 

.■ *. i»7 «- 7™;; srr— -to*-. - “ ,j 

=» K “A3"a**ai'=s~~ 

There’s some o-c »»n a B _ 

inis *- y °” s boy 

ben bribod . . iSrf ’ “ « . 

BOBOYEDOV (jo/t|x' understand’ 

cleobatba (to /ioboxedoi) Do nc , -jbe rascals! 

BOBOYEDOV. If® » ■» C “ > " . 

” H *to*5 55. **«. to J.« • 

CLEOBATRA 1 I don't **V? “ m 

1I«. ,ou heard about StnUo. 

T ATT AN a: Yes . , v Yes, he’s been arrested. 

CLEOPATRA (chaiu^b) } o ^ all lh0 0 C tad elements at the 
happy that at la't they ' e 

tot SintzoY. lU sufoed 

Cleopatra f coming “P «*en ., i 0 t o! It I* 

but . I’m a frank person 



lot and become embittered I know that onlj a woman can be a 
* Oman’s friend 

TATYaNa ^ou want to ask me «aracthmg 9 

Cleopatra Tell you something not ask) on IItke>ou \ou’re 
always «o free in )our manner* so well drer'ed and you know- 
how to handle men I envy you the 1 ay vou speak and the way 
\ou walk. Bat sometimes 1 don t like you 1 even hate you 
tattaa a Thais interesting Why’ 

CLEOPATRA {strangely) Who are you 9 
T ATT ANA That IS 

CLEOPATRA I can t make out who you are. I like to have a clear 
picture of people and to know what they want. It seems to me that 
people who aren t «ure of whst they want arc dangerous They can t 
be trusted 

TATTAJ.A That* a Grange thing to «ay Why should you impose 
jour views on me 9 

CLEOPATRA (impetuously and mth alarm) People should be 
fnendly and clo*e to each other «o that thev could tru t each othe 1 -' 
Can t you «ee that they are beginning to kill us off, that they want 
to rob U3 9 Haven t >ou noticed the th evi'h faces on tho«e men who 
have been arrested 9 They know what they want, all Ti'-ht* And lh*y 
lire clo«e to each other and tru«t each other I hate them and I m 
afraid of them* We lire at enmity not believing in anything not 
bound by anything every man for hmwelf We depend on soldiers 
and gendarmes — they depend only on themselves and they’re 
stronger than we are* 

TATTana I too 'hould like to a'k you a frank question Were 
you happy with your hu«band 9 

CLEOPATRA Why do you a'k that 9 
TATTana JiLt out of curiosity 

CLEOPATRA {after a moments consideration) l\o He was always 
too bu y with other matters to think of me 

FALUNA (entering) Have you heard 9 It turns out that that clerk 
Sinliov is a socialist And Zakhar always told him everything and even 
wanted to make him asn tant bookkeeper* Of cour'e that un t of any 
gTeat importance, but jn«t think how complicated life has become 
Your bom enemies can live right alongside of you v ithout vonr ever 
suspecting it* 
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TATYANA Thank goodness I m not •«<* [Gently to CUo- 
tort - l “ MS 

1 "" ify- «* > - *>• »- — Jrop! Ior y ° ur he,rt 

They’re very good 

CUOFATU ((<«»£> T ' 1 ” ky .°”„J ITor.lr~)Il«»'“' ,r ’ 

FABLB* 1 11 K «"> 5"","’ * 1“ do,! I " glad y«» «P°1« mlh 

.. be gentle ».* k«< ‘ he £l" You have .be knack 
bee And m genera. I envy J.ny. ^ j „ go 
o! always find.ng a comfortable n< P Ioo ls nas onto 

her some drops (Men ,hc ^ trio toe ton 

He porch , chore <»< »«'“* ^ ^ 4 J) 

arrested Iakov looks » 5 ^ „ me I was standing here eave- 

YAKOV (leasingly) And 

dropping ,, , T^ey « a y it isn’t nice to ease-drop 

TATTUtA overhear »bat people say 

takoy In general « . ™p| ^ d| „ r , s , Tanya 1 » 1“™* 
somehow it makes you p J ? 

T ATT acts Were are J» IJ* ^ )e , Goodbye 
YAKOA Somewhere Write to me 

TATYANA (^aately)^^ 

YAKOV This place has , 

TATYANA When are you ,eim Maybe you’ll leave too 

yakov (tilth an odd Why are you -railing 7 

TATYANA Ye* I inlend narUcular We may never -ec each 
yakov For no reason i P 

TATYANA Nonsen-e 1 e „ forehead He loughs 

SET Forgtte me ™ — If » U ”’“ Sh ’ 

hgltl, «, he purher her <n»T> Y ™ 

were a corpse impeded 

(He goes on. >^^2 tX — ?*" 



ftADYA Come out into the garden with me p!ca«e do I haie 
a headache from cryin 1 * and crying like a fool If I go by 
myself 1 11 start all o\ er again 

TATYAftA Whv should you cr> child’ There’s nothing to cry 
about 

ft ID) a Its all so vexing — I cant make head or tail out of any 
thing Who s right’ Uncle =ays he is but it doe?n t «ecm «o to 
me I3 he a kind person — uncle’ I always thought he was hut now 
1 m not sure When he talks to me it «eems that I my*elf am mean and 
ctnpid And when I begin to think about him and question 
mv«elf about everything I don t nnder*tand a thing 1 

Tatyava (sadly) If you be^m questioning yourself, you II become 
a revolutionary and you II pcn«b in that chaos my darling 
"Iadya Well I have to become som*lhing don 1 1’ (Tatyana laughs 
softly) What are yon laughing at’ Of course 1 bate to kou cant 
go on living and ju«t blinking your eyes without understanding 
anything 1 

Tatyana Im laughing because even body is S3ying that today — 
everybody all of a «ndden 

(They go out and are met on the tray by the ceveral and 
lieutenant The latter nimbly steps oat of their way ) 
CEneraL Mobilization is essentia! Lieutenant’ It serves a double 
purpose. (To l\adya and Tatyana ) And where might yon be going’ 
TATTA.NA For a Walk. 

central If you meet that clerk what s his name’ Lieutenant, 
what was the name of that fellow you introduced me to a while ago’ 
LI CUTES a VT Pokab Your Excellency 

general (ro Tatyana) Send him to me 1 11 be in the dining room 
having tea wnh cognac and the Lieutenant ha ha ha’ (Glances 
about covering his mouth with his hand) Thank you. Lieutenant’ 
You baTe an excellent memory That is to be commended An officer 
should remember the name and face of every soldier in his regiment. 
When a soldier is a fresh recruit, hes a sl\ brute — =1) and gtup d and 
lazy The officer crawls inside of him and rearranges everything *0 
as to make a man oat of the brute — a man who is sensible and knows 
his doty 


(Enter zakiiar. looking worried ) 
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WWW Te Ity"™ » » I-*’ , 

® m N Sll end the Uenlenant go ml teMW®* 
ZAKH Ut ^es (Tne General <"“* secn m brother’ 

Jtsheeelled, enters l r T‘ he ^ * ^ m) month -hot (to™ now on 

1 11 ' 

u r.(-^« —* ^ — — ,o 

lo postpone the payment ol them rent 

ZAKHAIt They've ehosen a fine urn hl „,.l and they 

,AMtM They complain that there «» 
can’t pay , ^ou didn’t happen to 

JJab They’re a Wa )S complaining 

see Yakov anywhere did .. , hm 0 , 

l!lk mmI"”Bnt there » »° b ^ “ S/h’s ''ata'osUmne, 
that everything* 0 in « =“' Tim -anrorar ten 

time, hut that corporal tempt , «Y 8 and m S°"*> 

been removed Iron the d.nmg ^ 
it’s as though me 'e" ”" ! ' y,u has -riddenl) uk “ “ ‘" 10 
zAhnsn Did you Uo« that 

head to go awe, somewhere «•, really a good thin. 

PAOLINA Forgive me lor saying 

“■■S. YOU,, right, .1 — *J ‘ « 

-always tailing nonsenm In-t ^ * h , n a ed me a 
possible to kill a crovr with my revolver Hes al y 

of insults and finally »' 

drunlc. fey lico gendarmes 

(Sbvvzov enters /ran. the porch *-* te 

and ttVACII PAtH-IWA J („ gtaC. "» 

lorgnette, then goes on ,„y or he rpertlr ) 

emhrtrrojrmenl end M Smtrov 

, Atulfv) How uttlortunale this all 

ZAKHAR (reproachjui'i > ExtremeU 

I am extremely sorry for y°° 



634 
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slvtzov (smiling'* I wouldn’t let it worry vou It isn't 
worth it 

zakhab Ye3 tt is 1 People «hould sympathize with each other 
Even i{ a person whom 1 trotted has proved unworthy oC my trust, I 
nevertheless consider it my duty to sympathize with him when he is 
overtaken bv mi‘fortune Thats the way I feel about it Good bye. 
M Smtzov 

slvtzov Good bye. 

ZAKHAR ^ou have no claims against me 7 
SISTZOt Absolutely none 

Zakhar (embarrassed) Excellent Well good bye Your salary 
will be forwarded to jon (Leaving) This u intolerable My 
bou«e ba« been turned into a kind of headquarters for the gendarmes. 

(siytzon chucl Us kvack keeps studying Aim intently, especially 
his hands On noticing this , SDfTZOV also stares him in the ere 
for a couple of seconds, until KVACn smiles ) 

stvrzov Well, what s tickling you 7 
Mach (happily) Nothing Nothing at all 
BOEOTEDOY (entering) M Smtzov, you are being sent into town. 
MaCH (happily) i our Honour, he isn’t M Smtzov at all but 
«omcbody quite different 

BOBOYedov What 7 Be more explicit 

Mach 1 know him. He used to work at the Bryansk factory and 
there bis name was Maum Markov* We arrested him there two 
yean ago Your Honour He has no nail on his left thumb — I 
krnw* He mu‘t have escaped from somewhere if he’s living under 
a false passport. 

BOBOYEDOV ( pleasantly surprised) Is that the truth, M Sintsov 7 
MACH II s the honest truth. Your Honour 
BOBOVEDov So you aren’t Smtzov at all* Well well well* 
SDfTZOV Whoever I am, you’re obliged to be decent with me 
Don’t forget that. 

BOBOYedov Oho* Its easy to «ee that you’re not a person to bo 
fooled with! \ou yourself will escort him, Kvach Keep your 
eyes open* 

KVACH \e* Your Honour* 



ENEMIES 

bouoyedov (^,) ««*-** 

«. - »*• -*? r ‘rr.voiuo-..,™. ta. - j — 

F> "" oo lh= oilier hood 1 holer -ee 

ialely demand hu polio (Hurnet old ) 

to that ray-ell J»rt » K ”“ ,l a „, 

K\AC!I ( amiably ) So here w c 

sintzov (smiling) Are )OU g a 

K\ acU Why not’ An d ha , e had enough of 

S1NT20\ (mth disgust) I ‘ ° on tracking people 

this by now Crey hair already > « |i 

down like a dog Don t you find. : ^ „ {or twenty three 

KVACII (amxafilj) Oh l ® “ h h er ups have a good opinion 

Ao “ 

of me— promise me a ac«.o 
give it to me now, all right^ 

So're’miereid l- ™ *’ 1 ' t ' 0 ” , 
armor WU Cod oat ■"*?££*, da.Uim.ed Wloi. 
ki ich Sore »e « 6“ J out „ , ,„ t her 1 thmk-Sant ^ 

in glaa.e. at the Bryao-k Bo. he died in )«■> 

We arrested him again too ” ^ny of you 

very sick, he wa« After all «hc rc 8 * lo J of u9 ju't **« 8 b , 

SINTZOV (thoughtfully) the better for us’ 

KVACH Oho’ Thais fine m 

SINTZOV More awards U F VTE>vNT Cl£OPATM and 

(BOBOYEDOV, the GENET vl, e - e Joonray ) 

^ ° PFt " 

NIEOLAI (loolidS “t Suifcoi) 
oat like this (Duappea.r J j onl „ 1,1 

CEtERAI. A Can ohop h ^ ^ , 1 , m-tigator „„ 

cleop YIRA ll s , , ra Dlam, cant you ee 

sintzov (ironically) U** ^ 
acting very ‘tupidly’ l0 teach me' ^w’ 

BOBOYEDOV Don t d p ut cn end to thi 

sintzov (sfubbornfy) Tea ^ 

GENERAL Just listen to ,m , <j- a ^ e him sway 1 

BOBOYEDOV (shouting) V3 



€3 


MAX [St COR ICY 


ksacb Yes Yonr Honour ( Leads Sint ov away ) 
general Mn*t be a real Uger, eb? Does be roar, eh’ 
cleopatra 1 m certain that be 'tailed everything 
eoboyedos That s probable highly probable 
LIEUTENANT Going to take him to court’ 
boeotedoy (smiling) YYe gobble them up without any «auce 
just as good without it 

GENERAL Yen witty Like an oy«ter •mack* 

BOBOYEDOY Ah h’ Well Your Excellency, we’ll make quick work 
of dividing up the game now and relieving you of all this nuisance 
Nikolai \ assihevich' Where are jon’ (Eieryone disappears through 
ike doors The Police Officer enters from the porch ) 

POUCE officer (to Aon) YY ill the examination be held in here’ 
kon (sullenly) I don’t know I don’t know anything 
POUCE OFFICER A table papers apparently m here. ( Address 
mg someone out on the porch ) Br n™ them all in here' (To Aon ) 
The deceased made a mi«tak“ He «aid it waa a redhead who shot him, 
but it turns out he was a brunette 

RON ( muttering ) Even the living make mistakes 

(Jgasn they bring in the men who have been arrested ) 

POUCE orncm Line them up over there You stand at the end. 
old man Aren t you ashamed of your*elf, you old devil’ 

Crekov Why u e e «uch language’ 

LEVsnn Drop it Aljo'ba It doesn't mat er 

POUCE officer (threateningly) Now then none of your gab' 

levs II in Thats his job — to in*ult people. 

(NIKOLAI and boeotedoy enter and sit down behind the table 
The GENERAL tales hu place in an armchair in the corner with 
the LIEUTENvnt Standing behind him In the doorway stand 
CLEOPATRA and PAULINA who are later joined by TATYANA and 
nvdyA* ZAKHAR looks with dissatisfaction over their shoulders 
From somewhere or other appears POLOCt, who hitches in 
cautiously, bowing to those sitting at the table and finally halting 
ui confusion in the centre of the room The general beckons 
to him. He goes over on tiptoe ; and stands by the central's 
armchair They brute in RYABTZOV ) 
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MKOLAl Ut-Wlkes" I’*'' 1 Kyat “ 0 ' 

r>abTzo\ ^dl’ . u Ve , \ our Honour’ 

BOBOYEDOA Not »' \ t who uid Ihe director’ 

mkoiji s ,° »id .. «• » j " 

RYABTZOY (annojetn «' c 

yo \r^ do >.» k .,.. «-«-* 

RYABTZOV ^hos he’ 

NIKOLAI The chop s»d.ng ne« > 

RYABTZOV -Sere .11 ^crjuamWl ^ him h „ home and 
NIKOLAI Natut«U) But ha „„d. do you know lnm 

■pent jour tree lime will .him 

well’ Are jou hia tneod „ llh a || 0 t them and were all 

riabtzoa I 'pend m tr“ ° 

be so good as to tell us— j 

and Grekov’ , . j nv friendship There are 

POLOOI A ,elalion*hiP 0 ^ „ toded by Grekov." 

groups represented here ° attitude toward prop e in 

young^man who is -*£££, » *-« b, Yehm I-*» 
parably his superiors ™ manners 
a person ot fanra-tic speech and 
NADYA The wrelch' 

. Jar unit then " , ’“ n S y 
'“iriol. rrlso *— - «“> 

NIKOLAI Well, go on ^ by M Surtaov *bo » «“ 

poloci (j»gA‘«g) jh individual does not 

good terms * of ^“J^d He peru- f V*” 
the average per«on 4 everything In h» apart® 
hooka and has his own *** » , u f rora mine and consist 
1 might add is just across the 
rooms , ,i,_ details 

MKOLAl You may omit 'be d« 
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poloci I beg jonr pardon, but truth requires completeness of 
form. AH types of people visit his apartment, including a gentleman 
*ho happens to be present here — one Grekor 
Nikolai Grekov is that true 7 

CREKOV Don l aJc me an> questions, I refuse to answer them 
mkolai To no good purpose 
Nadya ( loudly ) Good for you* 

Cleopatra What tomfoolery is this’ 
zakhar Nadya, ray dear 
boboyedoy Shhh* 


{Confusion oul on the porch ) 

“ lr 5ho ”“ pr “°“ 01 
belong^heie’ H m m Ju»t what do yon mean by tbose who do not 

BOBO Y EDO V hvach go «ee what all that noiv: is abonL 
inj» nn l » H - 0,Beone 13 t*y»* ,0 the door, \our Honour Swear 
“ S and ,r > u, 8 10 * or « ^e door Yonr Honour 
NIKOLAI What does he want 7 Who is he 7 
boboyedov Find out' 

my ^ ia “ C 1,131 1 e ° °° “ ‘ b *" 1 

Nadya Loaihe«ome creature* 

here to ta!e ,DlSCOntlnU ~ 1 mUtt lho5e who do not belong 

N S^uriA*! l0W me ~ JU ' f how am I to take that 7 

W Not me ufZ'tT'y., 17 ■» »“ " h0 d “'‘ W “* 

boomt , have Y ™ im ' 1 "7»W This is my 

,o you h-ui 

M °£^vfrr^' £ .X“ '“" r d ”' 

.ho 
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LEYSIILY yuvrmly t \ou re nfchL m Its not the one who strikes 
the b!o \ who does U e killin'' bat the one who causes the hatred' 
\oure quite right, my dear' (General noise and confusion > But 
it « too bad you did this \kimos 
boboyedov Silence' 

nadya (to Akimov) Why did you do it’ Why ■* 
ley siii.n Don t shout Your Honour I m older than you are 
Akiuov (to Sadya) You cant understand any of this Youd do 
y ell to clear out of here. 

CLEOPATRA And what a saint that wretched old man pretended 
to be' 

EOBOTEDOt Mach' 

LEY SHIN Well, what are you waiting for Akimov 7 Speak up Tell 
them that he stuck a pi«tol in your chest, and only then 

EOBOTEDOt (to \ikolm) Do you hear what he a teaching them, 
the old liar 9 

lev: Ills I am not a liar 1 

Nikolai Well how do you feci now Ryabtrav 7 
RTABTZOY I don t 

LEVS H is Shut up' You keep your mouth «hut They re sly They 
can use words better than we can 

NIKOLAI (to Boboyedov) Throw him out' 

levs it n\ Oh, no you dont' There's no throwing us out' But dont 
worry somebody'll get thrown out all right' We ve been kept in the 
dark — without any rights — long enough Jsow weve caught fire 
ourselves and none of your threats can put us out You II never put 
us out' J»e\ er' 





Char acters 


YEGOR BULYCHOV 
XENIYA, histcife 
VARVARA, his daugter by Xeniya 
ALEXANDRA, his illegitimate daughter 
MELANITA, an abbess, his wife's sister 
zvontzoy, Ferraro’s husband 
TYATIN, Zvontsov's cousin 
MOKEI BASHKIN 
VASSILI DOSTICAYEV 
ELIZAVETA, Dostigayev's wife 
ANTONINA \ Dostigayev’s children 
ALEXEI ) by his first wife 
paylin, a priest 
A DOCTOR 
A TntJM PETER 
zobunoya, a sorceress 
PROPOTTEI, a half-tcit 
GLAphira, a housemaid 
T A i s s T a, Melaniya’s servant, a novice 
Mokrodssot, a policeman 
TAKOY LAPTEV, BuIycJioij’s gorison 
Donat, a forester 



snnu* Why, »he‘d ruse the Jeril tf her I ore I y \ndryn»ha were 
lo he bumped offl 

CtAPnuu What’s the renje in teasioj ’em the war yon do 9 Drink 
jour coffee quick I se got to tidy up here. (Coej out, carrying the 
samovar) 

(stftlU lUi leaning Lack in the chair, trith her eyes dosed and 
her hands clasped at the Lack of her tousled red head ) 
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ZVONTZOV (comes downstairs softly in his slippers, steals up anno* 
ticed and embraces her from behind): What were you dreaming of, 
ginger? 

SHCRA (without opening her eyes or stirring): Don’t touch me. 
ZV ovrzov: Why not? You hie it, don’t you’ Say re*. You 
hie it? 

sntnu- No. i 

zvontzov: Why don’t >ou? 

Shura: Drop it You’re oni> pretending. You don’t hie me. 
ZV0NT20Y: But you want me to tike you, don’t you? , ' 

(\ ck vara appears on the stairs.) 

SHURA. If Vanara finds out ... 

zvontzov : S«ch' {Motes away and speak in a didactic tone.) 
M — yes — you ought to take yourself in band You must study. 

Vi MARA: She prefers to be impertinent and blow soap bubbles 
■with Antonina 

SHURA: Well, why shouldn't I? I Idee blowing bubbles. You don’t 
grudge the soap, do you? 

Varvara: I'm sorry for you, that's all I really don’t know how 
you’re going to lire, "hou were practically expelled from high 
school. 

SHURA: It's not true, 

\arvara: Your girl friend is half-crazy. 
zvontzov: She wants to study music. 

VARVARA; Who? 

ZVONTZOV: Shura. 

sntnu: It’s not true. I don’t want to study music at all. 

varvara: Where did you get that notion? 

zvontzov: Didn’t you tell me, Shura, that you wanted to? 

Mim (going out); No, I never said such a thing. 
zvontzov: IFra ... strange. I couldn’t have made it up my«elf. 
Varya, J ou’re too cross with her. . . . 
varvaju : And you’re too amiable. 

ztontzov: What do you mean by “too amiable?” You know wbat 
my plan r*. 

\ arvara: I don’t mind the plan, but it seems to me you’re a little 
too amiable. 



zvo'rrzov; What silly things get into your head- . . . 
varvara.: Silly, ere they? 

ZtovrzoY: Well, can’t )ou see it yourself: is this the moment 
for jealous scenes — in these grave times? 

VARVARA : Why did you come downstairs? 

ztdvtzov 1 9 Here. . . there’s an advertisement in the paper- And 
the forester’s come, he says the peasants have rounded up a bear. 

varvara: Donat is in the kitchen- What’s the advertisement about? 
ZTOXTZOV; This is the limit! Hon can you speak to roe like this? 
What am 1 — a baby? Damn it all. ... * 

varvara: Now, don’t get ached* 1 believe father’s come home. 
And look what a sight you arc! 

(ZV0.YI70Y hurries upstairs . \ARYARa goes oat to meet her [other. 
SHCRA runs in to telephone. She now wears a warm green woollen 
sweater and cap. BULYCHOV, coming in, intercepts her and presses 
her to him in silence. VATU nr. pavi.es, wearing a mauve cassock, 
follows BCETCHOv into the room.) 

BEircnov [sits dozen a t the table uith his arm around Shura i 
waist. She strokes his coppery hair, which is going grey) : So many 
people maimed and broken, it’s a terrible sight - . . 

Father PAVLCf : How are you, Shura — blooming, I see? Excuse 
me lor not greeting you as 1 came in. . . . 

sbcra: I should have done that. Father Pavlin, hut father got 
hold of me and hugged roe like a bear. ... 

BULYCHOV : Stop! Shnika, listen! What will those people do now? 
^ We had plenty of unless folk, as it was, before the war. We shouldn't 
have. mivwl np hi this W3r. . ( 

father PAVLCf (with a sigh) : Reasons of high policy. ... 
EULTCHOV: The policy ended pretty badly when we fought the 
Japanese, too, and we disgraced ourselves before the whole world. 

* FATHER PAVusr But then, war docs not merely cause havoc, it 
also enriches a man — both in experience and in. ... 

EULTCHOV : Some fight, while others loot 

' * father pAvles: Besides nothing in the world happens without 
Cod’s will- — and of what significance are our nm mm rings? 

bultchov; Now, look here, Pavlin Savelyev, stop this preach- 
ing. , . , Sharka, were jou going- — skiing 9 
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SHURA Yes I m waiting far Antonina 

BULYCltov AH tight* Ff you re still here — III call you in 
about five minutes (Shura runs out ) 

FATHER PAVXJ.N How the maiden has grown 
BULYCHOV Yes she s ail tight bodily pretty mmole, but her face is 
a bit of a failure Her mother was ugly As clever as the devil, hut 
ugly 

father fan UN Alexandra Yegorovna s face is er original 
. and not without its charm Where was her mother from? 

BULYCHOV She was a Siberian You talk about h gh policy 
the will of Cod and all the test of it. Well and what about the 
Duma? Where does that come from? 

father pa vein' The Duma is well its as you might say . 
the self-diminution of authority Many people even regard it as 
a fatal mistake but it is not seemly for a servant of the Holy Church 
to judge of such matters Ina«much as it is encumbent on the clergy 
of our day to kindle the spirit of fortitude and enhance loie for 
the throne and the fatherland »« 

BULYCHOV You se kindled the spint and put your foot m it* 
FATnER FAVLHf As you are aware I hare persuaded the elder of 
the temple of God wherein 1 serve to enlarge the choir and I have 
also had a talk with General Betti ng about a donation towards a 
bell for the new church being built to the glory of your patron saint, 
the Blessed Yegor 

BULYCHOV He gave you nothing towards the hell f suppose? 
father PAVLDf No he refused and even made a disagreeaLle joke 
4 1 can t stand brass ’ be sa d ev<n in the regimental band Now 
how would u be if you subscribed something towards the hell in 
view of your ill health? ; 

bulycjiov (ruing) Illness >s not cured by bell ringing 
FATnER PAVUN Who can tell? The causes of illness are not 
known to science In some sanatoria abroad cures are effected by 
music, «o I ve beard And we have a fireman — be mm sters to the 
■«ick by playing the trumpet 

BULYCHOV (chuckling) What kind of trumpet? 

FATHER pavlty A brass one Quite a large one they say 
BULYCHOV Well of course if its a large one Sot 3 it cure 

people? 
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FATHER payees They say it does. Everything’s possible, my dear 
Yegor VassiUerich! Everything's possible! We dwell among mys- 
teries, in the murk of countless, inscrutable mysteries. We be! j ere we 
see light, and this same light proceeds from our reason, but only to 
our physical sight is it light, oar spirit may, perhaps, be even dark- 
ened by our reason, if not entirely extinguished. 

BULYCHOV (sighing) : Aye, what a lot of w ords yon know. . . . 

father fayux (truA increasing aro'mntion) ; Take, for instance, 
the blessed Prokopu; in what joy lirrih this man, whom the ignorant 
call a witling. 

bultchov: Ah, at it again — preaching! Good bye, then. I'm tired. 

father payees: My sinceiest wishes for your good health. Fll 
•pray to God for yon. . . . (Coes out.) 

BULYCHOV ( feeling his right side, goes over to the couch, grum- 
bling); The boar ... fattened on the blood and body of Christ.... 
Glaphira! Heh! 

(Enter VARY IRA.) 

VARVARA : What is it? 

BULTCHOV: Nothing I was just calling Glaphira. Oh, my, don’t 
you look smart! Where are you going? 

Varvara: To a benefit for the convalescent soldiers. ' 

bultchov: And specs on )our ne'e too? I don’t belieie your eyes 
need them, yon only wear them to be fashionable. 

varvara: You ought to talk to Alexandra, father, her behaviour 
is abominable. She’s becoming really unbearable. 

(Exit VARVARA.) 

bultchov: Yon’ro a fine lot, all of you! Get along! (Matters to 
himself.) Unbearable. Wait till 1 get better. I'll show you what’s bear* 
able! 

(Enter CIAFU1RA.) 
claphira: Did you call me? 

bultchov: Yes. Ah, Glakba, what a beauty 3011 are! Fill As 
sound 8» a bell! And Varvara — she’s a proper scarecrow! 

• ClaPihra (gbnwang up at the stairs) ; Good for her she is. If 
she'd been good looking, you’d bare dragged Her into your bed, too. 
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ellychov "What 5 Mj own daughter? Tbmk what yourewjing 
too I’ 

CLAriHRA I know Ns I at Im talking about* k ou go sque ezin g 
Shura as if she were a Granger — like a soldier * 

BGLYcnov (dumbfounded) Hare you gone plumb crarr Glaph ra’ 
kou re not jealous of my daughter are you’ Don t you dare to tl nk 
of Shurka 1 ke that Like a sold cr like a stranger! Have you ever 
been through a sold era hands yourrelf’ Eh’ 

GUPHIRk Th s i«nt tie place nor the time for that kind of 
talk. 'What did you call me for’ 

BULYcnov Send Donat here Wait* — Cnc me your hand. You do 
love me though, dont you’ Ailing and all os 1 am’ 

CIJLpnnu (/Tinging her arms aroand his neck) 01 you re break 
ing my heart Don t be ill any more* Don t be ill ( Tears her 
self away and mas out Buljehov smiles though his brows are irut 
m a frown. lie ticks his tips then shakes las head Lies down ) 

(Enter DONAT) 

DONAT I hope 1 see you in good J ralth kegor \auil evich! 
BULYcnov Thanks What* the new*’ 

DONAT Goodness We re rounded up a bear 
BULY cito\ (sighing) Ah that that a a matter of envy not of 
joy A bear a no enterta nment for me nowadays. Are they cutting 
down the trees’ 

DONAT Not too lively Can t get enough hands. 

(XENlt A ctwiej m. She u smartty dressed and her fingers are 
loaded uilh rings) 

BVircnor What w it’ 

XEMYA Noth ng Ton onghtn t to let yourself Le tempted by this 
bear business, kegor you re fn no fit state for hunting 

BCtTCHOV Wait a ro nu*e* Tl ere are no hands you say’ 

DOuT Only old men and 1 ttle kids left They gate tie prince- 
fifty war prisoner*, but they re no good at lumberin'* 

BCLYCnor 1 bet they re good with the women, though 
DON iT kes, there * a hit of that going on 
BCLrcrtOt kes Women are hungry nowadays 
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£i>ear litre’s a 1 01 ot tmmoralily in the Tillages nos-. . .. 
DOMT Why call „ immorality, Axiniya Yakovlevna? Tie men- 
Sit*, t T Wlc ? »“■ 'Mira hate got to be bom, haven’t 
tienioM ° U ‘ th °” ‘ W Hlbng are to do the 
BULYCHOV: Loots like it. 

warT ™ 1 P rt', r h “ "" ° ! '"‘" Id “* «°™*> la™ IT 

fellow™ Although, of course^ if the man’s a strong, healthy 
from B te. CH °' ' ^ U ' e * f “ l ~ le '' M ' t *“> “T ctJldrwn 

Wm‘t ?* r * re <*"» The trouble is all the strong men 

We l^n driven „ the war, and them’s „„ M left „ w 1 * ... 

bultcbov; A terrible lot of folk, done for.... 
row*: Well, the r„t „, n be better oft , 

j ”' ' k V or > 01 «"7 tiling yon would say! 

T “" 1 “ Tcr ha " »■* «» if people. 

BULYCnov: What’s that you said? 

nothin* 'to 1 ***' never have their fill of people. We’ve got 

folks. ° ° Ur 0Wn '”*• * c wanl lo conquer strange 

bulychov: That’s true. That’s quite true! 
fizhtin" Tgar* re t B ° °^ er Way 10 ex P^ a ' n t^e sense of this hero 
greedy?' ^ ** Eett,n S U ,n no», for being 

-godson Lp 0 ?, 16 ^ tUte Donat* There’s Yakov now — my 

oo\*rt He's ,11 right. He’s s clever chap, 
is, not cl™ ^h. 0 '"' J ““ ,m P“ d “b lh»t’» what he 

na.'le’reot'how’ m *W Mm ™pndent, Aalniya Yskovlev- 

•« them to . VS 2! ° r “’ y '«° r Vasilevich, ml 

U, ' 7re Otiienslse 

he'll Ikk n 2 l fl ’” bl11 '' hears of this— 



YECOR BULYCHOV AND OTHERS Col 

donat: Mokrouxsov knows. He’s even pleased It’s all the easier 
for him. 

SVLTCS.OY; Well, now, he cartful . . . . 

(Z\ONTZOY comes doiriuUurs ) 

DO Vat : Well, as f was saying — what about the bear 
BULYCHOV: The bear — that’s your good luck. 

Z\0VT20V: Perhaps you’d let me offer the bear to General Bet* 
lling? You know, he’s useful to.... 

EULYCHovr Yes, I know, I know. Offer it to him. Or to the bishop, 
If you like’ 

XENIYa (laughing) I’d lore to see the bishop shooting a bear 
BULYcno% . Well, I’m tired Good-day, Donat. Things are going 
Badly somehow, aren't they, old chap’ Since l’\e been ill things have 
gone wrong ( Donat botes in silence and goes out ) Aximya, *end 
Shurka to me. Now, Andrei, what is it you want* Out with it, 
man! 

Zvontsov* It’s about Laptev. 
duly choi : Well? 

zvo\T 2 o> .* I’re heard he’s got himself miaed up with ... political 
suspects, and at Kopossovo Fair he made speeches to the peasants 
against the government 

BtJLTcnov : Non'en^e’ What fairs could there be nowadays? What 
peasants? And why are you always complaining aboot Yakov’ 
zsontzov: He’s a sort of member of the family, after all 
(STCCRA runs in.) 

BULYCHOV: Son of! . - You don’t consider him much one of the 
family. That’s why he doesn’t even come to dinner on Sundavs. . /. 
Go aloDg now, Andrei, you’ll tell me about it afterwards. 

(Exit zvovrzot .) 

SHURA : Been telling tales on Yakov? 

BULYcnov: That's not your business. Sit down here Everybody’s 
complaining about you, too. 

SHURA: Who’s everybody? 
bulycxion . Aainiya, Varvara ... 

SHURA : Ob, they aren’t everybody, by any means. 
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EULYCIIov : I’m tailing seriously, Shura girl. 
snCRi: No, you don’t tall. Itle that when you’re serious, ' 
BULYCHOV: You’re very impudent to them all, and you don’t do 
anything. . . , 

shura: Well, if ! don’t do anything, where does tnv impudence 
come in? 

Bulychov: \ou won’t listen to anyone. 

SIICIu: I listen to everyone. I’m sick or listening to them. Cinger. 
BULYcnot: Ginger yourself— yuo’re a lot more ginger than I am. 
And you don’t talk properly to me, either! 1 ought to give you a good 
talking to, but I don’t want to. 

Siren a: If you don’t want to, then you needn’t. 

BULYCHOV: I like that! If you don’t want to— you needn’t, indeed! 
Ule would be quite easy that way, wouldn’t it? But it can’t be 
done! 


sijura: Who prevents you? 

BULYcnoA : Everybody . . . everybody prevents me. But that’s more 
than you can understand. 

snnu: Well, leach me, so’, I will undentin'), .oh [ha »o.Tt 
prevent me. ... 

BULYCHOV: That’s not a thing that can be taught! Is that you 
gam, Axiniya . What are you wandering up and down for? What 
are you looking for? 

XUXIYA: The doctor’s come. And Ba-hkin’a waiting to see you. 
Imandra, pull your skirt down. What a way to sit! 
is U T f C,I0V (f> elt,n 5 up) - AH right, call the doctor in. Lying down 
mp ’ ,l s painful. A-aye! ... Run off, Shurka! See you 

-don t sprain your ankle. 

‘ ^° R: Goo J morning! now are you feeling today? 

ine mt TCf ° r » r - rt,y - IO - W ,‘ Y ° n re malln S rather a poor joh of cur- 
me, ISifont Grigorievich. 

Emrmns'f*' * rC **’ nOVr " come an d let’s have a look at you. 

ewSw • e “" 5 " ,h i!m): Cira ”» «• nfct. [he most 

t- , re *”<■'>• ** - t« letter. If 

r»u can do «l t ^ ™le Jon lead oi il and Him 

you can do what you I,ke... . (They go out .) 

(Enter bishktt.) 
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XESKA What did the doctor say? 

bash SIS' It s cancer he *ap cancer of the liter 

XEMYA God «ave us* The things they think of* 

BlsHKDt A dangerous disease, he says 

XENIYA Oh, he would of course. Every one thinks his job’s the 
hardest 

Bashkin Fancy falling sick at «uch a time* Moneys dropping 
around all over the place like out of a torn pocket , yesterday s beg 
gars are making thousands, and here hes , . 

XEMTA That’s ju-t it* Many people are getting so rich, «o 
rich 

BASHKIN Do c ti gayer s grown that stout he goes about all unbat 
toned, and all he does is talk in thousands Yegor Yassilievich, if 
you ask me — it looks il> if his minds a bit clouded The other day 
he «ays ‘lve been living ’ he says “and missing the real thing all 
the time ” What could he have meant 9 

seniya Oh, and I ve noticed, too, the things he «ays — they’re no 
good 

BASHKIN And he started life on your and your sister’s money He 
ought to have increased it r 

"XEMTa I made n nn take, Mokei, lie known it for a long time — 
yes, I made a mistake I married an as.i«fant in my father’s shop — 
hut not the nght one If I d only marned you — how peaceably we'd 
hase lived together While he 'If goodness* The things he’s up 
to* The things I’ve had to «tand from him* Brought a bastard daughter 
into the hou«e and burdened me with her The «on in law be picked 
out — the wor«t of a bad lot I m afraid, Mokei Petrovich, that they H 
get round me somehow and cheat me this sor^m law and \arrara, 
turn me out a beggar . I 

bashkev } shouldn’t be surprised. Its wartime In war .there s 
neither shame nor pity 

XENm ^ ou— you’re an old servant of our«, my father put jou 
on your feel— think about me,... 

BASHKIN That’s ju*t what I am doing (ZronLov pppears ) 
ZYONTZov Has the doctor gone 9 
XEWa 1*0, he’s still in there. 

. zvovrzov Yell, Mokei Petrovich, how about the doth 9 
BASHKIN Bettling won’t have it. * 
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Zaontzoy: How muck must «e give him to bring him round? 

basiIMX: About frie thoumnd or so — no less. 

xesita: The robber! An old man, too. 

ztovrzov: And it’s to be handed to him through Jeanne? 

UASBWH: Yes — in the usual way. 

xemta* Five thousand rubles! What for? Eh? 

zvovrzov: Money’s cheap these days. 

XEMTA: Yes, when it’s in someone else’s pocket.... 
zvovrzov: Does my lather m law agree? 

bashkin: That's wltat I’ve come to find out — whether he agrees 
or not 

DOCTOR ( coming out at that moment and taking Ztonizov by the 
arm) : Well, it’s like this. , . . 

xemta: Oh, do tell as something to cheer ns np. ... 
doctor: The patient should lie down as much as possible. All 
business, excitement and annoyance are very bad for him. He must 
hare complete peace nnd quiet. Then ... ( uhispers something to 
Ztonizov.) 

xemta: Why can’t you tell me? I'm his wife. 
doctor: lb ere are so^nj things one doesn’t speak of to ladies. 
(Whispers to Ztonizov again.) We’ll arrange it for this evening, 
then. 

xemta: What’s that you’re arranging? 
doctor: A consultation with several other doctors. 
xemta: Goo- ood heavens! 

doctor: Oh, it’s nothing very terrible. Well, good-bye. (Goes 
on/.) 

xemta: What a stern fellow.... Five rubles for five minutes be 
takes. Sixty rubles an hour — how do you like that! 
zyostxoy: He says an operation will be necessary. 
xemta: What, cut him up? Nothing of the kind! I won’t allow 
anyone to cut him up. ... 

zvovrzov: Look here — this is downright ignorance. Surgery and 
science. ... 

xemta: Pooh! I don’t care a rap for your science. So there! 
You’re very uncivil to me, too. 

zvovrzov: I’m not talking about the decencies now — I’m talking 

about the dark depths ot ignorance you. . . . 
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XEXIYA You’re none too bright yourself* 

(ZVONKOV throws up his arms m exasperation and walks away 
At this moment CLAPBHU dashes through the room ) 

xexiya Where are you going? 
c la Fir hi a The bedroom bell* 

(XEMYa follows her into bclichov s room ) 

2 V 0 VTZ 0 V My father in faw s been taken ill at the wrong 
tune 

BASHKIN Yea Makes things awkward At a time like this — clever 
folks are making money out of the air like conjurers 

2V0NT20V M — yes. And then there a a revolution coming 
Bashkin That I don t approve of. There was one in nineteen 
hundred and five. A senseless business. 

zvovrzov In nineteen hundred and five there was a mutiny— not 
a revolution. At that time the peasants and the workers were all at 
home, now — they re all at the front This time the revolution will he 
against the officials, the governors and the ministers. 

BASHKIN If that a the case then Cod bless it' The officials are 
worse than ticks once they get into your skin there a no tearing 'em 
off 

zvovrzov The tsar a obviously unfit to rule. 
bashkin There s talk about that among the tradespeople too. 
They say some miuhik or other has got round the tsarina. 

( vaevara appears on the staircase and pauses to listen ) 
zvovrzov Yes, Gngon Rasputin. 

BASHKIN Somehow I don t believe in sorcery 
zvovrzov Don t you believe in lovers, either’ 

BASHKIN Sounds like a yarn tome She s got hundreds of general a 
to choose from 

varvaRA What rubbish you’re talking * 

Bashkin Erery body’s saying that, Varvara \cgorovna For my 
part, I think we can t do without a tsar 

zvovrzov We need a tsar — not in Petxograd — but in cur head’ 
(To l arvora ) Is the show over’ 
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yarvaRa: No, it’s been put off. An inspector came; a new batch 
■of wounded, about five hundred, are expected tonight, and there isn't 
room enough for them. 

(claphira comes in.) 

CUkPSffiA: Mokei Petrovich, he’s asking for you. 

(BASHKIN l ernes his cap on the table and goes out.) 
varvaIU: Why do you confide in him? You know he spies on us 
for mother. He’s been wearing that same cap for the last ten years, 
the miser! It’s all greasy and filthy. I can’t understand why yod 
should take up with this crook and.. . . 

novrzov: Oh, stop it! I want to borrow money from him to 
bribe Bettling.,.. > 

VARVAIU: But I told you that Liza Dostigayeva would arrange all 
this through Jeanne! And it'll be cheaper.. . . 
zvontzov: lizavcta will cheat you. 

XEMTA ( from her husband's bedroom) : Do come and get him to 
lie down! He keeps walking about and swearing at Mokei.. .. Good- 
ness me! > • 

xvoimov: You go, Varya. ... 

BULTCHOV (fit a dressing gotcn and felt slippers): Well, and 
what else? This unfortunate war? •- - 

nAsiiKEV ( following him) : Who’d dispute it? 

8ULTcnov; Unfortunate for whom? 
bashkin: For us. 

Bulychov: Whom do you mean by — us? You say people are 
' making millions out of this war? Well? 
s BASHKIN: For the people, I mean.... 

- Bulychov: The people’# a muzhik, it’# all the same to him whether 
he lives or dies. That’s what your truth sounds like! 

XENIYA: Now don’t get excited. It’s bad for you... . 

8 VS n KIN: What do you mean? What sort of truth do you call that? 
bulychov : The real, genuine thing. That’s the truth. I pay straight: 
my business is to make money, and the muzhik’s business — to grow 
grain, and buy goods. And what Other truth is there besides this, I’d 
like to know? „ 

Bashkin: That’s so, of course, but still.,.. . , 
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bulychov . Well, what do you mean "but alill 9 ” What are yon 
thinking about when j ou’re robbing me? 

bashlin How can you insult me like that? 

XEtHYAt Varya, what are you thinking about 9 Talk to him, won’t 
you 9 He’s been told he must lie down 

BULYCHOV : 1$ it about the people you're thinking 9 

BASHKIN. Insulting me right in front of everybody' I rob you, 
indeed’ That’s got to be proved. 

BULYCHOV There’s nolhing to proic Everybody know- that 
thieving is a lawful business. And there’s no reason to insult you 
Insult won’t make you any better, it’ll only make you worse And it 
i'n’t you who rob* it’s the ruble The ruble is the greatest thief 
of all.... 

BASukik . No one hut Yakov Laptev could say that 

BULYCHOV . That’s ju*t what he does say Well, you can go now 
Settling's not to be given any bribes WeVe given him enough, enough 
for hi* coffin and bis winding 'beet, the old devil. (Bashkin exits.) 
What you all doing here 9 What are you waiting for? 

VARVARA e’re not waiting for anything. . . 

BULYCHOV. H’mph — not waiting for anything ... want me to 
believe you. Well, if you’re not, then go about your business. Haven’t 
you got anything to do 9 Axmiya, tell someone to air that room of 
mine. It’s stuffy — smells of sour medicine. Yes, and tell Giaphira 
to fetch me some cranberry kvass 

XEnjya: You musin’l have kvass 

BULYCHOV: Be off, he off with you! I know myself what I may 
and what I mayn’t have. 

xeniYa (going out) If you only did know ( Everyone femes 

the room.) 

BULYCHOV (walks round the table, holding on to it with one hand. 
Looks fit the mirror and says, almost at the top of k is toice) : Things 
are in a bad way with you, Yegor. And that mug doesn’t look like 
youra, either! 

CLAPnntv (enters with a glass of milk on a tray) . Ilere’s some 
milk for you. 

BULYCHOV" Give it to the cat And bring me some kvass — -cran 
herry kvass. 

claphira They told me not to give you kvass 
42—830 



ELLifCHOV r»c\er mind what they told \nu — you bnn? tt Stop 
What do joa thin! — will I die’ 

CLAPHIRA It cant be 
EULTCHOV Why 7 
clapiiira I don t believe it' 

Btrwcnov You don t Wine it 7 Well my dear, things loot bad 
lor me* \ery bad I know 
GLArnau I don l belieae it. 

ecLTCnot Stubborn. thats what you are Well fetch me that 
kra*s And 1 11 hare a drop of orange \odka It does me good 
(Coe* over to the sideboard ) They *e locked it, damn them The dirty 
iwine Keeping an eye on me. You d think I was a prisoner 
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(The DUt-YCltOvs drnxing room i\omiov and 
T TAT IX are utUng ta a corner al a trtall round table on 
u huh t ends a bottle 0 / innr ) 

zvornor (lighting a Cigarette) Cot me 7 
TTAm Honestly Andrei I don t like it 
zxoyrzov But — you lile the none) dont you’ 

TTAT1X i m sorry to aay 1 do 
2 soy T20Y VWo are you sorry lor 7 
mm Myself of coupe 
t\amo\ P^ot wonh it 

TTATix Still you inch lm the only friend 1 line 
zumzov \ ou d letter ph losophue !e*i and think more 
TTATix I am thirling Shea o spoilt young thing, itJl be no 
easy job with l er 

zaontos You can get a d \orce 
mm And ihe II keep I? e money 

Ztovrzot Well manage so that you II get it A* to %ura IK 
time her 

•mm Honestly I 

ZSONTZOV 111 manage things so that they'll be in a hurry to 
marry her off and her dowry will be wcrca'fd 

TTATtv That’s a good idea* And what’ll the dowry be’ 
zaovrzov Fifty 
TTATIX Thousand’ 

ZNOXTZOY No Buttonv 
ttatix Really’ 

ztoxTzor Bit you 11 write me an IOU for fen 
ttatix Thousand’ 

Ztovnov No Rubles! A«al 
TfATts Tlat’a rather a 1 lot 
ZVOVTZOV Let’s drop the subject* then. 

TTATIX Are you — *eriou» about all this’ 
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ZVONTZov Its only fools who arent eenous about money 
tyAtin (chuckling) Damn it all It’s a splendid idea. 

(dosticayev comes in.) 

zvoxtzoy I m glad you c eem to be able to grasp something 
A proletansn intellectual Idee you, cant in wild days Idee these. 
tyattn Yes oh yes, of course Well, I mast be off for the court 

now 

IX) Stic. ayes What are you ujwet about Slepasha 9 
zvontzov H e we ve been talking about Rasputin 
dosticayev What a fate eh 9 A common, Sibenan nmzh k — and 
he played draughts with bishops and ministers. Hundreds of thousands 
of rubles must have passed through his hands hever took a bribe of 
less than ten thousand* Ive had it from reliable sources — he 
never took a kopeck Ies<* What are you drinking 9 Burgundy 9 Thats 
a heavy wine, it ought only be drunk at dinnertime, you ignorant 
people 

ZV0M20V How d d you find my father in law 9 
dosticayev Found him qu te eas ly he wasn t hid ng You 
might bring roe .a glass, Slepasha (Tjalin goes out unhurriedly ) 
Buiychov — let me tell you frankly— looks bad His condition* 
dangerous. 

zvontzov It seems to me, too that 

dosticayev Ye« Yes. Exactly And then be a afraid to die 
and so he g absolutely certain to You roust keep that in mind. 
Days like these you can t lounge about — gaping with your hands in 
your pockets It won t do The pigs are roo ing up the state fence 
everywhere and that there 11 be a revolution is clear even to the local 
governor 

TYATct (re-enters with a glass) Yegor Va'nliewch is up and in 
the dining room 

dosticayev l taking the glass) Thanks, Slepasha. Hes come out, 
you say 9 Well 1e- s go there, then 

zvontzov The manufacturers it seems know what they have 
to do 

f varvara and Elizaveta come in.) 
dosticayev ^ on mean tho«e in Moscow 9 You bet they do 
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Elizaveta They 'it here drinking like a bunch of ‘parrows while 
Bui j chav there 13 bellowing *ome thing awful 1 

DOSTIGAYEY hy u Amenta prospering 9 Becau*e there the bosses 
them«elve 3 are in power 

\ AIU ara Belllmgs Jeanne believes quite seriously that m America 
cooks go shopping m motor car' 

DOSTicaYev Qu te possible Although its all lies, likely enough 
And you, Varyusha you re about with the military as usual, I suppo'e 7 
Want to get a job under a colonel 7 

AM vara l/gh thats an old one* What are you dreaming about 

Tyatm 7 

TYATEY Oh — er — nothing much 

ELIZAVETA (before the mirror) \ esterday Jeanne told me a mar 
vellous yoke* It was a peach’ 

DOSTtCAYEV Well come on tell it to os 
ELIZAVETA Not in front of men I couldn't 
DOSTtCAYEV Must be some peach’ 

(yaryara whispers something to ELIZAVETA ) 

Elizaveta Well hu'band* Are you going to sit here till you’ve 
finished the bottle 7 

DOSTICATEV I m not in anybody’s way, am l 7 
Elizaveta (to Tyatm) Styopochka, you know what the psalm «ap 
“Blessed is the man that walketb not m the council of the ungodly nor 
slandelh in the way of sinners’’' 

ttatix Ye« I seem to remember «omething like that 
ELIZAVETA (taking turn by the arm) Well, all these here are 
ungodly sinners and you’re a gentle youth made for moonlight, lore, 
and all lb/* re-=! of «, aren’t you 7 (Leads him away) 

D05TIGAYEY What a chatterbox the woman is 1 
VARVARA Vanik Yefimovich mother and Bashkin have sent for 
Aunt Melaniya 

DOSTIGaYEv The Abbe's 7 O — 0 — oh that’s hi«» same’ G Ke II be 
agasn't the firm of Dostigayev and Zrontzov she will She’s out for 
a •ngnboard “Xcmya Bulychova and Do'tigayev” 

ZVONTZOY She may withdraw her 'hare from the husines' 
DOSTICATEV How much of Welamya’s money is in it 7 Seventy 
thousand? 
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z\ ONTZov Nine y 

dosticayev A tidy bit' Is that her own money or the convent’s 
varvaua How would you ever find that out’ 

DOSTICAYEV Oh you can find out, all Tight "You can find out 
anything The Germans for instance they know not only the number 
of soldiers we’ve got at the front, but even the number of lice on 
each of them. 

varvara Couldn’t yon say something serious for a change? 
DOSTICAYEV My dear Varyu ha you can’t carry on trade or war 
unless you know how to count the money in your pocket. We can 
find out about Melaniya's money this way there s a certain lady 
called Sedelia Poluboyannova who helps the Right Reverend Nikander 
to keep his nightly vigils and N kander knows everything there is to 
know about everybody’s money Reside* there’s a man on the diocesan 
council — we’ll keep him in mind too You must talk to this Polu 
boy anno va Varyu'ba. and if it turn* out that the ca«h belongs to the 
convent — well you can gue*s younelf' — Where’s my lovely «pon*e 
slipped off to’ 

CLAi'iinu (« the door) They «ent roe to ask you into the dining 
room 

do«ticayev We 11 be there in a «econd Come along all of you 
VARVARA (pretending the hem of her dress has caught in the 
armchair) Andrei he’p me to get this out* Do you believe 
him’ 

zvdntzov Do I look like a fool’ 

Varvara Oh what a crook he i« It wasn’t bad my plan about 
auntie was it’ And what about Tyatin’ 

Z\ ONTZQv 1 11 coax him into it yet 
VARVARA You'll have to hurry up with that 
2VOYTZOV Why’ 

Varvara Why because after the funeral you have to wait a long 
time. And father has a weak heart as well Besides I have other 
reasons. 

(They go out encountering clapiura on the tcay She follows 
them with a look of hatred and begins to clear atcay the glasses 
ete^ from the smaff table YAPTEV enters ) 
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CUPHIRA There was a rumour yesterday that jou were arrested 
Laptev You don't say «o 9 Can t be true, 'ureiy 
CLAPHEtA Always joking you are* 

LAPTEV Nothing to eat — but plenty of fun 
CLaphikv You’ll break your neck yet over that fun of yours. 
LAPTEV A good joke earns a good word its a bad one that lands 
you in a mess 

GLAPitntA Carry on Do you know who’s in there with Shura? 
Tonka Dostigajeva 

Laptev Br r— not for me' 

CLAPiiutA Shall I call Shura out 9 
LAPTEV That’s a good idea And how’s Bulychov 9 
CLAPnntv ( indignantly ) lies not Bulychov to you 9 He’s your 
godfather 

LAPTEV Don’t get mad Aunt Glasha 
CLAPHtitA He’s m a had way 

LAPTEV In a bad way, 1$ he 9 Wait a minute 1 My pals are starving 
Aunt Glasha couldn t you get them a couple of poods of Hour or 
maybe a sack 9 

GL4PHDU Dyou expect me to -=teal from my employers for your 
sake 9 

LAPTEV As if it’s the fir*t time 1 Anyhow you’ve sinned before 
— and lbe *ms are on my head The lads are badly m want of some 
thing to eat honest to God Considering the work lou’ie done m the 
hou«e you’ve a right to more in it than your employers 

cLArirriu Yes I’ve heard these* tales of jours before Tomorrow 
morning they are going to send oS the flour to Donat you can take 
a sack from him ( Goes out ) 

Laptev Thanks awfully’ (Sits down on the couch, yaicns till the 
tears come into his eyes, wipes them a tray and looks about him ) 
XENiYA (comes in, grumbling) Running away like devils from 
Incense 

Laptev How do jou do 9 

XENtTA Oh’ What are you sitting here for? 

LAPTEV Had I better walk about, then? 

XEMTA Either he’s nowhere to be found or be pops up suddenly’ 
take a game of hide and «eek There’s jour godfather lying sick and 
you don’t care a pm 
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laptix What should I do’ Get *iek myself 5 
IE?Wa You've all gone ciaiy, and you’re trying to drive other 
people crazy Reallv one can t underhand a thing* Did you hear 
th-y re wanting to pul the tsar n a cage like Emelyan Pugachev 
>,ow you’re a scholar — tell me are they lying or what 7 
LAPTEV EverTthijig’s po«ib!e everything 

CUPBIKA (calling fron off stage) Axmiya Yakovlevna, just 8 
imnnte. 

XEXITA Well what now 7 I haven t a minute’s peace God 
help me* { Goes out ) 

SHURA. (running ui) Hello’ 

LAPTEV Shura, dear I’m off to Moscow and haven’t a kopeck — 
help me out* 

shcra I’ve got thirty rubles 

Laptev Coaldn t make it ftl*y could vou 7 

«hcra I II get it for you. 

Laptev For the night train 7 Conld you manage jt 7 
SHURA kes. Li<ten is there gow« to be a revolution 7 
xaptev Why its staged already* Dont you read the papers 7 
«nURA I can t understand them 
Laptev Well ask Tva in 

SHURA Yakov tell me hones’ly wbat «ort of a fellow is Tyatm 7 
LAPTEV 1 like that* kou re been seeing him every day for nearly 
six months 

sm.UA Is h e honest 7 
LAPTEV Yes he’s all right 
SHURA You don’t teem very sure about it 7 
LAPTEV Oh, he's a wi«hy washy sort of chap Kind of fog*v 
iicmne a wrong or something 
shtra Who wrong'd him 7 

Laptev Ife was kicked cat of the miver*itr in his second rear 
Works for hi* cousin as a clerk, and lus con*m 
SHURV I» 7vontzov a crook 7 

Laptev He’* a liberaL a Con'tila’ional Democrat, and th*y’re 
pretty crooked, on the whole. You hand the money to Glaplura and 
shell pa.* « ca to me 

StiURi Da Glaphira and Tyalin help you 7 
Laptev la what w*y 7 
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SHURA Don t pretend, \ ashka* You underhand quite Hell I want 
to help, loo, do you hear 1 

Laptev (astonished ) What’s the matter with you girl ’ You’re 
acting as if you woke up only today 

SHURA (indignantly') Dont dare to make fun of me' kou’re a 
fool* 

LAPTEV Maybe I am a fool but *till I d like to underhand. 
SHURA Varvara’s coming* 

LAPTEV Ob I don’t \ ant to fee her 
SHURA Come on then quick* 

LAPTEV (putting his arms round her shoulders) What’s got into 
you anyhow’ (They go out shutting the door behind them ) 

VARVARA ( hearing the did of the loci, goes up to it, and turns 
the handle ) I« (hat you Gtaphira’ (A pause ) Ts anyone there’ 
Very myMenon* ( Goes aicay quickly ) 

(SHURA appears dragging DON AT by the hand t 
donat Where are you dragging me, Shura’ 

SHURA Stop* Now tell me is father respected in town’ 
donat Rich folks are alws>3 re«pected What a wild one you 

are* 

SHURA Do they respect him or arc they ju*t afraid of hun’ 
DONAT If the) werftit afraid of him, they wouldn t respect him 
AHUR.A And what do they like him for’ 

DONAT lake him’ I don t know 
SHURA But do they hie him’ 

donat If m’ Well — er — the cabbies seem to like him he never 
haggles with ’em, pays whatever fare they ask And a cabby, of cour«e, 
he'd tell another fellow, well — and 

«ltCR* (stamping her fool) Are you making lan of me’ 
donat Why «houtd f’ Im ttllins you the truth 
SHURA You ve grown very ill na*ured You’re quite different from 
what you u*ed to be 

donat Now how could I grow different* Ii’« a bit late for l^at. 
snCRA You n*»d to prai'e father to tre. 

donat In not running him down now either Every C*h has 
its own kind o’ «cales- 
sfTCRA You’re all bars 
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donvT (sigfang) Dont be angry you cant prove anything by 
getting into a temper 

(CLAPnnu enters ) 

cjICRA Go away’ { Donat exits) Li*ten, Claphira Oh, some 
ones coming* (Hides behind the curtain.) 

(alexei DOSTtCAtET comes m He is a foppish young nan in 
riding breeches a Swedish tunic with innumerable belts straps 
and pockets ) 

alexei kou re look ng prettier every day Glasha. 
claphui.v (sulkily) Glad to bear it 

AtEXEl But I in not glad. (Blocks Claphira s way ) I don t like 
anything nice unle.s its mine 
CLAPIUIU Let rc pass please 

ALEXEI By all mean* < 1 awns and looks at his watch. Antonina 
cones m and a l tile Icier Tya.w ) 

SHURA I coming out from behind curtain) kou run after house- 
maids as Kell t «cems 9 

antomna He doesn t care even if it s a fi«h 
ALEXEI Housemaids are no wor«e tlan lades when th-y’ rc on 
dressed 

Antonina Ilear that* He talks now as if he d been living in a 
pothou'e instead of at the front 

SHURA Yes. He was just as lazy before but not so brave with 
his tongue 

alexei I ro brave in deeds too 

ANTONix% Oh vrhat a lie* He’s a coward, and what a coward 1 
lies «imp!y terrified I is •lepmothe' will seduce him 
alexei What 8re yon making up « ones for 9 Id ot* 

ANTONINA And he s hornbly g eedy Do you know I psy him a 
ruble twenty kopecks for every day that he doc^n t say something 
na«ty to me And he lakes it* 

alexei Tyatin do von like Antonina 9 
TYAtin Yea, very m ich. 

SHinu And me? 

TTATIN To t»H tJ - trmh 
Shura kes of course the truth* 
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tyatin Well, not much 

situra So 9 That’s the truth is it 9 

tyatin Yes 

ANTONtNA Don’t believe him he’s ju_t echoing somebody el«e 
alexei Tyatin, I wish joud narry Antonina, I’m f e d up with 
her 

ANTONINA You silly ass Clear out 1 \ou look like a pregnant 
washerwoman 

ALEXEI (pulling his arm round her uaist) And what an aristocrat 
you are A'e munches pas les sunflower =eed dearest (Test man 
tvjj ton, 

antonina Leave me alone 

ALEXEI \lilh plea'ure’ {He begins to dance in th her > 

SHURA Perhaps you don’t like me at all, Tyatin’ 

TXUXSt Wb? do ftxo >sot In JLnow 9 
SHURA I mu»t ft’s interesting 

alexei Why are you beating about the bu s h, Tyatin* The girl’s 
trying to get you to propo<e to her can’t you *ee 9 All the girls are 
in a hurry now to become heroes’ widow' Good rations, a halo, a 
pension and what not 

Antonina He believes he’s being witty 

ALEXEI Well, I’ll be (odd! ng along now Tonkg, fe e me to the 
hall, will you 9 

antoyiya I won’t* 

ALEXEI But I want to tell you «orocthing Seriously come on 
ANTONLVA Something silly, I suppose 

(alexei and ANTONINA go out ) 

shura Tyatm are you a truthful man 9 
tyatin No 
SHURA Why 9 
ttatin Doesn't pay 

snuiu If you say that, you mu«t be truthful Now tell me without 
stopping to think — haie they advised you to marry me 9 

TYATIN {afler a pause, during uhich he lights a cigarette) Yes 
SHURA And you realize that it’s bad advice 9 
TYATIN I do. 
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shltu So you Well I never expected this I thought 
you 

tyatin You nui*t have thought badly 

SHURA No you re splendid' But perhaps you’re sly, eh 9 
Perhap3 you re only pretending to be nraigbtlorward «o as to make 
a fool of me 9 

ttatc* That’s too much for me You’re clever bad tempered and 
wayward — -jun like your father Honestly I’m afraid of you And 
then you’re got red hair Uke Yegor \ assilievich It’s like a fireman’s 
torch. 

SHURA Tyatin you’re fine' Or ehe you’re a temhly crafty 
fellow 

TYATpr And your face i« very «triking 

SHURA That about the face is just trying to soften the blow, 
un’t it 9 Oh you’re crafty after all' 

TYATTV Tlink what you like My opinion is that you’re hound 
to commit «ome crime While I— I m accustomed to hi mg with my 
paws up — you know like guilty puppies 
SHURA Guilty of what 9 

TYATPf I don 1 know Of being puppies and having no teeth to 
bite with 

aStomna (coming in) That idiot Alyoshka gave my ear such a 
painful tweak And took all my money — like a common crook You 
know, he'll drink him'elf to death — that’s certain We’re ju*t a couple 
of good for nothing merchant’s children You find it funny 9 

SHURA Tonya — forget everything bad I ever «aid about him 
AHTOVIXA About Tyatin 9 What did you say about him 9 I don't 
remember 

SHURA Well that he wan’ed to marry me. 

AXToxm What’s bad in that 9 

SHURA For the *ake of my money 

ANToycta Oh, yes* Tliat’s pretty filthy of you Tyatin' 

SHURA It’s a pity you didn’t hear how he answered my questions 
antoncta You’re JFarums ^ Do you remember Schubert’s 
“I Fa mm ’’ 9 

ttatiy Is it Schubert 9 

OtTOMYA TVrrrum sourds very much like marabou that gloomv 
kind of bird, vou know jr, Africa 
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suura The thing; you make up* 

Antonina I love terrifying tilings best of all When one s terrified 
one lint bored I got to like sitting in the dark and waiting for a 
huge «erpent to crawl up 

TTATlN (ui h a child le ) The one that was in the Garden of Eden 
you mean 1 

AKTOMNA &o much more horrihfe 

SflURA You re very amu«ing You always invent something new 
while every on* else talks of the same things the war, Rasputin the 
tsarina and the German* or war revolution 
antonin v You 11 be an actress or a nun 
snuitt A nun 9 What rubbish' 

ANTONINA It mu t be very difficult to be a nun — you always have 
the same part to play 

SHURA I want to b» a '•ocoitc like Zola s A ana 
TTATlN Coodne s' What a thing to say’ 

SHtlRV I want to corrupt people take revenge 
TTATlN On whom 9 What for 9 

SHURA For being ginger for father’s being sicL For every 
thing' Wait till the revolution begins 111 show you' You 11 
'see 1 

antonina Do you believe there 11 be a revolution 9 

sncniA les I do' I do 1 

TTATlN Tea, there s going to be a revolution 

(cLAPnntA enters ) 

CLAmntA Shura Mother Melaniya’s come and Yegor Vassihevich 
wants Jo ‘peak to her in here 

SHURA Ugh — Aunt Melaniya* Come on into my room, children* 
Tyalin do y ou think much of Zvontzov 9 
TTATLN He s — my cousin 
Shura That’s no answer 

TTATlN It seems to me that relatives think very little of one another 
on the whole 

SHCRa hove that's an answer* 
mwroiN Skip t&lks&g about, hoeing things 
vhura You re awfully funny Tyatin 
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tyatCT Vf el! what can I do about it’ 

SHURA And yon dress in a funny way too 
(They go out glaphip a opens a door concealed behind c heavy 
curiam. At the same moment BtlLTcnoV appears m the doorway 
through ulich the young people hate gone out The ABBESS 
MELANIYA comes w u«h sfoic majestic steps She carries a crosier 
in her hand GRAPH IRA stands Kith bent head holding back the 
curtain ) 

abbess melaniya So you re «!ill tra psing about here you adul 
teress 9 They haven l thrown you out yet'’ Well, they w 11 «oon 
BLLYCHOV Then you 11 take her into the consent and make a non 
of her — *ht has money 

abbess mei.aniya A — ah, joure — here 9 Oh, Yegor what 8 wreck 
yon look. Cod ha\e mercy on you 1 

BULYCHOV G lakhs, *hut the door and tell them not to come 
barg ng in here S t down your holiness 1 \f~hat bu_me-J are we g°u>g 
to talk about 9 

AB8ESS melamya The doctors haven! helped you macb eh 9 You 
eee the Lord sta) s His hand for a day for a year for a generation. 

EULTCnov Well talk about the Lord afterwards — lets have 
bu« ne ss fmL 1 know you ve come to talk about your money 

abbess melamya The money i n l mine it belongs to the nunnery 
bulychov Its all the same the nunnery mummery robbery 
Why does the money worry you 9 Are you afra d 1 11 d e and il 1 1 get 
!o*V 9 

abbess Melaniya Lom it can t be, but I don t want it to fall into 
strange hands 

Bulychov \ou want to draw it out of the business then 9 Its all 
the same to me — take it out if you want iL But mind you — you II 
lo«e by it Rubles are breed ng now ITce Lee on sold er3 And I m not 
going to £ e — I m not as s ck as all that 

abbess Melaniya You know not the day nor the honr when death 
shall come* Have you made your will 9 
BULYCHOV ISO I 

ABBESS MELAMYA It s high time 1 Make a’ Supposing the Lord was 
to call you suddenly 9 

but.ycko\ What* He want me lor 9 
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ABBESS MEL&MYA Stop this impudence of yours' 1 don t care to 
listen to it, as you know — and my holy rank does not 

BULYCHOV Oh drop it Malasha ’ We know each other inside out. 
You can lake the money if jou want to — Bulychov has plenty of iL 
abbess MEIAMYA I don t want to draw my capital out of the 
business but I want the bills to me made over to Aunty a s name That a 
why 1 came to you 

BULYCHOV 1 see ft ell thats yolir bu«iness Only if I should 
d« Zvontzov will cheat Axiniya And Varvara will help him do it 
ABBESS MELAMYA So tins is the way you talk 7 Something new for 
you. No «pite in your tone either 

BULYCHOV No my spite s turned m another direction now Well 
let’s talk about Cod the Lord, and the soul 

When youth lias been *pent in plunder and Sin, 
la old age it behoves one to save one’s soul 
abbess stELAtvriA Wei! tben «peak 

BULYCHOV Take your«e'i now, you «ene the Lord day and night, 
as, for instance Claphira «erves me 

ABBESS ilEUMYA Don t blaspheme man' Have you taken leave of 
your senses’ flow does Glaplnra sene you at night’ 

BULYCHOV Shall I tell you’ 

abbess KEti mya Don t blaspheme, lm telling you! Bethink 
your«elfl 

Bulychov Don’t «narl' 1m talking plain just human word* not 
oOicial prayer* You told Glaplnra she’d be thrown out soon. You 
believe then Im going to die *oon But why *hou?d you? Vaska 
DoHigajev is nine years older than me and a good deal more crocked, 
but hes healthy and hell live a long time yet His wifes a fir*trate 
woman Of cour«e I m a sinner I vc wronged people and — in general 
— anyway I m a sinner But then, we all wrong each other Life’s like 
that, you can’t help it. 

abbess sielaMya It’s not before me, not before people, you must 
repent, hut before Cod' People won t forgive you, but God is merciful 
You know your«elf how robbers sinned in the old days hut if they 
rendered unto God what was God s they were saved' . 

BULYCHOV To be «ure if you stole but gave «omelhing to the 
church then yon weren t a thief but a righteous nan 
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abbess melaniya Yeg Mof' If you utter blasphemy, 1 won’t 
listen 1 You re not a fool you must under*tand — the Deni won’t tempt 
you if the Lord doesn t allow it 
Bulychov ^ ell thanks for that. 

ABBESS UELAMYA What s that mean’ 

BULYCHOV You ve «et my mind at rest. It turns out — the Lord 
gives the Deni a free hand to tempt us and that means the Lords 
a partner m sm with the Devil and me 

ABBESS MELANIYV (nnng) Words like these words like these 
of yours if I were to tell the Right Reverend Nikander about 
them 

BULYCHOV Wh> what s wrong with them 9 

ABBESS MELANIYA Heretic 1 V, hat thoughts come into that unhealthy 
head of yours’ Surely you understand that if God permits the Devil 
to tempt you — that means God has forsaken you 9 

BULYCHOV Forsaken me has h** 9 But why 9 Because I vc been 
fond of money and Im still fond of women and married that fool 
sister of yours for her money and have been your lover’ Is that why 
hes forsaken me 9 You great gaping crow, stands and croaks and 
not a scrap of sen«e in it' 

ABBESS siELAMY a (dumb)oundcd) Why, Yegor, have you lost your 
wits 9 Lord have mercy , 

BUlychov Praying day and night beneath convent bell« and 
vrho’re you praying to — yon haven t the 'lightest idea’ 

ABBESS MELANIYA kegor’ You’re heading straight for the hot 
tomless pit’ Into the jaws of hell In days like these Every 

- thing s toppling to rum the royal throne is shaken by the powers 
ol evil It* the dav of Antichrist maybe the Day of Judgment 
is even now drawing nigh. 

BLLYCHOY \ ouve ju«t remembered it have you 9 The Day of 
Judgment The Second Coming of Chn*t Aye yon — you ctdw’ Flaps 
m here and croaks’ Tvow, he off with you, go to your den and make 
love to your ehoirgirV And instead of money, this is all you 11 get 
from me — see’ ( Shorn her a fieo ) 

ABBE<s MELANIYA (stunned, alrrost drops mfo the armchair) Oh, 
the scoundrel’ 

BULYCHOV Glaphira’s an adulterers — is she 9 And you 9 What are 
you? Eh 9 
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4BBESS »£UWU L mr you liar' (Springs To *er /ert) \o u 

swindler 1 You’ll peg out «oon* \ou worn* 

BULYCHOV Be off* Out of sms way' 

ABBESS MEUVYA Viper devil { Coes out ) 

BULYCHOV (alone prowls rubs his right side and shouts ( Gla 
phira* Heigh* 

(XEMYA enters ) 

YEMTA Whats the matter' > Where s Melaniya 9 
BULYCHOV Flown away 

YENiYA \ou haven t gone and quarrelled with her again’ 
BULYcnov Dyou intend to sit here long’ 

Xeniya Yegor give me a chance to say a word \ou ve stopped 
talking to me altogether lately just as if I were a piece of furniture 
Well what are you looking at me like that for 9 
BULYCHOV Get on with it tali away* 

XENIYA What s all this going on in the house 9 The end of the 
world or what 9 That son m law of yours has turned his room into 
a regular bar, people «it around and tali and carry on ull all hour* 
Yesterday they drank off seven bottles of red wane not to mention 
the vodka Our janitor Ismail is complaining that the police give 
him no peace — asking who comes to our hou'e. And up there they 
ore forever talking about the t«ar and his ministers And every diy 
it’s the same — a regular bar What are you hanging jour head for 9 

BULYCnov Carry on carry on* When I was young f used to like 
“itting in a bar while the music played 

YEVTA What did Mala«ha come for 9 

BCJYCHOV You’re no good at lying Axiniya* Ion re much too 
stupid for that 

TENIYA What lies have I told 9 When? 

BULYCHOV Just this minute Melaniya came here by arrangement 
with you to talk about her money 

YE-YIYA I never made any arrangement — what are yon talking 
about 9 

RLtvCHOY Oh — all tight Shut up, then* 

(DOSTICtYEV ZrOVTZOV and FATHER PAVLW emit VI 
looking excited ) 


-r ?: > 
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dosticate' ^egor, listen to the news Father Pavlins brought 
from Mo*cow 

XEsrTA hou ought to go and lie down, Negor 1 
ECLTCnov I m listening to you. Father Pavlrn 
Father MTlPi I »e little enough good news to tell, and in tuy 
opinion, the good is pretty bad too lor so far no one has been able 
to think of anything better than the way we lived before the war 
po5Ticayev No no, I beg to differ No-o’ 

(Ztovtzor tcAuperr something to his mother in-latc ) 

xemta Crying’ 
nosncAYEV Who’s crying’ 

XEXIYA The Abbess 

DOSTICAYEV What’s wrong with her’ 

BULYCnOY Go and see what’s frightened her And yoj. Father, 
s t down here and tell ns the news 

(Exit ZNOSTZOV, XEMTA and BOSIICVYEY ) 

dostiCWev (as he leaves) I wonder what gnef could have made 
Melaniya cry 

fathep pavlev Great confusion reigns in Moscow Even mature 
minds assert that the tsar most be deposed, on account of his Incom- 
petence. 

eclychoy He’s been good enough for over twenty years 
FATHER pavux Human powers become exhan«ted with the passing 
of lime 

BULYCHOV In 1913 when the Romanovs celebrated their three 
hundredrh year Nicholas «hook hands wuh me The whole nation 
rejoiced at that time. All Kostroma. 

FATHER PAVLO Yes, it was so Its a fact the people re 
joiced 

ECLYCHOY Then what’s happened 9 We’ve got the Dams too 
No it's not the tsar — it’s something at the very root. 

Father PAYLEt That is the root — the autocratic power 
BULYCHOV Everyone maintaining himself — by his own power 
^es, hut where is it — this power’ When it catne to the war— there 
was cone of it. 
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Father panlin The Duma is responsible for the capping of our 
power 

ELIZAVETA (at the door ) Are you confes mg him. Fatter 
Pavlin 9 

FATilER PAVLIN What sort of a question is that 9 
Elizaveta Where s my husband 9 
Father PAVLTv He has here 

ELIZAVETA How sere re jou ere today Fatt er Pavlin (Disappears l 
BUZ.T CHOI Father 

FATHER PAVLIN What were you about to cay ? 

BULYCHOV Uerc ail fathers Gods a father the tsars a father 
you re a father and In a father Yet none of us have any strength 
and we all lire to d e Im not tailing about myself I m talking about 
the war about the b g death Lake a circus where a wild t ger j« let 
loose on people 

FATHER PAVUN Calm your*eIf \egor Vassihev ch 
BULYCHOV What shall I calm myself with 9 Who 11 calm me 9 
How 9 Well calm me then Father! Show your strength* 

FATHER PAVUN Read the Holy Scriptures. Read the 01 1 Te«ta 
ment— the Book of Joshua its a good thing to remember War 
is lawful 

bultchov Drop it What sort of law is that 9 Its all a yam ko ■ 
can l stop the sun s moving "i ou re lying 

FATHER PAVUN To murmur again t the Lord is a card nal s » 

We must try to subm t humbly and w th a meek and penitent heart Jo 
the judgment visited upon us for our sinful life ^ 

blltcixov D d you «ubnut when t! e elder Aleiei Gubin ofTendc l 
you 9 1*10 you brought him up before the court, you asked Zvontror 
to be your lawyer and the bishop tool your eide wa«nt that «o 9 
And I — what court shall I eompla n to about my di*ease 9 And about 
dying before my time 9 Will you d e in humhle submission 9 With a 
meek and quiet spirit 9 Eh 9 No you if roar and groan too 

father pavlin My calling forbids me to listen to such talk Fur 
«ucli talk 

BtiLYcnov Drop it Pavlin! lou're a man Nour car ock is only 
your protective colouring — but underneath you re a own the *ame a* 

/ am. Sf the xsr the d&rt&r a?j/ yte/s btan j .v£> grind £m> d 
generation 

41* 
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father pauei kl hat will this talk lead to 7 Think and be smitten 
with fear* It has been e tabli«hed from time immemorial 

bolt citov Established, yes but not eery firmly, it appears- 
FATHER FAVLCf Leo Tolstoy was a heretic, he was as good 35 
banned by the Chnreh because of his irreligion and he fled from death 
into tie wood* even a* a wild bea't. 


fXENIYA enters ) 

XEKIYA kegor \ assil evicli Mokei’a here and he ®ays Yakov was 
arreted by tbe gendarmes last night, so he wants to know 

FLLYCIIOV Well thanks Father Pavlin for your sermon* I H 
trouble you another time 1 think Call Bashkin here Xemya Tell 
Claphira she can bnng me my gruel kes and tbe orange vodka 
XENIYA k ou re not to have vodka 
rc&YCnot 1 can have — everything 1 Go along with you 
{Exxt XEXIYA end FATHER PAVUX Uft alone he glances around 
chuckles and mutters 1 

Fat’ier Pavlin Maulhn kou should hare taken to tobacco 
Yegor Its easier when you re wrapped in smoke; things are not so 
plain 


(BASHKIN enters ) 
fiLLtcnov Well Mokei’ 

msii ain How’s your health Yegor \ assihev ich ? 

CLLtcnov Getting better all the time So Yakovs been arrested 7 
BASHKIN kes )a«t night What a scandal* 
rLLYciiov Only 1 e 7 

BASHKIN They ray «ome watchmaker fellow and Kalmykova t! r 
ichool teacher who u«ed to give Alexandra Yegorovna lessons and 
\et Honor tbe stoker whos known to be a downright rebel About 
ten altogether, its said. 

BtLYCHOV And they’re all of the “Down with the T*ar“ kind 7 
Bashkin There s tome for one thing and some for another some 
against the tsar some against all the neh and wanting the workers 
to run th- *tate 

BLlTcnov Nonsense 1 
BASHKIN Of course 

BLXTatov Tliey It sell t! e state for drink 
ntSQKrr For certain 
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bultciiov : Yes ... But supposing they don’t’ 

BASHKIN: What else will they do without the tosses? 

BULYCHOV : You’re right. They’d never be able to get along without 
you and Va'ka Dostigayev 
Bashkin : You’re boss too . 

BULYCHOV; Sure] So I am. What is it they sing, you say’ 

BASHKIN (ngAtng): “We renounce the old world. . ” 

BULYCHOV And then? 

Bashkin “Shake its du>t from our feet. , . 

BULYCHOV Sounds like a prayer.... 

BVSIIMN What kind of prayer’s that? We hale the tsar, they say, 
and the palace 

BULYCHOV Alia, is that so' M — yes ... bell's devils' (Thuds o 
tihtle.) Well, and what did you want? 

(gLAPJIUU brings m some gruel and vodka ) 

BASHKIN* Me? Oh, nothing 
BULYCHOV. WJial did you come for, then’ 

BASHKIN . To a*k wham I should put in Yakov’s place. 

BULYCHOV Sergei Potapov 

basHkIn He’s got the «ame kind of notion*— wants neither God — 
nor tsar , - . 

BULYCHOV* oil, lie’s like that too ’ 

BASHKIN: Might I suggest — Mohrou«sov He’s very keen to work 
for you lie’s got an education and knows how to handle things 
CLAPJinu; Your gruel’ll get cold 
Bulychov: A policeman’ A thief’ What’s he after? 

BAsnKiN: It’s getting dangerous in the police force, many are 
leaving it. 

BULYCHOV. Is that ao? Dangerous, is it’ Leaving it like rats . . . 
All right, send Potapov here tomorrow morning You ran go . . 
Glakha, has the trumpeter come? 

CLAphihv: He’s sitting in the kitchen 

BULYCHOV * When I’ve had my gruel, you can send lum in Why 
is the hou«e so aiill’ 

GLAPirnu* They’re all upstairs* 

fro'CrcffvJi itofovg' jmnw e&sZfo) Well — -•?.*«* rSgf:!. Why dpyr® JonV 

*o down m-the mouth? 
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GLAFHIRA Don t drink don’t do yourself harm, don’t be sick’ 
Give it all up and go away from them. They'll eat you alive like 
worms — they 11 gnaw the life out of you Let’s go away to 
Siberia 

bulychov Let go it hurts. 

CLAPiiffiA We’ll go to Siberia, I’ll work Why 'hould you stay 
here’ What for’ No one cares for you — they’re ju«t waiting for you 
to die 

BULYCHOV Stop it, Glahha . Don’t up«et me 1 know it all 
1 *ee everything I know that you you and Shurka are all 
lie got out of life, the rest has got me But perhaps 1 11 get better 
yet well, call the trumpeter in 
clapjiitu Finish your gruel firn. 

BOLYCnov Ob deni take the gruel 1 Call Shurka in 
(Left alone, he tosses off glass after glass of vodka greedily 
The TRUMPETER comes in. He is a comical, gaunt, pitiful figure 
icith a big trumpet m a sack slung across his shoulders ) 

trumpeter I wish hour Honour the best of health 
BULYCHOV (taken aback) How do you do Sit down ( Shouts ) 
Glakha 1 Shut the door' So that’s you 
trumpeter Right, hour Honour 

bulychov Well, you’re not much to look at 1 Tell us how do 
you cure folks’ 

TRUMPETER M) cure, hour Honour, is quite simple only people 
are in the habit of dosing them 'elves with medicines from the chemist s 
and they don t behev e me, so I always ask to he paid in advance 
BULYCHOV It s not a bad idea, either But do you cure people’ 
trumpeter iTe cured hundreds 

BULYcnov Yon don’t seem to have got rich on it, somehow 
Trumpeter No one gets nch on good deeds 
bulychov Aha listen to him, now' What illnesses do you 
cure’ 

trumpeter AH illnesses come from the same cause-had air in 
the belly, so my cure is good for all of ’em 

bulychov (laughing) Bravo 1 Well now show us that trumpet 
of yours 

trumpeter Could you pay a ruble 9 
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bulyciiov A ruble 9 I daresay 1 11 find one, GlaUia, hare you got 
a ruble 9 Here jou arc lou’re cheap 

TRLMrrtrJi That s just for tl»c beginning ( Unite] the sac? and 
drags out a brass trumpet Shura runs m ) 

BLLTcnos Look at that machine, Shurka — what do you think of 
this for a healer 9 Well, give us a blow on il 

(TRtuPETER clears his throat blous a blast — but not very 
loudly then coughs ) 

' »UA CHOV And u that all 9 

TRUMPETER hour times a da} for five minutes — and the trick's 
done 

BULYCHOV And the patient goes to pieces 9 — Pops off 9 
TTLMFETER Never’ I ve cured hundreds 

BULYCHOV Go on' Well now tell me the truth what do you 
eons drr j ourself a fool or a rogue 9 

TJU.MPETLR [sighing) So you don't believe in it cither, like the 
rest of ’em 

BULTCltov (laughing) Don t put the trumpet away jet Tell me 
straight are jou a fool or a rogue 9 1 11 give you money 
siiuu Don t offend him father 

BBltCltoV I m not going to offend him Shurka What s your 
name, doctor? 

trumpeter Gabriel Uvekor 

BULYCHOV Gabriel 9 ( houghing heartily ) Oh but damn tali’ 

Are you sure it’s Gsbriel 9 1 

TBUMPEtes It'a an ordinary name never struck anyone a 
funny before, 

BULYCHOV W ell what are you «tnpid or crooked 9 / 

trumpeter Would you give me sixteen rubles 9 
BULYCHOV Clakha — bring the money here’ It’s m the bedroom 
Why, sixteen, Cabnel 9 

trumpeter I made a mistake’ 1 should have asked for more 
BULYCHOV So you’re stupid 9 
trumpeter No, I’m no fool 
BULYCHOV A rogue then 9 

trumpeter k m not a rogue either Yon know yourself — you can t 
live without fooling people 
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bilychov That* true' ItB not very nice my lad, but it’s tme 
SHURA But i*n’t it a shame to fool people 7 
TRLMPCTTR Why <hould I be ashamed if they believe n it’ 
BULYCHOY [excitedly) And that’s right, too' Do you urder*tand, 
Shurka 7 He’s absolutely right' That priest Pavlm would never «ay 
that. He 'wouldn’t dart' 

Trumpeter \ou ought to give me a bit extra for telling the 
truth And— cross my heart — my trumpet does help 'ome folk* 
iiULYcrtot Thats nght — give him twenty five ruble*, Glakha 
Give him more. Give him the whole lot (GfopAira pres him ' the 
money ) 

trumpeter Much obliged Maybe vou’d try the trumpet 7 
Devil knows how it does iL but it does it' 

BULYCHOV No thank* Eh, Gabriel, Gabnel' (Laughs ) Now let’s 
«ee, «how us how it works Come on fire away' Louder' 

(TRUMPETER Lion’s a deafening blast CLAPHIRa loo l s at 
BULTCHOi in alarm <HCRA puis her fingers in her ears anJ 
laughs ) 

BULYCHOV Blow with all your might' 
tThe Dos-ncvros, zvoytzovs, BvsilMN and YEN tv V rush in > 
vafvara What’s all this father 7 
XEMYA Yegor what are you up to this time 7 
ZVOYTZov (to the Trumpeter) Are you drunk 7 
bultcHov Don’t touch him* Don’t dare' That’s right, crack their 
ear-drums Gabnel' This is Archangel Gabriel trumpeting the end 
of the world' 

XEMYa A — ah' He’s gone crazy' 

BASH kin (to Zvont ov) You fee for yourself' 

Shura Father, do you hear 7 They’re saying yottve gone crazy' 
Go away, trumpeter, go away’ 

BULYCHOV No, don’t go Blow away Gabnel, blow' Its the Day 
of Judgment' The end of the world! Blow your trumpet, blo-o — ow' 
(The trumpeting continues as the curtain falls ) 


(critns) 
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The dining room Ft try thins m it appears to haie been moied 
out of its place The table has not been cleared, it ij littered uith 
dirty dishes, parcels end bottles The samovar stands at one end 
in a corner of the room he seteral portmanteaus TaISSY s 
a young not tee tn a tall pomte l hood ts unpacking one of 
(firm claim! in a lingers near I er u th a tray in her hand 
The room u lit by a lamp hanging otcr the table ) 

CLArtlllu Has Mother Mel am) a come !o *tav for long 7 
TAISSYA I don t know 

curn iju TVhy didn't she pul up at the ehuirh ho«lr) 7 
TAtssYA I don’t know 
durum llow old are jou 7 
taI«SYa Nineteen 

<2»0>T20\ appears on the stairs ) 

CLAPiim And ) ou dont know anything’ Vfhat’« the matter 
with you’ Are >ou a saiage, or tomcih mg 7 
YaIssya TTe're forbidden to talk to lay people 
rtOVTZOt Has the Abbess had her tea ret’ 
clapiitra N’o 

ztovrzor Then better vrarm up the samosar in ca c 

(CLiP/ftru picks up the samovar, and goes out I 

z\ 0 'iTzo\ Did the «ohhers frighten you — up at the Abbej 7 
TiBiU \es 

ztovrzor TThat did they do that frightened you 7 
Taissya They killed one of the cows, and threatened to bum 
down the Abbe) Eccuwr me (She goes out tilth a pde of h'-en in 
her arms) 

\ aryara (from the hall) TThat mud and slu'h* If as mg a chat 
with the nouce 7 
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zvontzov You know, a a rather awkward baring an abbess in 
our bouse 

\aryara The hou'e isnt ours )rt What about Tya'in — did 
be agree’ 

ZVO\TZO\ Tyatin’s an a«, or e!*e he’s pretending to be honest 
varvara Wait That sounds like father calling... 

(Listens at the door of her fathers room ) 

ZVOYTZOv Though the doctors say your father’s all right in the 
bead, but after that idiotic scene with the trumpet 

Varvara He’s made wo r«e scenes than that in his lime Alexandra 
and Tjatin seem to be quite on good terms with each other . 

ZV 0VT70V Yes, but I don’t see anything good about that That 
young sister of yours is a sly thing One may expect — well, quite 
serious trouble from her jet 

varvara Its a pity jou didnt think of that when ‘be was 
flirting with you You seemed to find it rather pleasant though 
zvontzov She was only flirting with me to annoy you 
Varvara Are you sorry 7 Here comes Pavlrn, poking his nose 
in again It’s getting to be a habit with him. 

zvontzov We’ve a surplus of clergy here, in my opinion. 

(ELIZAVETA and father PAVUN come in, arguing They are 
follmeed by MOKU BASHKIN ) 

FATHER PAVUN The papers are lying as usual Good evening 
Elizaveta I’m telling you it’s not true. 
father PAVUN It is established beyond doubt the tsar has 
abdicated, not of his own free will, but under pressure of violence, 
having been detained on the road to Petrograd by members of the 
Constitutional Democratic Party M — yes* 

7V0NT20V What conclusions do you draw from this 7 
Elizaveta Father Pavlrn is against the revolution and all for 
going on with the war, and I’m against the war I want to go to 
Pans Enough of fighting Don’t you agree with me, Varya 7 You 
remember what Ilenn Quatre said Pans is better than war Yes 
I know he didn’t say exactly that, but that was his mistake. 
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father PAVLIN I don’t insi«t on anything because everything 
u unstable 

VAR* 4RA Peace is whats needed Father Pavlin — peace f Dent 
you see how the rabble b bebam^ 9 

father PAVLIN Ah ye« I «ee* Well and how a our patient 
getting on’ How is he here’ (Pressing his finger to his brow ) 

Z\ ovrzov The doctors found no symptoms of derangemenL 
EATitER PAvlin Well, its nice to hear that Though as a rule 
the doctors make no mistakes only when it comes to finding their 
fees 

ELIZAVETA How malicious of jou’ A ary a, Jeanne's invited os to 
supper 

dash KIN The prisoners have been released and the police are 
having a had time of it, 

FATHER pavlin Acs, that’s *o A mon «urpnsing thing What 
good do you erpect from events, Andrei Petrovich, eh 7 

2V0NTZ0V The social forces are developing consistently and will 
soon have their «ay By social forces I mean people who haTe a sound 
economic 

VARVARA Listen, Jeannes invited ua (Lends him aside and 
whispers ) 

zvontzoV Look here, this is a hit awkward for me An abbess 
on the one hand and a cocotte on the other 
tarvara S&Jh, will yon* 

BASHKIN Andrei Petrovich — Mokrotusov’s here — yon know — the 
Police Inspector 

zvovrzov Yes 7 What does he want 7 

BASHKIN He's throwing up his job because it's getting too dan 
gerous and he wants to work for u« in the woods 

rvovrzov Will that be quite convenient for us, though 7 
VARVARA Wait, Andrei 

Bashkin Very convenient. Now Laptev’ll begin to turn tip ha 
no=e at everything and make trouble. Donat — yon know yourself — u 
not a *uitablc fellow and he’s a dis<enter too, always mumbling about 
the Jaw of truth, and what kind of truth could you erpect when 
well you can see for yourself* 

rvovrzov Oh, this is all nonsense It’s truth beginning to triumph 
that we are witnessing now 
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varvara Oh, * ait Andrei cant you 9 
ZVOVTZOY And justice too 
varvara What is it you i ant, Mokei 9 

BASHKIN 1 in for engaging Mokrou*sov I 'uggtted it to Ttegor 
\as.ilievich. 

varvara And what did He «ay 9 (Zvonkov fro tens and leaves 
them ) 

Bashkin lie didn t 'ay anything definite 
varvara Take on Mokroussov then. 

Bashkin Maybe youd like to have a look at him 9 
Varvara What for 9 

basukin Oh jtt-t aoa you d know him. He a — here. 
varvara \eiy well then 

(BASHKIN goes info the hall VARvaPa u rites something tn her 
notebook BASHKIN refumj inth MOKBOCSSOV The latter u a 
round faced little man t nth eyebrows raised tn perpetual aston 
ishment and though he wears a little smile looks as if he is 
ready to do some hard swearing lie is in police uniform, with 
o revolver at his hip He clicks his heels and draws himself 
up smartly at attention.) 

MOKROWSOV Penn t me to present my 'elf — Mokrou ov — at 'otfr 
'emce \ery grateful to haTe the honour 

varvara Delighted, 1 m sore So yon re in uniform 9 I heard the 
police were being disarmed 

MOKROCS^Ov Quite true Its dangerous for us to appear in tl e 
streets in onr uniforms these days, so I wear an ord nary overcoat, 
although I m armed But ju t now in view of ihe fact that unfounded 
expectations have been aroused, the mob has quieted down — thats 
why 1 m not wearing my sword 

varvara When do you expert to start working for us 9 
MOKROLS'OT I have long been your obedient servant in thought. 
»f not in deed 1 m ready to go to the woods tomorrow if yon 1 ke 
I m single and 

varvara Do you think He lTcelyr to last long — tbs rebellion 9 
MOKROtssQY AH summer I should think. Then the rains and 
/ak{ mil se< m and if7f he unpfea*ant to foiter in the streets 
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a All vara (uith a hide smde) Only for the summer 7 A revolt! 
lion hardly depends on ti e weatl er does it’ 

MOKROLSSOY Bui' — pardon me — of course it does’ Winter has a 
cooling effect. 

vara.ara (slid smiling) ^oure an optimal 
mokrolssoa The police arc optimistic as a rule 
varvara Oh really’ 

MOKROUSsOV Exact 1) It a because they re conscious of their 
•Irenglh 

Varvara Jfa\e you «crved in the army 9 

MQKROUsSOV 1 lc« ! have In the Buzuluk Reserve Battalion 
1 was a Sublieutenant 

VARVARA (holding out ftr land I Well good bje good luck 
MOMtoissov (kissing her hand ) I m deeply touched 
(Backs out of the room, clicking his heels ) 

VARVARA (la Bashkin ) Looks a fool doesnt he 9 
BASHKIN No harm tit that Look at the clever folks— give them 
the chance and they II turn the world inside out as they would 
jour pocket 

FATHER PAV lin (to Bashkin and Eluairla) Decidedly the 
clergy mu«t be given the right to preach freely otherwise nothing will 
come of it 

(clapiura an l SHURA come in supporting yecor bllyciiov 
Silence jails m the room. They all notch him He fron ns ) 

BULY cnov Well? What have jou shut up for all of a sudden’ 
Vuie been jabbering and muttering 

FATHER PAYUV W e re astounded by the unexpected sight 
BULYCHOV Of what’ 

FATHER PAVUN At the spectacle of a man herng led 
BULYCHOV Being led 9 When a man’s legs give way hes got to 
be led hasn’t he 9 Being led indeed’ Has Yashka Laptev been 
released Mokei 9 

BASHKIN Ye*> all the prisoners haie been released 
zvontzov The political prisoners, that ts 
BULYCHOV So Yakov Laptev s at liberty and the tsars a prison 
er 9 What do you say to that Father Pavlin eh 9 



father PAYEES I am unversed in these matters, hut in my 
humble opinion it would be well to ascertain first what precisely the^e 
persons intend to say and do 

BULYCHOV Choo«e a new tsar of course You’ll be at each other’s 
throats if you don t have a tsar 

FATHER PAVUS Your face looks animated today, apparently 
> ou’re overcoming your indisposition 9 

BULYCHOV That’s it — I’m overcoming it. 1 ou, married couple, 
and you Mokei, leave Pavlin and me alone for a while- You needn’t 
go Shurka. 

(bashkdi goes into the hall The zvontzovs and dostigvyevs 
go upstairs A minute or tuo later VARVARA comes halfuay 
downstairs and listens ) 
shura Lie down, father 

BULYCHOV I don’t want to Well, Father Pavhn, jou’ve come 
about the bell for the church, I suppose 7 

Father PAVT.Es No 1 ju t called m the hope of seeing j ou m 
a better condition, and in this I was not mistaken. But, remembering 
your lavish and generous gifts in the pa't, devoted to the beautifying 
of the tow-n and its temple 

Bulychov You don’t pray for me properly You see — I’m getting 
wor'C I don t feel like paying any more money to God. What am 
1 paying for, anyway 7 I ve paid a Jot already and what have I got 
for it 7 

FATHER PAVTJ.Y Your donations 

BULYCHOV Wail 1 I’ve a question to ask you oughtn t God to 
be ashamed of Hun'tlf 7 What’s be send death for 7 
£HCm Oh, don't talk about death — please 1 
bulychov You keep quiet 1 You just listen I m not talking about 
ray'd! 

rATHER PAVLEJ You should not di'tre*s yourself with thoughts 
like the'e. What dora death matter, when the soul is immortal 7 

BULYCHOV Then why is it squeezed into a dirty, cramping flesh 7 
father pAYLlx The Church considers this question not only vain 
and idle but er 

(viRViiu, on {lie stairs, presses her handkerchief lo her hpS 
to stifle her laughter ) 
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BULYCHOV Don t hum and haw* Tell us straight odL Shura 
dyou remexnher die trumpeter eh 9 

FATHER pa^lw In the presence of Alexandra Yegorovna 
BULYCHOV Oh nev er mind that* If shea got to lire «bes got 
to know I \e hied a pretty long ume and now Im asking you what 
do you hie for’ 

FATHER PA VEIN I m in the service of the Church 
BULY Clto\ I know that, I know you re in the service of the 
Church’ But youtl hsve to die «ooner or later wont you 5 * What 
does it mean 9 What is it— this death of our«, PavJin 9 

FATHER PAVUN Tour questions are illogical and fruitless And 
forgive me — but its not of earthly things you <hould be thinking 
now 

SHURA How dare you «ay that* 

BULYCHOV I m of the earth — I to earthly through and through 
FATHER PA! LEV (ruing) The earth is but dust and ashes 
BULYCHOV Dust and ashes' Then you re a da then you your 
self must realue that the earth is only du«t and a«hes Dust and 
a*hes— *yet you’re wearing a silk cassock. Dust and ashes — and a 
gilded cross' Dust and ashes — and yet you re greedy and grasping 
FATIIER pavlin \ou are perpetrating evil in the presence of 
this young maiden 

BULYCHOV Maiden maiden — who made her (farcara runs 
quickly upstairs ) They tram foot, like you same as they tram dog 
to cha*e hare* T ou re grown nch on Christ the beggar 

father Pavlin Your disea«e «poiIs your temper and bein' 7 en 
raged you bellow like a wild hoar 
BULYCHDI So you re going eh 9 Aha 

(Exit FATHER PAVLIN ) f 

SHURA \ou shouldnt up*et yourrelf father it only makes yon 
wor«e How restless you are’ 

BULYCHOV fieier nund’ Ire nothing to regret! Ugh I cant 
stand that priest* T ou keep your ears and eyes open I m doing this 
on purpose 

SHURA I can see it al! my*elf 3m not a child or a fool* 


( 21 0NT2OV appears on the stairs ) 
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BULlCtlov After that trumpeter thene decided I ve gone crazj 
but tbe doctors gave eta the lie' "ion believe the doctors Shura 
don t vou 9 

SHCJtA I believe you only you. 

eCLTCnot Good girt’ "No fear my mind 3 all right. The doctors 
know It s true, I ve come up againn «omethmg 'harp But everyone 
1 ould like to know what death mean 5 Or for instance, life 9 

*ee 9 

‘TILTH I don t believe yon re renotuly ill You ought to go away 
from home Glaphira s right’ You 'hould take a cure in earnest \ou 
on t iirten to anyone 

BCLTCHOT I listen to everyone. Isow well try the witch doctor 
What if «he were to do me good 9 Its about time she was here The 
pains gnaw ng at me like an awfnl yearning 1 

*11 CRA Stop dear’ Oh dont — my own dear dear father’ Lie 
down, do 

BCLYCHOi Its worre when ( lie down That means giving in 
Same as in boxing And — I want to talk I ve got to tell )ou *ome 
thing \on tee — its like this — Im living in the vnrong street ’ I fell 
in among a lot of Grangers thirty years now I’ve been among 
strangers And I dont want this to happen to you’ My lather ured 
to Poat rafts And I— look at me. I can t explain it to you 

SHURA Take your time talk quietly Talk like you d d when 
)oa used to tell me Morjes 

BCLTCHOV They wrrent 'tones — I always told you the truth. 
D yoa see These pne*ts and tsars and governors what the 
deni do I want with them 9 I dont believe in God. How can there 
be a God 9 \ou *ee younelf And there are no good people either 
They re as «carce as as false com* ^ on see what people are l"ke 9 
Now vbev ve got themselves into a me** with the blessed war — gone 
clean crazy’ But what have I to do with them 9 What docs Yegor 
Bulychov want with them 9 And you now how are you go ng to 
1 re with them? 

snnu Dont ycra worry about me 

XESrr* ( coming m a! thu nomeni) Texandra, Tonya and her 
I rather have come to see yon with that other fellow 

shut. a Let ’em wait. 

Xf-VtTA Ton go along IYe got to talk to your father 
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Bt I \ cno\ Have 1 got to 7 
sitLltv See that you dont tatL much then 
XfMTA Tcaclung me* The idea' \egor \ a= ilicv icJi Zobunova» 
•come 

mnnim Shurka bring the vouiig *folks in here afterward. — 
will you 7 (Exit Shura ) Well fetch vour Zobunova' 

YEVIYA In a minute I want to IcTI } ou that l^exandras got very 
friendly «i h that good for nothing cou>m of \ndreig Aou mu t -ee 
your«clf hes no matcii for her Wc took in one b-ggar and now look 
it the way Ice orders everyone al out 

rmemn Do >ou know Axinna \ou re like a had dnam— you 
really are' 

Jtrvni Gi on insult me if you want to' But you ou-dit to fcrhrd 
her carrying on with that Tyatin 
BULYCHOV Anything else 7 
\EMTa Melaniyas staying here 
JHLV ettov What for 7 

XEMY a She s in trouble Deserters attacked the nunnery, killed 
a cow «tole two atei a «pade and a coil of rope Terrible going- 
on I declare’ And Donat that forester of ours — he s sheltering some 
queer characters They re living in a lumber barrack 

bllychov It seems when anyone is agreeable to me he% sure 
to be disagreeable to everyone else 

YEWYa You ought to make your peace with her 
bulychov With Melaniya 7 What for 7 
XEMYv Why, of cour'e you should \ our health you know 
Bulychov All tight I II make it up then And foreive 
us our debts’ — I II say to her 

Xfmya Be kind to her {Goes out ) / 

BLLY error (mutters) “And forgive u 3 our debt* — as we for 
give our debtor?.’ Ijcs all around What devils (panvro 
comes in ) 

vvRVvftA Father I heard mother talking to you about Stepan 
Tyatin 

Bulychov Yes \ou hear everything, you know everything 
VARVARA Tyattns a modest fellow he wouldnt demand a big 
-dowry with Alexandra and he’s a good match for her 
BULYCHOV Considerate arent you 
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v arv ar i lie bad m> e>e on Imn 

BLLYCiiov Who is it voure «o anxious about"* Ugh what a 

(abbKSs miumu ard xemya comt in f allotted In TAi'Vi v 
tcho remains in if e dooricay i 

Well Mai ash a Lets make up what - * 

abbess MELANIYA That s belter k real firebrand* Insult mg 
everybody without rhyme or rca'on 

BLLYCiiov And forgive us our debts" Malaga 1 
apcess jiflamya W c a-en t dis^j « ng debt** I\o more of your 
mi«chief* Look at what 6 going on in tlie world’ The tsar — the I ord* 
Anointed — ca.t down from bis throne D you know what that means 9 
The Lord has plunged His flock into darkness and confusion they 
hate gone mad they are digging pits beneath their own feet The 
rabble is in revolt The peasant women at Kopo««ovo screamed m m> 
face that they forsooth were the people Our husbands the soldiers 
are the people' How do you like that 9 Hid you ever hear of soldiers 
being regarded as people 9 

XENIYA Thats what that \akov Laptev keeps saying 
abbess memmya The provincial governor has been diverted of 
hi« power ard Osmolovsky the notary, *et up in His place 
BLLYCiiov Another fat belly 

abbess MFUMtA \esterday Bishop Pukander 'aid “\k e re an the 
eve of calamitous events can it be." he said “that the temporal 
powers shall rule 9 From Biblical times the peoples have been ruled 
by the hand armed with the sword snd the cross * 

v ARY ara They d dn l wor«hvp the cross in Biblical times 
AEPES5 Sielamya A ou hold your longue Mis Clever The 
New Te tamer t and the Old are both in one binding aren t they 7 
And the crosa u the sword* So there you are’ The Bishop know* 
belter than you I hope when and what was wor«hipped You re an 
ambitious lot and vou rejoice at the downfall of the throne Vind 
vour joy does not turn to bitter tear* I d like to have a word with 
joa in private, Aegoru'hka. 

fcLLYcilov Wont we come to loggerheads again 9 Very well we 
can have a clat, but afterwards The healer woman's coming in now 
I wint to get well Malashx 
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ABBESS MELANIYA Zobunova's a famous healer The doctor* are 
nowhere near as clever as «he is And after iha’ you might talk to the 
B!e*«ed Prokopu 

BULYCHOV What, the fellow the urchins call Propottei 7 He’« a 
rogue 1 re heard «ay 

abbess Melaniya Now now, that 11 do* How can >ou *a> 'uch 
things 7 1 ou hav e him come in here 

BCLYCtTOV Well leta have Propottei too 1 feel a bit beltrr today 
CYcept for my leg* Wore cheerful *ort of Eiery thing «ecm« kind 
of funny to me Coll in the witch doctor Axmiya 
{XEMYV goes out ) 

ABBESS MELAMI A Ah, \egon there* a lot left in you yet 1 
BULTCHOV That s JU'I the point ipnte a loL 
YEMYA {returns) She says everyone mu«t leave the room 
ABBESS MELANIA A TCel! let us go then 

{They all lane the room BllTCHOY sits chuckling stroking 
hu chest anil side ZOBUnova comes in She tmsts her mouth — 
not very noticeably but just enough to be detected — and b foies 
to the right s de while her nght hand is pressed against her 
heart and she flaps her left hand like the fin of a fish Then she 
stands still and passes her nght hand over her face ) 

BUl\Cllo\ What you doing — praying to the deviM 
zobunova (m a singsong voice) Ol all ye evil humour* and 
bodily ills* Begone begone and leave the servant of Cod in peace* 
From this very day and from this very hour I m driving you away 
with my hard words former and ever and aye 1 Good evening to your 
worshipful hononr by name Yegon* 

BULYCHOV Good evening auntie Were you chasing the devil* 
away 5 

ZOStNWA Goodness dear no — how can anyone hare anytime 
to do with them 5 

BULYCHOV \ ou can if you ve got to The pnc*t< pray to God. but 
vou re not a pnest «o you must pray to the devil* 

zobunova Oh, what awful things you aa» * It « only silly folks 
a« *3T I ve anv dealm*** i ith the Evil One 

•M* 



bllychov If yon haven t you wont be able to do anything for 
roe, auntie The priests bare prayed to God for me and God has *e 
fused to help me 

zoblnov a ^ ou mu t be joking dear man you’re f-ajrog th s l«e 
cause you don t believe me 

BULYCHOV I mi*ht baTe believed you if joj d come straight from 
the devil* But you re sure to have beard of course that J m a rake 
that I m bar*h with people and greedy about money 

zobcn'ov a I ve heard it but I don t believe you d grudge giving 
me a little bit oyour good money 

biilyciiov I m a great sinner auntie and God won t have any 
thing to do with me Gods forsaken Yegor Bulychov So if you re 
not friendly with the devils you d better go and do abortions for the 
country wenches That* your trade, i«nt it 9 

zoblnov a Aye, its true words they speak that says you re an ae 
gre»$ive, turbulent man* 

eclychov Well what lies were you go n c to tell 9 Out with 
them* 

zobitnova I ve never been taught to he ^ou tell me what pains 
have you got, and where 

bllycuoi It a my belly It hurts hard Jurt here. 
zobitnova Well you see its like this only dont vou bread e 
a word to anyone of what I say 

BULYCHOV I won t Don l be afra d 

zoblnov v There are yellow sicknesses aid black <iclaies»e* A 
yellow sickness can be cured even by a doctor but the black sickness 
-\ neither priest nor monk can pray away! The black sickness comes 
from the powers of evil and there s only one remedy for it 
Bulychov \h? — A case of either kill or cure, is that it 9 
ZOBUnova It 8 a very expensive remedy 
BLLtchqv Of course* I guessed that. 

ZOBUNOVA This is a case where you have to have dealings with 
tl e Evil One 

Bulychov With Satan himself 9 

Zobcyova Well not directly with him but 'till 

BULYCHOV And can von do it 9 

zobusg a Only— you mustnt breathe a word of it to anyone 
BVL7C11CY Ob. get tke hell cal cl here* 
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zouu%o\ i Wat a minute 

BULYCHOV Clear out, else I’ll give you one 

20 buvoya Listen to toe 

CLaPHIRA (from the halt ) You’ve been told to go, haven't you 9 
ZOBUNova What's the matter with you people 9 
BULYCiiov Kick her out 1 

CtAPIHRA Clear out you — pretending you’re a vuch’ 

ZQBVkOYK Witch yourself’ Look at that mug V yours . Oh, 
you , May the two of >ou have neither sleep not- rest’ (The two 
women go out ) 

uuj.ychov (glancing about giies a sigh of relief) Phe-ew’ 
(ABBE'S MMAMYa and XENlv a come in ) 

ABBESS MFLAM5 a Pidn I you like Zobunova— didn’t she suit you’ 
(bui icnov stares at her in silence ) 

XfcMYt She's a quicktempered one Herself* Site's been over 
prai*ed and has grown conceited 

BULYCnov Malasha — what do you think — does God ever have 
bellyaches 9 

ABBESS MELANIYA Don’t act the fool, you 

BULYCHOV I’m «ure Chn t often had bellyachi;^— he lived on 

fish 

ABBESS melamya Stop it Yegor Arc you trying t,, provoke me 9 
(glaphira returns ) 

CLAP II lit v Zohunova wants to be paid for her trouble r 

BULYCHOV Give her something Aximyal Excuse me, Malasha 
hut I m tired — 1 11 go to my room Nothing nakes you so tired as 
talking to fools Now then, Gtakha lend 3 hand here 

(XENIYA exits) 

(CT iPJinu leads him at cay XOIYA returns and looks enquir 
tngly at her sister ) 

abbess MELANIYA He’s pretending to be mad ft*s all pretence 
YENIYA You think so 9 I have my doubts 
abbess melaniya It doesn’t matter Let him amus e himself It’ll 
turn against him afterwards, if his will has to be contested in court. 
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Taissya Mil! be a witness and then there s Zobunoia, Father Pathn 
and that trumpeter — any number of people. We can prove that the 
man was not in hi$ right mind wl cn he made t! e will 
XEN1TA Oh I really don’t know what to do 
abbess MCUMtA Well Pro leaching you what to do \3mph. y^u 
you were m «uch a hurry to get married 1 l told you to marry 
Bashkin. 

XEMTA But that was ages ago* And Yegor was like an eagle — > oU 
envied me yourself 

abbess MELAMYA I’ Axe you cracked, woman’ 

XENIX A Ah well what’s the n*e of casting things up at each other 
now 

abbess uclamya Mercy on us 1 I envied her, she says’ l 9 
XENTTA How about Prokopu 9 Perhaps »c shouldn t call him 
in’ 

abbess sieLaMYa Why not’ \! e «ent for him we agreed on it — 
and then all of a «udden — >ou don’t want him’ Don’t yon interfere 
Go and get him reads and bring him m Taissya’ (7Vx«Jia comes m 
from the hall.) Well 9 

taissya I couldnt find out anything (Yeniyo leaies the room.) 

ABBESS MElANlYA Wh) 9 
TAISSYA She wont say anything 

abbess UtUMl i What do vow meai she won’t sai anything 9 
You ought to have got it out of her 

TAISSYA 1 tried to but she only splutters like a cat — swears at 
everybody 

ABBESS MElaniia What does »be say*’ 

Taissya Calls them all crooks 

ABBESS MELAMYA Why’ 

taissya She says you only want to dnie the man crarv 
ABBESS SJELAMVA She said that to you’ 
taissya ISo to Propottet the Bles*cd 
ABBESS MELAMYA And v»bal does be say’ 

TAISsTa He just eat there, raying funny things 
abbess MELAMYA Funny things’ You ninny you’ The holy man 
was eoolhsaying you fool’ Sit down in llie Itall and don’t *lir from 
there Was there anyone el«e in the kitchen’ 

TAISSYA Moket was (here , 
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ABBESS MEU-M\a Veil go aloig now [Coes up to Bultchot’s 
door and l nods) legon the Ble~ ed Prokopu « here 

(XEJftrA and BAStiEPf conduct the blessed propottei into the 
room He wears bast sandals, a long unbleached linen shirt that 
reaches to his ankles, and numerous brass crosses and small 
icons on his chest His appearance is rather aue inspiring his 
hair is thick and matted his beard long narroiv and straggling 
his motements are convulsive and jerky l 

PHOPOTTEI Ugh what a «link of tobacco smoke* It’d ‘.-mother soar 
very sonl 

XESIYA Nobod) smokes here father 

(PHOPOTTEt imitates the hording of a winters wind > 

ABBESS MELxmya Here wail till he comes out 
BULTCHOV (led out of his bedroom by Ghphtra ) Look at him 
So here he is’ 

PROPOTTEI Be not afraid* fear not' {Cites an imitation of the 
mnd ) AM is a«hes oil must pas 1 Gri«ha climbed the ladder climbed 
and came a cropper and was dragged away by Lucifer 
BULYCHOV He means Ra a pulin I suppose’ 

PROPOTTEI The tsar is dethroned and the kingdom is perishing 
for sin, death and stinking foulness now reign' Oo-oh* the blizzard 
howls, the tempe«t roars ( Imitates the wind Points to Glaphira with 
lus staff ) The Deni in the shape of a woman is elo«e beside you 
Drive her away! 

ntTYCirm III drive you away 1 Don t let sour tongue run away 
with you Was it you Melaniya put him up to this’ 

ABBES* MFLAMTA What will vou be «aymg next’ Can the mad 

he taught 9 

BULYCHOV Looks as if ibev can 

ismiKA cornea running doicnstars folloued by imosba and 
TYaTIN Then the ZiOVTZOis and the DOSTlCiyns cone Jour 
raororm draica a«gns on the floor erd in the air with hu staff 
lu( <ers nothing Stands thought fully uith bent head) 

siarv tninning up t 'er tither) Whit s all this about’ What 
km l f a ‘how m it? 





>,ELU„ a iou ho |j 

■- «> *° ** <» *. 

clod ’tit ere rmht h!T ^ *"* ,0d ' If btJl 00(1 • and I a 

rejoioe thou hajt ^11 * . a ' e * a > e ’ An owl choice. Satin 

dood!e-doo ' tj-i . . ' n '“ bt s *r 3 ce«, the cock crows, cocks 

lie- ,od ‘-"'l W. the end of n here- 

BULYCHOV Not L,J| Ti. , 

•acelj- cyve put )ou through your pace- 

ABBESS MElAMy* n 

PRO POTT n VThat .I, 0 !)/ '“’^H^Pkyegor, don’t interrupt' 

~ oht,r M ?■" ’ - « s»u’ 

raororm "They s e hilled « , “ 1,1 '""S 1 ' 1 

enshl 10 dance’ CoL on tl.„ ‘f d luned «• Bat maybe »e 
(Samps Ju /eel, A,, mmi „ s *?" , S °“ th ' h ' si Jmb ' 

Astaroth, Saha tan A'lafit I,! * l° u< ? er cuts capers ) 

d °««. Kara Itlt-W Li ‘ ^ • If you can', yon re 

pur bdfe.'TL^Tr. '” d . against the tomb* 
Satan’s a playing md, t, * ° T ° U Holey pole}, am t it «mok} ' 
- -He ..rid 1 X„e' ° b » h We all on In, on, 

b"ch» He can’t M 3V ZT ^ ntei S ° l hm >n h « I«"S ^ 
was horn for pain r ° ra an< * ^07* ^ f«orro it’s plain 

^'cno"T"i-Z h ' Dm ,' ,U " 

zvoantor Tin ’d Want *° fr ' e! ' : ™ “I. damn you- 
Hu, idling scene ought he stopped 

Z ri™; Uh "^n he, irtt/tout pen. 

5 *“ h Wohes h, such el her ) 

11 Hie, heel, hoc haul- Evil ajuru. tun, ,. (lur back- 
iTTaTiy ano/efiee He •<«* p„ 

are"™ ** - « *>™ S ’ ™o d „e tlnnh you 

nothin' *“"• ^ "™ II -.a, Whs do .„ .„ d 

.ttactm (rah „ ^ 

n -*»„*.*_ 
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abbess beloiu kou mu«tn’t touch him 3 He* in a trance, in 
ecstasy! 

dostigaye\: For going into ec^ta-ies like that. Mother Melaniya. 

should get it in the neck. 

zvoytzov; Get up 1 Clear out — quick now' 

frofottei: Eh . where’ ( Imitates a holding i and ) 

(XEMVA begins to cry ) 

Elizaveta Doesn’t he do that well . sounds like a duet! 
Bulychov Get out of here, all of you You’ve done enough 
ing here. . . . 

shura (stamping her foot at the half sat) Go away, you monster 1 
opa, cha c e him out! 

tyatin (taking Propotle i by the scruff of hu ne cl.) Come along 
y man, get up! (Doth exit.) 

Taissva: He wasn’t so dreadful today. He’s much more terrify 

than that — if he’d been given a drop of vodka 

ABBESS MELAMYa: Who asked you to «peak’ (Gu.es the girl a 
tcX in the face.) 

ZV o vrzov : You ought to be ashamed of your*elf' 

ABBESS MELAMYA- What? Before you’ 

VARVARA: Calm yourself, auntie.... 

XEMYA: Hearen« above! ... Goodness gracious' 

(SHURA and CLAfHTRA assist BLLYCHOV to the couch. DOST1CAYEV 
stands looting at him closely. The Zvontzovs lead away xentYa 
and ABBESS MELANIYA.) 

DOSTICAa EV (to his wife) i Let's go home Liza, let’s go home 
lycliov’s in a bad way Verv bad And there's the demonstration. . . . 

' ought to join it. 

Elizaveta Wasn’t it wonderful, the wav lie mutated the wind’ 
ould never have imagined it . . . 

BULYCHOV (to Shura) That’* all tiie Ahhesa’ doings . .. 
siiltu Are you feeling bad? 

BULYCHOV She a «ott of bunal <emce . over a living 
aliUKV. ibl'd*-.. aie-ywrittTlnjrrtoiseY* Jt/ail' »* semi 1 i&r life 



KlLi cho\ r>o you neednt He put that m lum«elf — the clown — 
that bit about the kingdom “If 1 ttl Cod. and I a clod” >ou 
heard him 7 

SI 1 Liu You mu I forget all this 

BLLYCnoi Well forget it all n^lt 1 Go ami liave a look what 
they re doing See thev don t do Glaplira am harm Whats 
all that ringing in the street 7 
MICItA You mi tn t pet up' 

BlttCIIov \nd it II pen*h— the kingdom where everything# foul 
I cant see anything (Rues end clinging to the table u.ah 
one hand rubs his eyes ) *Thy kingdom come* What kingdom'’ 
Beast*' Kingdom ‘‘Our Father which art ** ’So thats no 

good UTiat sort of a fall er are you to me if you’ve condemned me 
to death 7 What for 7 Fveryone dje« 7 But why 7 Well let them — but 
why «hould l 7 (^iroys 1 Well 7 What i« it Yegor 7 (Shouts hoarsely ) 
Shura Glakha the doctor 1 llei somebody— -devil* ' Yeaor 
Bulychov Yegor' 

I«HITU GUtPIinu TtATLN and TAI si v run to LUACliOV uho 
sira) 3 and almost falls as he tries to reach them The staging 
outside groics louder GlA?mr\ and TYATIS support BULYCHOV 
snuitA darts oier to the inn loto and throirs U open The singing 
bursts into the room ) 

BLLYcirov What s tl at 7 The burial femce — again — singing me 
out of the world' Shura' Who ss it 7 

stiLRA Come over here, come on and 1 10 L ' 

Bin-Ycnov Ah Shura 



